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To 
William  Euing,  Esq.,  F. S.A.Scot, 
Glasgow. 


My  dear  Sir, 

An  examination  of  your  rare  Collection  of  the  works  of 
British  Hymn -writers  enabled  me  to  constitute  the  basis  of  the 
present  work.  In  the  perfecting  of  my  design,  I  have  received 
from  you  many  obligations.  Now  that  the  labour  of  nine  years 
is  consummated  in  the  appearance  of  this  volume,  I  inscribe  it 
to  you,  as  a  token  of  my  e^eem. 

That  the  Hymns  contained  in  this  Collection,  which  have 
cheered  myself  under  the  doud  of  trial,  may  prove  a  source  of 
consolation  to  you  in  the  valley  of  years,  and  may  be  to  both 
of  us  a  foretaste  of  the  Songs  of  the  Redeemed,  is  the  earnest 
desire  and  prayer  of 

My  dear  Sir, 
Your  very  obedient  faithful  servant, 

CHARLES   ROGERS. 


■  :^  ^ 


PREFACE 


Song  is  the  eternal  exponent  of  Divine  praise.  Ere  the 
world  was  framed,  "the  morning  stars  sang  together;" 
the  saints  shall  "  come  to  Sion  with  songs,"  when  the 
present  visible  creation  has  passed  away.  The  chosen 
people  found  expression  to  their  most  fervent  aspira- 
tions in  the  harmony  of  numbers.  The  triumph  at  the 
Red  Sea  was  celebrated  by  Moses  and  Miriam  in  strains 
of  loftiest  poetry.  As  his  heart  exulted  in  the  manifes- 
tations of  Divine  goodness,  the  royal  Psalmist  breathed 
forth  his  incomparable  lyrics.  Solomon  uttered  his  soul- 
stirring  lays,  as  he  contemplated  the  boundless  love  of 
a  coming  Saviour.  In  strains  of  heaven-wrapt  imagery, 
Isaiah  celebrates  the  glory  of  Gospel  times.  And  when 
the  light  of  the  Gospel  dispensation  dawned,  how  mar- 
vellously simple  and  hallowed  was  that  song  by  which 
angels  sung  an  incarnate  God, — a  Saviour  bom! 

The  Redeemer  dwelt  in  the  lowlier  vale  of  human 
life.    He  sought  not  the  praises  of  the  unstable  multi- 


tude,  whose  hallelujahs  were  so  soon  to  be  exchanged 
for  the  ejaculations  of  "  Away  with  Him !  cnicijy  Him ! " 
Yet  in  token  that  the  psalm  of  thanksgiving  and  the 
anthem  of  praise  should  be  acceptable  under  the  system 
of  worship  He  came  forth  to  constitute,  His  virgin 
mother  was  inspired  to  sing  of  the  glot;  of  His  reign ; 
and  in  the  immediate  prospect  of  His  sufferings,  at  the 
paschal  supper.  He  sung  a  hymn  with  His  disciples.  To 
His  people  in  every  age  it  was  to  be  enjoined  that  they 
should  "  in  psalms,  and  hymns,  and  spiritual  songs,"  sing 
and  "  make  melody  "  in  their  hearts  to  the  Lord. 

The  zeal  of  the  Christian  Fathers  was  manifested  in 
their  love  of  the  Divine  harmonies.      Many  hymns  of 
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Stowed  on  the  Protestant  Church,  as  his  first  gift,  a  book 
of  praise — ^hymns  and  music — composed  by  himself. 
Calvin,  and  the  other  leaders  of  the  Reformation,  like- 
wise encoiuaged  the  people  to  congregational  singing. 
It  is  one  of  the  foundation  stones  of  the  Church  of 
England,  that  any  psahn  or  hymn,  founded  on  Holy 
Scripture,  may  be  sung  by  congregations.  Nonconformist 
Churches  have  been  especially  attached  to  the  use  of 
hymns. 

In  the  secret  experience  of  believers,  the  influences  of 
Divine  song  have  been  attested  in  every  age.  The 
forthgivings  of  the  sacred  lyre  have  sustained  converts  in 
renouncing  all  for  the  Gospel's  sake,  have  comforted 
apostles  ''  in  the  inner  prison,'*  and  strengthened  martyrs 
amidst  the  flames.  The  anthem  of  praise  has  gladdened 
the  sorrowful,  and  cast  on  the  wounded  spirit  the  balm 
of  consolation.  In  the  chamber  of  sickness,  when  even 
the  soothing  voice  of  affection  has  become  irksome,  and 
the  memory  has  almost  lost  its  power,  the  counte- 
nance of  the  dying  has  glowed  with  joy  on  the  repetition 
of  cherished  hymns.  The  hymns  acquired  in  childhood 
prove  the  only  friends  which  survive  to  comfort  old  age. 

A  great  impulse  has  lately  been  imparted  to  hymno- 
logical  studies.  Collections  of  hymns  are  constantly 
being  issued,  and  persons  endowed  with  the  gifl  of 


song  are  consecntiog  thdr  genius  to  the  service  of  the 
sanctuaiy. 

The  Editor  of  the  present  work  has  endeavoured  to 
provide  a  Collection  suitable  for  all  the  Churches.  In 
accomplishing  his  design,  he  has  devoted  himself  to 
three  departments, — the  presentation  of  approved  and 
classical  hymns,  the  restonUion  of  the  original  texts, 
and  the  assignment  of  each  composition  to  the  proper 
author. 

Respecting  the  first  department,  the  Editor  has,  by 
arranging  the  hymns  under  their  several  authors,  in 
alphabetical  order,  avoided  the  difficulty  attendant  on 
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gether  unexpected  Only  in  rarest  instances  have  the 
alterations  proved  to  be  improvements.  As  a  rule,  the 
innovations  have  marred  the  harmony,  destroyed  the 
rhythm,  and  even  altered  the  sense  of  the  original 
writers. 

The  task  of  restoration  would  have  been  simple,  had 
the  latest  or  best  editions  of  the  different  authors  been 
readily  attainable.  But  it  has  been  otherwise.  Though 
the  Editor  has  enjoyed  advantages  which  were  certainly 
never  before  possessed  by  any  compiler  of  sacred  song, 
he  has  frequently  had  to  search  for  a  course  of  years  for 
particular  originals.  His  researches  were  commenced  in 
1857 ;  and  though  he  cannot  accuse  himself  of  any  lack 
of  diligence,  he  has  been  enabled  to  procure  some  ori- 
ginal readings,  only  as  these  pages  have  been  passing 
through  the  press. 

In  the  department  of  authorship,  the  Editor  has  pro- 
vided brief  memoirs  of  the  hymn-writers,  and  these  often 
from  original  soiu'ces  of  information.  He  has  ascer- 
tained the  authorship  of  many  hymns,  hitherto  of  un- 
determined origin,  and  has  assigned  to  the  veritable 
writers  compositions  heretofore  ascribed  to  others. 

These  researches,  may,  in  the  estimation  of  some, 
be  but  of  sniall  ^ue.     By  every  true  lover  of  our 


national  hyian  literature,  tlie  Editor  feels  other  send- 
ments  will  be  entertmed.  What  reader  of  Holy  Scrip- 
ture is  content  to  know  that  certain  passages  which 
especially  edify  him,  are  contained  somewhere  in  the  in- 
spired volume  7  Does  he  not  rejoice  to  associate  those 
precious  texts  with  the  particular  writer, — whether  pro- 
phet, or  evangelist,  or  apostle, — as  well  as  with  his  cir- 
cumstances at  the  period  when  his  inspired  utterances 
were  given  forth?  In  like  manner  does  the  Christian 
believer  seek  to  possess  every  fragment  of  Divine  truth ; 
he  could  not  bear  an  abridgment  of  the  sacred  word. 
Modem  hymn-writers,  though  not  inspired  like  the  sweet 
singer  of  Israel,  have  generally  been  persons  of  enlarged 
To  their  Ktcs  thoyhave  sung  of  Chrii 
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bered  with  interest  Yet  it  may  be  found,  on  a  careful 
examination,  that  no  truly  classical  British  h3rmn  has 
been  omitted. 

Consequent  on  the  operations  of  editors,  the  opening 
stanzas  of  many  of  the  best  hymns  have  been  struck 
off,  so  that  the  original  compositions  are  not  recogni- 
sable by  ordinary  readers.  Thus  Bakewell's  beautiful 
hynm,  b^;inning — 

"  Hail !  Thoa  once  despisM  Jesus," 

is,  in  many  compilations,  commenced  with  the  second 
stanza — 

"  Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed." 

And    Keble's  Evening  Hymn  has  been  so  frequently 
begun  with 

"  Sun  of  my  soul  I  Thou  Saviour  dear  !" 

the  opening  line  of  the  third  verse,  that  the  two  preced- 
ing  verses  have  ceased  to  be  familiar. 

The  Editor  has  introduced  a  few  American  hymn-writers, 
on  account  of  their  particular  compositions  having  been 
so  extensively  used  in  this  country,  and  consequently  so 
mudi  identified  with  the  national  lyre.  Translations,  or 
versions  of  ancient  and  foreign  h3rmns,  have  generally 
been  excluded,  as  not  falling  within  the  scope  of  the 
publication.    In  the  Appendix  are  presented  the  me- 


moiis  and  compositioDS  of  seven  hymn-writers,  re- 
specting whom  satis&ctoiy  infonnation  could  not  be  ob- 
tained in  time  for  the  alphabetical  arrangement.  Three 
anonymous  hymns  have  likewise  been  included  in  the 
Appendix.  To  the  Notes  at  the  close  of  the  volume  the 
reader  is  referred  for  some  particulars  respecting  the 
hymns  and  their  writers,  which  could  not  conveniendy 
be  introduced  into  the  text 

To  many  kind  friends,  who  have  from  the  outset 
evinced  a  deep  interest  in  his  task,  the  Editor  owes  some 
explanation  for  the  long  postponement  of  the  date  of 
publication.  Five  years  ago,  when  residing  in  a  country 
town,  he  had,  by  relying  on  information  derived  at  second 
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libraries,  and  availed  himself  of  many  private  collections. 
To  his  numerous  correspondents  he  returns  an  expression 
of  his  best  thanks.  To  the  original  contributors,  and  the 
owners  of  copyright  hymns  who  have  waived  their  pri- 
vileges on  his  behalf,  he  is  most  sincerely  grateful. 

He  returns  his  cordial  thanks  to  Anthony  Webb,  Esq., 
Bath,  for  the  use  of  his  ample,  and  in  some  respects 
unique,  hymnological  library.  From  the  Rev.  William 
Reid,  editor  of  the  elegant  "Praise  Book,"  he  ob- 
tained the  use  of  some  rare  and  valuable  hymn-books, 
for  which  he  would  express  his  acknowledgments.  To 
William  Euing,  Esq.,  Glasgow,  his  deepest  gratitude  is 
due,  for  not  only  throwing  open  to  him  his  richly  stored 
library  of  sacred  song,  but  for  kindly  making  purchase 
of  every  work  which  was  essential  to  his  purpose. 

Indefatigable  as  his  labours  have  been,  the  Editor 
acknowledges  that  he  had  only  succeeded  partially  in 
his  undertaking,  unless  for  the  assistance  which  has  been 
rendered  him  by  two  most  accomplished  hymnologists, 
Mr.  C.  D.  Hardcastle,  Keighley,  and  A.  C.  Hobart  Sey- 
mour, Esq.,  Bristol.  Mr.  Seymour  is  the  well  known 
author  of  the  "  Life  and  Times  of  Selina,  Countess  of 
Huntingdon,**  and  has  been  engaged  in  hymnological 
studies  for  upwards  of  half  a  century.  Mr.  Hardcastle 
has  accumulated  a  remarkable  collection  of  the  works  of 


British  hymn-writers,  and  bis  knowledge  in  every  depart- 
ment of  bymnol<^  is  unrivalled.  The  assiduity  widi 
which  Mr.  Haidcastle  has  applied  himself  to  the  per- 
fecting of  this  woik  tjie  Editor  feels  he  cannot  sufficiently 
prize,  or  too  gratefully  acknowledge. 

It  would  be  unjust  to  one  who  has  diligeotly  laboured 
in  the  same  field  were  the  Editor  to  conclude  these 
remarks  without  some  allusion  to  the  "  Book  of  Praise," 
edited  by  Sir  Roundel!  Palmer.  From  this  compilation 
he  has  derived  considerable  assistance;  but  he  cannot 
withhold  an  expression  of  regret  that  the  learned  Editor, 
while  generally  careful  respecting  the  purity  of  the  text, 
ud  the 
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to  her  sister,  in  some  beantifal  and  touching  lines  of  verse.     To  a  volume  of 

ad  Anthcou."  published  in  1841  by  Mr.  Charles  Fox,  she  contributed  thirteen  pieces. 

fbOow  the  piesBnt  sketch.     The  bitter  has  found  a  place  bi  nearly  every 


FATHER,  THY  WILL  BE  DONE. 

Hx  sendeth  sun.  He  sendeth  shower, 
Alike  they're  needful  for  the  flower ; 
And  joys  and  tears  alike  are  sent 
To  give  the  sool  fit  nourishment : 
As  oomcs  to  me  or  cloud  or  sun. 
Father,  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done. 


B 


LVKA  BRITANNICA. 

Can  loring  diUdren  e'er  reprove 

With  mnnnurs  whom  they  trust  and  love  I 

Creator,  I  would  ever  be 

A  trusting  loving  child  to  lliee  ; 

At  come*  to  me  or  doad  or  sun. 

Father,  Th^  will,  not  miD^  be  dooc 

Oh,  ne'er  wHl  I  at  life  repine, 
Enough  that  Thon  hast  made  it  mine ; 
Wlien  falls  the  shadow  cold  of  death, 
I  yet  will  sing  with  parting  breath  ; 
A*  comes  lo  me  or  shade  or  $im, 
Falber,  Thy  will,  Dot  tnine,  be  done. 


NEARER,  MY  GOD,  TO  THEE. 
Nkaikb,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  TTjee ; 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 


JOSEPH  ADDISON. 

Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  grie& 

So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee^ — 
Nearer  to  Thee. 

Or  if  on  joyful  wing, 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Son,  moon,  and  stars  forgot. 

Upwards  I  fly ; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be^ 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,— 

Nearer  to  Thee. 


JOSEPH  ADDISON. 


Joseph  ADOISON  was  bom  at  Milston,  near  Amesbury,  Wiltshire,  on  the  ist  May.  1673. 
Hifr  fadier.  <lie  Rev.  Lancelot  Addison,  latteriy  Dean  of  Liclifield,  published  anonymously  a 
daodedow  volume  of  "  Sacred  Hymns  and  Poems,"  bearim^  date  1699.  Joseph  Addison 
I  educated  in  the  Charterhouse,  and  at  the  UniTcrsity  of  Oxford.  He  was  intended  for  the 
but  was  attracted  to  study  law  and  politics.  He  attained  an  early  celebrity  as  a 
of  Tcries,  and.  under  powerful  patronage,  received  a  state  pension  of  ;£^30o  a  year,  while 
tweofty-scren.  He  travelled  on  the  continent,  and  on  his  return  celebrated  in  verse  the 
•faaory  at  Blenhctm.  He  was  appointed  successively  a  Commissioner  of  Appeals,  an  Under 
ai  State,  Secretary  to  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland,  and  Chief  Secretary  for 
From  the  duties  of  the  last-named  office  he  retired  on  an  allowance  of  iJisoo  a  year. 
He  nnrried  00  the  and  August,  1716,  the  Dowager  Countess  of  Warwick ;  the  union  did  not 
paove  a  happy  one.  He  died  at  Holland  House,  Kensington,  on  the  17th  June,  17x9,  in  his 
The  name  of  Joseph  Addison  b  intimately  associated  with  the  history  of  English 
His  contributions  to  the  "  Tatler,"  "  S|>ecUtor,**  and  "  Guardian,"  will  continue  to 
be  read  so  long  as  dassic  elegance  of  diction  and  correct  moral  teaching  are  appreciated  or 
Adcfisoo  wrote  few  hymns,  but  these  have  found  a  place  in  almost  every  col- 


PROVIDENCE. 

The  Lord  my  pasture  shall  prepare, 
And  fieed  me  with  a  shepherd's  care ; 
His  presence  shall  my  wants  supply. 
And  guard  me  with  a  watchful  eye  ; 
My  noonday  walks  He  shall  attend. 
And  an  my  midnight  hours  defend, 

B  a 


LTftA  BKITANHICA. 

Wben  in  tlie  tultiy  glebe  I  Ednt, 
Or  on  tike  thliMjr  mountun  pant. 
To  feitlle  vales  and  dewy  mods 
Hjr  weaiy  wandering  steps  He  leads  ; 
YHiere  pe«cefiil  riven,  soft  and  ilow. 
Amidst  the  verdant  landscape  flow. 

Thou^  in  the  paths  of  death  I  tread. 
With  gloomjr  boirors  overspread, ' 
My  steadfut  hewt  shall  feu  do  ill. 
For  Thoo,  O  Lord,  art  with  me  still ; 
Thy  friendly  crook  shall  give  me  aid. 
And  guide  me  throngh  the  dreadfbl  shade. 

Tltongh  in  a  baic  and  nigged  way. 
Through  devious  lonely  wilds,  I  stray. 
Thy  bounty  shall  my  wants  bq^uile  ; 
The  bairen  wilderness  shall  smile. 
With  sudden  greens  and  herbage  crown'd. 
And  Btrettnu  shall  muimur  all  vound. 


JOSEPH  ADDISON. 

What  though  in  solemn  silence  all 
Move  round  the  darklerrestrial  ball  ? 
What  though  no  real  voice,  nor  sound,. 
Amidst  their  radiant  orbs  be  found  t 
In  Reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice ; 
For  ever  singing,  as  they  shine, 
"The  Hand  that  made  us  is  Divine.'* 


HOW  ARE  THY  SERVANTS  BLEST. 

How  are  Thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord  1 

How  sure  is  their  defence  I 
Eternal  wisdom  is  thdr  guides 

Their  help,  Omnipotence. 

In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote^ 

Supported  by  Thy  care. 
Through  bumipg  climes  I  pass'd  unhurt, 

And  breath'd  in  tainted  air. 

Thy  mercy  sweeten'd  every  soil. 

Made  every  region  please ; 
The  hoary  Alpine  hills  it  warm'd, 

And  smoothed  the  Tyrrhene  seas. 

Think,  O  my  soul,  devoutly  think. 

How,  with  affrighted  eyes, 
Thou  saw'st  the  wide-extended  deep 

In  all  its  horrors  rise. 

Confusion  dwelt  on  every  face, 

And  fear  in  every  heart. 
When  waves  on  waves,  and  gul&  on  gulfs, 

O'ercame.the  pilot's  art. 

Yet  then,  from  all  my  griefe,  O  Lord  I 

Thy  mercy  set  me  free  ; 
Whilst  in  the  confidence  of  prayer, 

My  sonl  took  hold  on  Thee. 
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For  though  in  dreadful  whirls  we  hung 

High  on  the  broken  wave, 
I  knew  Thon  wert  not  slow  to  hear, 

Nor  impotent  to  save. 

The  stonn  was  laid,  the  winds  retired. 

Obedient  to  Thy  will ; 
The  so  that  roar'd  at  Thy  command. 

At  Thy  oommand  was  stiU. 

In  midst  of  dangers,  fears,  and  death. 

Thy  goodness  I'll  adore. 
And  praise  Thee  for  Thy  mercies  past. 

And  bnmbly  hope  for  more. 

Itj  life,  if  Thou  preserv'st  my  llf<^ 
Thy  sacrifice  shall  be  ; 

And  death,  if  death  must  be  my  doom, 
ShaU  join  my  soul  to  Thee. 


JOSEPH  ADDISON. 

Unnumber'd  comforts  to  my  soul 

Thy  tender  care  bestoMr*d, 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceiyed 

From  whom  these  comforts  flow'd. 

When  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth 

With  heedless  steps  I  ran. 
Thine  unseen  arm  conve/d  me  safe, 

And  led  me  up  to  man. 

Through  hidden  dangers,  toils,  and  death. 

It  greatly  cleared  my  way ; 
And  through  the  pleasing  snares  of  vice. 

More  to  be  feaPd  than  they. 

When  worn  with  sickness,  oft  hast  Thou 
With  health  renewed  my  face  ; 

And  when  in  sins  and  sorrows  sunk. 
Revived  my  soul  with  grace. 

Thy  bounteous  hand  with  worldly  btiss 

Has  made  my  cup  run  o'er  ; 
And,  in  a  kind  and  faithful  friend. 

Hath  doubled  all  my  store. 

Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart 

That  tastes  those  gifts  with  joy. 

Through  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  I'll  pursue ; 
And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds. 

The  glorious  theme  renew. 

When  nature  fails,  and  day  and  night 

Divide  Thy  works  no  more, 
My  ever-grateful  heart,  O  Lord, 

Thy  mercy  shall  adore. 

Through  all  eternity,  to  Thee 

A  joyful  song  I'll  raise  ; 
For,  oh  I  eternity's  too  short 

To  utter  all  Thy  praise  I 


LVRA  BRTTANNICA. 


WILUAM  ALEXANDER. 

^  Dm  d  Eidr.  b  n  d 


VISION  FROM  THE  APOCALYPSE. 

I  SAW  Rgoin,  bebold  I  heaven's  open  door  I 

Bdtold  I  a  throng  the  seraphim  stood  o'er  it, 
TTie  white-robed  dders  fdl  upon  the  floor. 
And  Bong  Ihdr  crowns  before  tt 

I  law  a  wondrous  boot — an  angel  strong 
To  Beaven  and  earth  piuclaimed  his  load  a] 
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Who  dreams  of  God,  when  passionate  yonth  is  high. 

When  first  life's  weaiy  waste  his  feet  have  trod  ; 
Who  seeth  angels'  footfklls  in  the  sky. 
Working  the  woiks  of  God, — 

His  son  shall  &de  as  gently  as  it  rose ; 

Through  the  dark  woof  of  death's  approaching  night, 
Hisidth  shall  shoot,  at  life's  prophetic  dose. 
Some  threads  of  golden  lig^ 

For  him  the  sflver  ladder  shall  be  set. 

His  Savioiir  shall  receive  his  latest  breath  ; 
He  walketh  to  a  £sideless  coronet  * 

Up  throng^  the  gate  of  death. 


MRS.  CECIL  FRANCES  ALEXANDER. 


This  ■rrnanilihfd  ■■rhnrrp,  draghtcr  of  M^or  Hmiqihrejrs,  Stnfaaiic  Ireland,  was  nttrKed 
la  ia9a,toibeVery  Rct.  Wjiaam  Alexaadcr.DeaBof  Einly.  theanbjcctof  tfaeprecedhignoticei 
Mss.  Aksaaderpablisiled.lnxS«^  **Venes6x»HolyScripCare.''  In  1848,  die  publisbed  her 
"HiraBK  far  Little  OiildreB.*  of  whicb.  to  the  present  tfane.  nearly  *5o,ooo  copies  hare 
drcaiatSoaL  Her  other  pobficatioiis  are  ** Moral  Songs,"  "Narrative  Hymns," 
of  dM  Goldea  Prayer."  "  Hymns,  DesoriptiTe  and  Devotional."  "  Verses  for  Holy 
'  **  Pocau  oo  aahfccta  in  the  Old  Testament."  "The  Baron's  Little  Dati|rhter,  and 
Tales  ia  prose  and  verse."  and  "The  Lord  of  the  Foreat  and  his  Vasaals :  an  AOegory." 
Ske  has  coatriboted  to  dM  **  Lyra  Anglicana."  and  has  edited  a  volume  of  the  "  Goldea 
Tflvasary  Series,*  pobSshed  by  Mr.  Marminan.  She  has  occaudooaDy  contributed  to  Tkt 
Vnivertifj  MagmMim,  The  BngUshmtutt  Mmgumtm^  and  other  periodicals. 


"  TOUCHED  WITH  THE  FEELING  OF  OUR 
'      INFIRMITIES." 

When,  wotmded  sore,  the  stricken  soul 

lies  bleeding  and  unbound, 
One  only  hand,  a  piercM  hand. 

Can  salre  the  sinner^s  wonnd. 

When  tfonow  swells  the  laden  breast. 

And  tears  of  anguish  flow. 
One  only  heart,  a  broken  heart, 

Can  feel  the  sinner's  woe. 


LVKA  BRITAKKICA. 

Wben  penitence  has  wept  fn  vain 

Over  some  foul,  dark  spot. 
One  onlf  stream,  a  EtrcRm  of  blood. 

Can  wash  away  the  blot. 

'Tis  Jesu's  blood  that  washes  white. 
His  hand  that  brings  relief ; 

His  heart  that's  touched  with  all  our  ja 
And  feeleth  for  our  grid 

Lift  up  Thf  bleeding  hand,  O  Lord,- 
Unseal  that  cleansing  tide  ; 

We  have  no  shelter  from  our  dn. 
But  in  Thy  wounded  tide. 


HYMN  FOR  ADVENT. 


MRS.  CECIL  FRANCES  ALEXANDER.  H 

Lord,  ere  the  last  dread  trump  be  heard. 

And  ere  before  Thy  face  we  stand. 
Look  Thou  on  each  accusing  word. 

And  blot  it  with  Thy  bleeding  hand. 

And  by  the  love  that  brought  Thee  here^ 

And  by  the  cross,  and  by  the  grave. 
Give  perfect  love  for  conscious  fear. 

And  in  the  day  of  judgment  save. 

And  lead  us  on  while  here  we  stray. 

And  make  us  love  our  heavenly  home^ 
Till  from  our  hearts  we  love  to  say, 

**  Even  so.  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come." 


FAITH  AND  HEAVEN. 

The  roseate  hues  of  early  dawn. 

The  brightness  of  the  day, 
The  crimson  of  the  sunset  sky. 

How  £ast  they  fade  away  ! 
Oh  for  the  pearly  gates  of  heaven  I 

Oh  for  the  golden  floor  1 
Oh  for  the  Sun  of  righteousness 

That  setteth  never  more  1 

The  highest  hopes  we  cherish  here, 

How  fast  they  tire  and  fiaint ! 
How  many  a  spot  defiles  the  robe 

That  wraps  an  earthly  saint  1 
Oh  for  a  heart  that  never  sins  I 

Oh  for  a  soul  washed  white  1 
Oh  for  a  voice  to  praise  our  Kiqg^ 

Nor  weary  day  or  night  1 

Here  ^th  is  ours,  and  heavenly  hope, 

And  grace  to  lead  us  higher ; 
But  there  are  perfectness  and  peace 

Beyond  our  best  desire. 
Oh  by  Thy  love  and  anguish,  Lord ! 

Oh  by  Thy  life  laid  down. 
Oh  that  we  fall  not  from  Thy  grace, 

Nor  cast  away  our  crown  I 


LYRA  BRITANNICA. 


WILLIAM  LINDSAY  ALEXANDER,  D.D. 


HYMN  TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Spibit  of  power,  and  tmth,  and  love  I 
Who  sitt'tt  enthroned  in  light  abore, 
X>esce[id,  and  bear  ns  on  Thy  iringi^ 
Fu-  from  these  low  and  fleeting  things. 


WILUAM  LINDSAY  ALEXANDER,  IXD.  13 

Corner  Holy  Spirit,  like  the  fire, 
With  boming  zeal  our  souls  inspire ; 
Come,  like  the  south  wind,  breathing  balm, 
Onr  joys  refresh,  our  passions  calm ; 

Come  like  the  sun's  enlightening  beam ; 
Come  like  the  cooling,  cleansing  stream ; 
With  all  Thy  graces  present  be — 
Spirit  of  God,  we  wait  for  Thee. 


THE  LAST  WISH. 

No  mote,  no  more  of  the  cares  of  time  I 
Speak  to  me  now  of  that  happy  dime. 
Where  the  ear  never  lists  to  the  sufferer's  moan. 
And  sorrow  and  care  are  all  unknown  : 
Now  when  my  pulse  beats  faint  and  slow. 
And  my  moments  are  nimibered  here  below. 
With  thy  soft,  sweet  voice,  my  sister,  tell 
Of  that  land  where  my  spirit  longs  to  dwell. 

Oh  yes,  let  me  hear  of  its  blissful  bowers. 
And  its  trees  of  life,  and  its  fadeless  flowers ; 
Of  its  crystal  streets  and  its  radiant  throng, 
With  their  harps  of  gold  and  their  endless  song ; 
Of  its  glorious  palms  and  its  raiment  white. 
And  its  streamlets  all  lucid  with  living  light ; 
And  its  emerald  plains,  where  the  ransom'd  stray, 
'Mid  the  bloom  and  the  bliss  of  a  changeless  day. 

And  tell  me  of  those  who  are  resting  there. 
Far  from  sorrow,  and  free  from  care — 
The  loved  of  my  soul,  who  pass'd  away 
In  the  roseate  bloom  of  their  early  day ; 
Oh,  are  they  not  bending  around  me  now. 
Light  in  each  eye,  and  joy  on  each  brow, 
Waiting  until  my  spirit  fly. 
To  herald  me  home  to  my  rest  on  high  ? 

Thus,  thus,  sweet  sister,  let  me  hear 
Thy  loved  voice  fall  on  my  listening  ear, 
Like  the  murmur  of  streams  in  that  happy  grove 
That  drdes  the  home  of  our  early  love ; 


i 


LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

And  M  let  1117  spirit  calmljr  rise, 
From  the  loved  upon  eaith,  to  the  blest  Id  the  skies, 
And  lose  the  sweet  tones  I  h&ve  loved  so  long. 
Id  the  glorious  byist  of  the  heavenlj  song. 


MEETINGS  OF  MINISTERS. 

FkoM  distant  comeTS  or  our  land. 
Behold  as,  Lord,  berore  Thee  stand, 
Once  more  prepared  to  Thee  to  raise 
Our  humble  prayer,  our  gntdiil  praise. 

Blest  be  the  Hand  whose  gnardiaii  power 
Hu  tept  us  to  this  present  hour ; 
Blest  be  the  gmx  that  bids  us  meet 
Thus  round  the  throne,  in  union  sweet. 

We  meet  to  seek,  in  faith  and  Jgal. 
The  brethren's  good,  the  Chnreh's  weal  ; 
Ob,  whilst  foi  Zion's  cause  wc  stand. 
Ma;  Zion's  King  be  near  at  hand  I 
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Thee,  'midst  unBaithomed  depths  of  light, 

With  clouds  encircled  round, 
Angels  adore,  nor  dare  the  sight. 

Nor  tempt  the  dread  profound. 
Thee  we  confess  ;  In  Thee  we  trust ; 

And,  bom  to  see  Thy  Utce, 
Love  bears  us  upward  from  the  dust, 

And  now  foretastes  the  grace. 

Here  we  would  do  the  Father's  will ; 

Learn  all  the  Son  hath  taught ; 
The  Spirit's  word  in  truth  fulfil. 

With  His  rich  graces  fraught. 
Help  us,  adorM  Trinity ; 

Help,  Father,  Spirit,  Son ; 
Whose  empire  fills  eternity. 

Unending,  unbegim ! 


HENRY  ALFORD,  D.D. 

P^^Y  Rev.  HB!«ltY  ALFORO.  Dean  of  Cantert>tiry,  was  born  in  London,  on  the  7th 
r"'*^'  '^  Hb  fittlier  some  time  prosecuted  the  law,  hot  sobseqaently  took  orders.  He 
r^^  Sector  <tf  Aston  Sandford,  Bucks,  and  died  fai  z8s3.  The  Dean  studied  at  Trinity 
r^^t^Caahrid^e.  In  1831,  he  published  his  first  work,  entitled  " Poems  and  Poetical 
^J*^'  He  was  ordained  in  1833.  and,  six  jrears  after,  was  instituted  in  the  VIcarafre  of 
^  y"'»»cid.  LdcesterAire.  In  1857,  he  obtained  his  present  preferment.  Dean  Alford  Is 
T^*' about  ^zty  different  publications.  His  annotated  Greek  Testament,  in  four  rolumes. 
*'  *>cved  1^  reputation  as  a  profound  Biblical  scholar.  He  is  a  contributor  to  Good 
'^«d  TMeStmdmj  Magajtine.  In  X83S  appeared  his  "School  of  the  Heart,  and  other 
*7f*^'a  rok.  lamo.  He  published,  in  1844.  a  smaO  collection  of  "  Psalms  and  Hymns,"  to 
^'^  *ere  added  thkty-seren  sacred  lyrics,  written  by  himself.  From  the  latest  edition  of 
'^'^O^  "PMtical  Works'*  published  in  1865,  the  foDowing  hymns  have  been  transcribed. 

A  HYMN  FOR  FAMILY  WORSHIP. 

Saviour  of  them  that  trust  in  Thee, 

Once  more,  with  supplicating  cries. 
We  lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee^ 

And  bid  devotion's  incense  rise. 

For  mercies  past  we  praise  Thee,  Lord, 
The  fimits  of  e^uth,  the  hopes  of  heaven  ; 

Thy  helping  arm.  Thy  guiding  word. 
And  answered  prayers,  and  sins  forgiven. 


LYKA  BRTTAmnCA. 

Wliene'et  we  bead  oa  iatge^t  bd^     ' 
Or  mlk  lempUtion'*  tlippaj  w^. 

Be  *till,  to  steer  nor  iteps  ari^t, 
Thy  word  oar  piide,  Thine  um  oar  A^. 

Be  oan  Thy  feu  utd  (kvour  UUI, 

No  scheme  that  contradicts  Thj  niU, 
No  wish  thai  centres  not  above. 

And  since  we  nimt  be  parted  hae, 
Snppoil  OS  when  the  hour  shall  come  ; 

Wipe  (cntly  ^the  monrner's  tear, — 
Rejoin  OS  In  our  heavenlj  home. 


HYUN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

Thou  that  art  the  Father's  Word, 
Thon  that  ait  the  Lamb  of  God. 
Thon  that  art  the  Virgin's  Son, 
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Kiog  and  Spome  of  holy  hearts, 
Fount  of  love  that  ne'er  departs, 
Sweetest  life,  and  brightest  day. 
Truest  truth,  and  surest  way. 
That  leads  onward  to  the  blest 
Sabbath  of  eternal  rest : 

Hail,  Lord  Jesus  ! 


HYMN  OF  DELIVERANCE. 

Lo,  the  storms  of  life  are  breaking, 
Faithless  fears  our  hearts  are  shaking  ; 
For  our  succour  undertaking. 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us  1 

Lo,  the  world  from  Thee  rebelling. 
Round  Thy  Church  in  pride  is  swelling ; 
With  Thy  word  their  madness  quelling  ; 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us  1 

On  Thine  own  command  relying^ 
We  our  onward  task  are  pl3ang  ; 
Unto  Thee  for  safety  sighing. 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us  ! 

By  Thy  birth.  Thy  cross  and  passion, 
By  Thy  tears  of  deep  compassion. 
By  Thy  mighty  intercession. 
Lord  and  Saviour,  help  us  ! 


HARVEST  HOME. 

Come,  ye  thankful  people,  come. 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home. 
All  is  safely  gathered  in. 
Ere  the  winter  storms  begin. 
God,  our  Maker,  doth  provide. 
For  our  wants  to  be  supplied  ; 
Come  to  God's  own  temple,  come. 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home. 


/• 


LTRA  BRtTANNICA. 

We  oundns  an  God'c  otm  Gdi^ 
Fniil  nolo  Ha  pnise  to  yield  ; 
Wheat  uid  tares  togcdicT  wwn. 
Unto  joj  oi  HHiDW  grown  ; 
First  the  blade,  and  tbcD  the  eu. 
Then  the  ftil  corn  shall  appear  : 
Grant,  O  bama  Lord,  that  we 
Wbolesonie  grain  and  furc  may  be 

For  the  Lord  our  God  sh^  com^ 
And  dull  take  His  harvest  home  ; 
From  Hii  field  shall  in  that  day 
All  ofienoes  purge  away  ; 
Give  His  angels  chaige  at  last 
In  the  fire  the  tara  to  cast ; 
Bat  the  fhntfiil  ears  to  store 
Id  Hli  ^mer  evermore!         , 

Then,  (hou  Chnrdi  triumphant,  come 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest  Home  ! 
All  are  «fely  galher'd  in. 
Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  sin  ; 
ThcTt  for  ever  puriEied, 


HENRY  ALFORD,   D.D.  19 

Thus  the  saint  whom  Jesus  loved, 
Spoke  in  word,  in  action  proved  ; 
Lord,  may  Thy  disciples  be 
Like  to  him,  and  like  to  Thee. 


HOLY  COMMUNION. 

Lo,  the  feast  is  spread  to-day ; 

Jesus  summons,  come  away  I 

From  the  vanity  of  life. 

From  the  soimds  of  mirth  and  strife. 

To  the  feast  by  Jesus  given. 

Come  and  taste  the  bread  of  heaven. 

Why,  with  proud  excuse  and  vain. 
Spurn  His  mercy  once  again  ? 
From  amidst  life's  social  ties. 
From  the  farm  and  merchandise, 
Come,  for  all  is  now  prepared  ; 
Freely  given,  be  freely  shared. 

BlessM  are  the  lips  that  taste 
Our  Redeemer's  marriage  feast ; 
BlessM  who  on  Him  shall  feed. 
Bread  of  Life,  and  drink  indeed. 
Bless^,  for  their  thirst  is  o'er, 
They  shall  never  hunger  more. 

Make  then  once  again  your  dioice, 
Hear  to-day  His  calling  voice  ; 
Servants,  do  your  Master's  will ; 
Bidden  guests.  His  table  fill ; 
Come,  before  His  wrath  shall  swear 
Ye  shall  never  enter  there. 


C  2 
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JAMES  ALLEN. 


"WORTHY    THE    LAMB." 

Glory  to  God  on  high,  . 

Let  pnises  fill  the  sky  ! 

Pniie  ye  Hii  name. 

Angels  His  name  adore, 
Who  all  our  sorTO«-s  bore. 
And  saints  cry  evermore, 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb  ! " 

All  tbey  annmd  the  throne 
Cbeerfiilly  join  in  one. 
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Join  all  the  human  race, 
Our  Lord  and  God  to  bless  ; 

Praise  ye  His  name  I 
In  Him  we  will  rejoice, 
Making  a  cheerful  noise, 
And  say  with  heart  and  voice, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  I " 

Though  we  must  change  our  place. 
Our  souls  shall  never  cease 

Praising  His  name ; 
To  Him  we'll  tribute  bring. 
Laud  Him  our  gracious  King, 
And  without  ceasing  sing, 

"  Worthy  the  Lamb  I " 


OSWALD  ALLEN. 

OSWAXJ>  AtlXK  b  WO  of  John  Alleii.  who  has,  for  upwards  of  balf  a  century,  engaged  in 
ts  Manaccr  of  tbe  Lancashire  Banking  Company,  at  Kirkby-Lonsdale,  West- 
At  this  place,  tlie  subject  of  this  notice  was  born  in  1816.    His  gTeat<eTandunc)e, 
is  noticed  in  die  preceding  article.    Owing  to  a  delicate  constitution,  his  educa* 
chiefly  coodocted  in  1^  native  place.  In  1843,  he  entered  on  business  at  Glasgow,  but 
to  abandon  it  from  impahrd  health.     He  now  resides  in  his  natiTe  place,  able, 
improved  health,  to  take  an  active  port  in  bank  duties.     In  i86a,  he  published 
*  Hymas  of  tbe  Christian  Life  f  London,  tamo.    From  this  exceDent  publication,  the  follow> 
;  bare  bcca  selected.    They  are  printed  under  the  author's  revision. 

THE  JOURNEY. 

Jesus,  through  life's  journey  guide  us 

Safely  to  the  promised  land  ; 
From  the  storm  and  tempest  hide  us. 

Watching  o'er  Thy  lowly  band. 
We  have  pass'd  through  many  dangers 

In  our  pilgrimage  of  love  ; 
Lived  as  outcasts  and  as  strangers. 

Marching  to  the  world  above. 

Jesus,  none  of  these  things  move  us, 

Man  forsakes  us — Thou  art  true ; 
Thou  wilt  never  cease  to  love  us  ; 

Thoa  hast  strength  to  bear  us  through. 


AX  i-f  Ths  v-  Izb:  '—— ^—  ; 
AT  *<>»£  TVs  -■%  jF7«i9e. 


iuJ  ■kclanjjdsBi  tc  k»c« 


COME.  HOLY  SPDUT. 
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Thy  sceptre,  Lord,  extend  ; 
Pity  our  deep  distress  ; 
Thou  art  the  contrite  sinner's  Friend, 
Thy  waiting  servants  bless. 

Give  us  the  melting  soul. 
Give  us  the  will  subdued. 
Give  us  the  streams  of  grace,  to  roll 
Over  a  heart  renewed. 

We  bless  Thee  for  Thy  grace, 
And  Thine  Almighty  power  ; 
We  bless  Thee  for  Thy  holy  place, 
And  this  accepted  hour. 


TO-DAY. 

To-day  Thy  mercy  calb  me, 

To  wash  away  my  sin  ; 
However  great  my  trespass, 

Whate'er  I  may  have  been. 
However  long  from  mercy 

I  may  have  tum'd  away, 
Thy  blood,  O  Christ,  can  cleanse  me, 

And  make  me  white  to-day. 

To-day  Thy  gate  is  open. 

And  all  who  enter  in 
Shall  (ittd  a  Father's  welcome, 

And  pardon  for  their  sin. 
The  past  shall  be  forgotten, 

A  present  joy  be  given, 
A  future  grace  be  promised — 

A  glorious  crown  in  heaven. 

To-day  the  Father  calls  me ; 

The  Holy  Spirit  waits  ; 
The  blessed  angels  gather 

Around  the  heavenly  gates ; 
No  question  will  be  ask*d  me. 

How  often  I  have  come  ; 
Although  I  oft  have  wander'd, 
.  It  is  my  Father's  home. 
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0  kU-onbr&ciiig  mercy, 
Thoo  ever-open  door, 

What  ihoald  1  do  whhoat  Thee^ 
When  bort  and  eya  nm  o'er  T 

When  »I1  things  s«m  againsl  me. 
To  drive  me  to  despair, 

1  know  one  gate  is  open. 

One  CM  will  he>r  my  prayer. 


JOHN  ANDERSON. 
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Work  !  and  rend  each  galling  fetter 

Satan  would  impose  on  thee  ; 
Rest  not — either  worse  or  better 

Every  day  thy  soul  must  be. 

Fearing,  trembling,  striving,  praying. 

Onward,  like  yon  rolling  river ; 
Man's  delajring  proves  decaying. 

Soul  immortal  resteth  never. 

Rest  celestial  is  not  slumber. 

Glory's  pathway  climbs  to  God  ; 
Seraphs,  spirits,  without  number, 

Tread  that  ever-rising  road. 

Ever  up  to  Godhead  soaring, 

Tis  their  glory  still  to  soar  ; 
^id  eternal  bliss  adoring. 

Heaven  behind,  around,  before. 


THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  LIFE. 

'Mid  the  hot  desert,  where  the  pilgrim  pines 
For  the  cool  shadow  and  the  streamlet  clear. 

Seeking  his  weary  way  to  Zion's  shrines, 
A  fountain  murmurs  comfort  in  his  ear. 

Stem  winter  seals  not  up  that  source  of  bliss, 
The  eastern  sunbeam  never  drinks  it  dry  ; 

Fresh  flowers  and  greenest  grass  its  waters  kiss. 
And  whispering  palms  defend  it  from  the  sky. 

There  men  of  every  clime  refreshment  seek  ; 

All  sins  and  sorrows  meet  securely  there  ; 
These  waves  have  kiss'd  Remorse's  haggard  cheek. 

And  smoothed  the  wrinkles  on  the  brow  of  Care. 

The  lip  of  Passion  there  hath  quenched  its  flame, 
While  pale  Contrition  sadly  hung  its  head  ; 

That  fount  hath  mirror'd  back  the  blush  of  shame, 
And  wash'd  the  savage  hand,  with  murder  red  ! 


LTBA 

Same;  far  Ihce  ■  pom  tr-i-frn'r"  tawt. 

To  ni^  lilt  tciiai  crimes.  Eke  q»(l^  aaw^ 


Come,  mm  of  erny  a 
BehoM  llie  wonls  u] 

"Ifany^ghinan,  W 
0(  thinl  in  lonov. 


l;  fcviTi^TTi*^  brink — 

pui; 

to  me  lod  drink  '" 


The  Word  of  God  is  that  nwfiiting  fomit. 
Life  it  the  d^ert  wheie  its  waters  Sow  ; 

I>rink.  if  joa  hope  to  win  the  bolj'  moBal, 
When  Zioo'i  (farioe*  in  l^t  etcnal  glow. 
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HENRY  ADAMS  SERGISON  ATWOOD. 

The  mreread  aotbor  of  the  following  kynm,  whose  name  is  prefixed,  was  bom  on  die  tjch 
Jaauary.  1800.  His  anceston  were,  for  five  successive  KeDeradoos,  beneficed  dersymea  of 
eke  Church  of  England.  He  studied  at  Queen's  College.  Oxford,  and  took  the  dq^ree  of  M.A. 
ia  1804.  Obcataing  ofders.  he  became  Curate  of  KenQworth.  In  18(39,  he  was  collated  to  the 
Vicarage  of  AsJidworth.  Gloticestershtre,  where  he  continues  to  discharge  the  duties  of  the 
sacred  ofice.  In  1837.  he  pnbUsbed  "  Hymns  for  Private  or  Congregatiooal  use,  for  every 
Scnday  m  the  Year." 


FORGIVE,  AND  YE  SHALL  BE  FORGIVEN. 

When  angels  sang  the  Saviour's  birth, 

The  strain  celestial  ran — 
'*  Glory  to  God  !  be  peace  on  earth  ! 

Goodwill  to  fallen  man  ! " 

When  Peter  asked,  "  How  oft  shall  I 

Forgive,  when  men  offend  ?  ** 
The  Saviour's  gracious  words  imply 

Forgiveness  without  end. 

He  for  His  foes  expiring  prayed. 

To  His  own  precept  true  : 
"  Father,  forgive  them,"  Jesus  said, 

**  They  know  not  what  they  do." 

Oh,  teach  us.  Lord,  while  here  we  live. 

As  pilgrims  bound  for  heaven. 
Our  brother's  trespass  to  forglYC^ 

As  we  would  be  forgiven. 


SIR  HENRY  WILLIAMS  BAKER,  BART. 

Tms  Rev.  SIK  HENltV  W1U.IAMS  Baker,  Bart.,  was  bom  in  London,  on  the  97th  May. 
sfea.  His  CKher.  Sir  Henry  Loraine  Baker,  the  second  baronet,  was  a  Vice- Admiral  of  the 
tLa/^  Navy.  The  subject  of  this  sketch  was  educated  at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  where 
be  grsdnated  B.A.  in  1844.  Having  entered  into  holy  orders,  he  was,  in  1851.  appointed  to 
tbt  \'kange  of  Mookland.  Herefordshire.  The  reverend  baronet  Is  one  of  the  editors  of 
«  njMBi  AAcient  and  Modem."  The  two  fcrflowing  hymns,  whidi  were  contributed  by  him 
tm  tkac  wvck.  wc  bnve  received  hb  kind  permission  to  insert  ia  this  collection. 

HEAVEN. 

There  is  a  blessM  Home 

Beyond  this  land  of  woe, 
Where  trials  never  come, 

Nor  tears  of  sorrow  How  ; 
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TIktc  is  a  laai  of  peace. 
Good  angels  kUDs  ii  well ; 

dai  tongj  thu  Dcier  ceue 
Willkiii  in  portals  iw^  ^ 

Arosad  iti  glorion  thnae 


Tea 

Cbrat,  wTtb  thf  FukcT  On^ 
Ami  Sporit,  r 


And  oooDt  each  lacmil  s^mnd 
In  hands  and  feet  aod  side  ; 

To  giTc  to  Him  the  praise 
Of  ereiy  tiiomph  won. 

And  iiag  [hroo£h  endless  daji 
The  £101  thingi  He  halh  done. 
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Bright  is  their  glory  now, 
Boundless  their  joy  above, 
Where  on  the  bosom  of  their  God, 
They  rest  in  perfect  love. 

Lord,  may  that  grace  be  ours. 
Like  them  in  faith  to  bear 
All  that  of  sorrow,  grief^  or  pain. 
May  be  our  portion  here. 

Enough  if  Thou  at  last 
The  word  of  blessing  give. 
And  let  us  rest  beneath  Thy  feet. 
Where  saints  and  angels  live. 

All  g^ory.  Lord,  to  Thee, 
Whom  heaven  and  earth  adore  ; 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
One  God  for  evermore. 


JOHN   BAKEWELL. 


JOfor  Bakeweu.  vm  boni  In  rjai,  at  BraOsford,  Derbjrshire.  About  Us  dirhteenth  jrear. 
W  was  •wakened  to  a  iaxlmgkatntladge  of  Dhrine  truth.  He  btgan  to  preach  in  Z744.  Pro- 
to  Loodon.  he  formad  thaacquafcitance  of  John  and  Charita  Westef,  Toplady,  Madan. 
ocber  ttaJoas  niniaten.  Be  «alCed  himself  to  the  Ifealijrs,  and  was  one  of  tiie  first  of 
local  preachers.  For  aa—t  time  he  lived  at  WesCmfaater.  Sabsequently,  he  became 
'  oi  the  Greenwich  Rojral  fterk  Academy.  In  his  advanced  years,  he  retired  to  the  neigh- 
village  of  Lewisham,  where  he  died  on  the  z8th  March,  18x9.  His  remains  were  coa- 
to  the  borial-ground  adjoining  the  City  Road  ChapeL  On  his  gravestone  it  is  recorded 
**  He  adorned  the  doctrine  of  God  our  Saviour  eighty  jrears,  and  preached  His  glorious 
oitf  seventy  years."  TiU  lately.  Bakeweirs  personal  history  was  imperfectly  known. 
We  are  indebted  far  these  particulars  to  an  appredatory  memoir  contributed  to  the  iVesleymn 
MdOtrnditt  M»gmm6te  far  February.  1864,  by  Mr.  James  Stelfox.  of  Belfast.  The  following 
by  Mr.  Bakeweil,  was  firht  published  In  Madan's  Collection,  in  1760 ;  it  was  inserted, 
keratiooft.  In  Topiad/s  Collection,  in  Z776.  In  Toplady's  edition  a  stanza  has  been 
fAA»^  borro<wed,  wWi  dight  variation,  from  Hymn  No.  97  of  James  AQen.  We  have  inserted 
the  ffmincj  wenioa,  thos  presenting  the  hymn  in  the  author's  own  words. 


GRATITUDE  FOR  THE  ATONEMENT. 

Hail  1  Thou  once  despisM  Jesus  ; 

Hafl,  Thou  Galilean  King  I 
Who  didst  suffer  to  release  us  ; 

Who  didst  free  salvation  bring : 
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Hail,  Thou  universal  Saviour, 
Who  hast  bome  our  sin  and  ihane  I 

By  whose  merits  we  find  favour  ; 
Life  is  given  through  Thy  nune. 

Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed, 

AU  our  tins  were  on  Thee  laid  ; 
By  almighty  love  appointed. 

Thou  hast  full  atonement  made  ; 
Eveiy  sin  may  be  forgiven 

TTirough  the  virtue  of  Thy  blood  ; 
Open'd  ii  the  gate  of  heaven  ; 

Peace  ia  made  'twiit  man  and  God. 

Jesus,  hail  I  enthroned  in  gloiy. 

There  for  ever  to  abide  ; 
All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  Thee^ 

Sealed  at  Thy  Father's  side  : 
There  for  sinners  Thou  art  pleading  : 

"  Spare  thcra  yet  another  year  ;" 
Thou  for  saints  art  interceding. 

Till  in  glory  they  appear. 
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ANNA  LETITIA  BARBAULD. 


^^  iKomfUtmd  asthoress  was  born  at  Kibwortb-Harcourt.  Leicestershire,  00  the  aoth 
J*'>  1743.  Her  father,  the  Rev.  Joha  Aikin,  was  a  dissenting  minister,  and  kept  an 
'^'^'''T-  She  tuiy  wrote  verses.  In  1773,  she  published  a  volume  of  miscellaneons  poems. 
*^  npidljr  passed  through  four  editions.  In  the  following  year,  she  married  the  Rev. 
*f***»Mtt  Bwbauld.  with  whom  she  opened  a  school  for  boys.'at  Palsgrave,  Suffolk.  Her 
''"*'*  boon  were  dedicated  to  composition.  She  published  "  Early  Lessons  for  Children," 
"Hyms  in  Prose.*  and  "  Devotional  Pieces."  In  1784.  Mr.  Barbauld  accepted  the  pastorate 
<f  *  (faMMln;  chapel  at  Hampstead ;  in  iSbo.  he  removed  to  Newington  Green,  where  he 
^  ^  ^  Mrs.  Barbauld  continued  to  reside  in  that  neighbourhood  till  her  death,  which 
'""^  Pbce  00  the  9(h  March,  iftis  Her  collected  works,  accompanied  by  a  memoir,  were 
^''''I'wd  bjr  Miss  Lucy  Aikin.  her  niece.  In  ifltas  T^  following  hymns  have  been  trans- 
<i^  fi«a  His  edUioa. 

CHRISTIAN  FRIENDSHIP. 

How  blest  the  sacred  tie  that  binds, 

In  onion  sweet,  according  minds  I 

How  swift  the  heavenly  course  they  ran. 

Whose  hearts,  whose  faith,  whose  hopes  are  one ! 

To  each  the  soul  of  each  how  dear  : 
What  jealous  love,  what  holy  fear  I 
How  doth  the  generous  flame  within 
Refine  firom  earth,  and  cleanse  from  sin  ! 

Their  streaming  eyes  together  flow 
For  human  guilt  and  mortal  woe ; 
Their  ardent  prayers  together  rise, 
like  tT*^»gHwg  flames  in  sacrifice. 

Together  both  they  seek  the  place 
Where  God  reveals  His  awfiil  face  ; 
How  high,  how  strong  their  raptures  swdl, 
There's  none  but  kindred  souls  can  telL 

Nor  shall  the  glowing  flame  expire 
When  Nature  droops  her  sickening  fire  ; 
Tlien  shall  they  meet  in  realms  above, 
A  beaven  of  joy,  because  of  krre. 

THE  SAVIOUR'S  INVITATION. 

Come,  says  Jesu's  sacred  voice. 
Come  and  make  my  paths  your  dioice  ; 
I  will  guide  you  to  your  home ; 
Weaiy  pilgrim,  hither  come  I 
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Thfoa,  wboJtoaatita,  tak,  fodon. 
Long  but  borne  the  pRxtd  workT*  acoa ; 

Weaij  pilgrini,  hilber  haste  I 

Ve  wtio,  toss'd  on  beds  of  pain, 
Seeli  for  case,  bat  seek  in  nin  ; 
Ye  whose  swollen  and  sleepless  ejt* 
Long  to  see  the  momii^  rise  ; 

Ye,  bf  fiercer  anguish  torn. 

In  strong  remorae  for  guilt  who  monin  ; 

Here  repose  tout  heavy  care, 

A  wounded  spirit  who  can  bear  t 

Sinner,  come,  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  erery  wound  ; 
Peace  that  ever  shall  a 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  n 


LOVE,  THE  NEW  COMMANDMENT. 
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**  He  spreads  his  kind  supporting  arms 

To  every  child  of  grief ; 
His  secret  bounty  largely  flows. 

And  brings  unask'd  reliefl 

"  To  gentle  offices  of  love 

His  feet  are  never  slow  : 
He  views,  thro*  mercy's  melting  ey^ 

A  brother  in  a  Soc 


« 


Peace  from  the  bosom  of  his  God, 
My  peace  to  him  I  give ; 
And  when  he  kneels  before  the  throne, 
His  trembling  soul  shall  live. 


« 


To  him  protection  shall  be  shown. 
And  mercy  from  above 
Descend  on  those  who  thus  fulfil 
The  perfect  law  of  love." 


PRAISE  TO  GOD. 

Praise  to  God,  inmiortal  praise. 
For  the  love  that  crowns  our  days ; 
Bounteous  source  of  every  joy, 
Let  Thy  praise  our  tongues  employ  ; 

For  the  blessings  of  the  field. 
For  the  stores  the  gardens  yield, 
For  the  vine's  exalted  juice. 
For  the  generous  olive's  use. 

Flocks  that  whiten  all  the  plain. 
Yellow  sheaves  of  ripen'd  grain ; 
Clouds  that  drop  ttn^  fatt'ning  dews. 
Suns  that  temperate  warmth  diffuse. 

All  that  Spring,  with  bounteous  hand. 
Scatters  o'er  ihe  smiling  land ; 
All  that  liberal  Autumn;  pours 
From  her  rich  o'erflowii^  stores. 

D 
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Thoa  tread'st  upon  enchanted  ground. 
Perils  and  snares  beset  thee  round  ; 
Beware  of  all,  guard  every  part, 
But  most,  the  traitor  in  thy  heart 

"  Come  then,  my  soul,  now  learn  to  wield 
The  weight  of  thine  immortal  shield  ;" 
Put  on  the  armour  from  above, 
Of  heavenly  truth  and  heavenly  love. 

The  terror  and  the  charm  repel. 
And  powers  of  earth  and  powers  of  hell ; 
The  Man  of  Calvary  triumphed  here  ; 
Why  should  His  faithful  followers  fear  ? 


THE  RESURRECTION  OF  CHRIST. 

Again  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 

Awakes  the  kindling  ray, 
Unseals  the  eyelids  of  the  mom. 

And  pours  increasing  day. 

O  what  a  night  was  that  which  wrapt 

The  heathen  world  in  gloom  ! 
O  what  a  sun  which  broke  this  day 

Triumphant  from  the  tomb  ! 

This  day  be  grateful  homage  paid, 

And  loud  hosannas  sung  ; 
Let  gladness  dwell  in  every  heart. 

And  praise  on  every  tongue. 

Ten  thousand  differing  lips  shall  join 

To  hail  this  welcome  mom. 
Which  scatters  blessings  from  its  wings 

To  nations  yet  unborn. 

Jesus,  the  friend  of  human  kind. 

With  strong  compassion  mov'd. 
Descended  like  a  pitying  God, 

To  save  the  souls  He  lov'd, 

D  2 
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BERNARD  BARTON. 

''^"ASD  BaxtO!«  was  bora  on  tlie  sxst  Januarjr,  1784.  Loodon  and  Carlisle  hare  both 
^'**  ■»Md  »  kts  birthplace.  His  parents  were  members  of  the  Sodety  of  Friends,  the 
teds  of  vlijcfa  body  Barton  foUowed  through  life.  In  tSxo,  he  became  cl»k  in  Alexander's 
"■k. «  Woodbrid^,  m  which  situation  he  remained  till  near  the  period  of  his  decease.  In 
A^  ke  pubiisked  "  Metrical  Effusjons,"  which  gained  him  the  correspondence  of  Southey.  In 
"H  he  priatcd  bjr  subscription  a  thin  qnarto,  entitled  "  Poems  by  an  Amateur."  A  vcdimie 
^"foatj,"  ii>ich  hepiiUishgd  in  i8ao.  brought  him  the  friendship  of  Lord  Byron.  Fron  1833 
**  '^  ^  gsre  to  the  world  five  volumes  of  poetry.  Two  other  volumes  were  subsequently 
V"*^^  In  iSii,  be  received,  on  the  recommendation  of  Sir  Robert  Ped,  a  state  pension 
^'^nopo'tmiB.  He  died  on  the  igth  February,  1849.  Selections  from  his  poems  and 
"On «crep«bhhcd  by  his  daughter;  London,  «853.    xamoL 

A  CHRISTIAN'S  DEVOTEDNESS. 

He  who  would  win  a  warrior's  fume 
Most  shun,  with  ever-watchfiil  aim. 

Entangling  things  of  life  ; 
His  couch  the  earth,  heaven's  arching  dome 
His  airy  tent,  his  only  home 

The  field  of  martial  strife. 

Unwearied  by  the  battle's  toil, 
Uncomber'd  by  the  battle's  spoil. 

No  dangers  must  affright ; 
Nor  rest  seduce  to  slothful  ease. 
Intent  alone  his  Chief  to  please, 

Who  called  him  forth  to  fight 

Soldier  of  Christ,  if  thou  wouldst  be 
Worthy  that  epithet,  stand  fi-ee 

From  Time's  encumb'ring  things  ; 
Be  earth's  enthralments  fear'd,  abhorr'd. 
Knowing  thy  Leader  is  the  Lord, 

Thy  Chief  the  King  of  kings.* 

WALK  IN  THE  LIGHT. 

Walk  in  the  light !  so  shalt  thou  know 

That  fellowship  of  love. 
His  Spirit  only  can  bestow, 

Who  reigns  in  light  above. 

*  The  hymn  ori^mally  coosisted  of  five  stanzas.    Two  were  afterwards  onutted 
ly  the  author. 


\\..IW  in  Uie  Ugln  !  »nJ  sin,  abhott'd. 

Shall  ne'er  delile  tgain ; 
The  lilmd  of  Jenu  Christ  Ihy  Lonl 

Sliatl  cle«ii«c  from  every  atUi. 

Wa[k  Id  the  llglil  t  and  thoa  ihalt  6nd 

Thy  licwt  nwlf  Inily  Hit, 
Who  dwcUi  In  duDdlctt  li^l  enshrin'd. 

In  whom  DO  dorkiusi  ii. 

Walk  In  the  Ifgiil !  and  thoa  ihalt  own 

Thy  ilirknut  pait'd  away, 
Becwifr  thai  light  bath  on  lliec  ihone, 

In  wlikh  [k  perfect  day. 

Wnlk  III  Ihr  litlht  1  aixl  e'en  the  rooib 
Ko  fearful  ihode  iholl  wear  | 

Glory  iball  chaac  awiy  lis  ([Icioin. 
Foi  Chifit  hath  vowjuct'i]  there. 

WmIIc  in  Die  lij;ht !  and  ihmi  shall  be 
A  pWh,  ihongh  Ihorny,  bright ; 

For  God.  by  grac*.  dhall  dwell  In  tbt^ 
Aud  Gocl  HiniMTlf  Is  ligliL 
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By  Thy  blessM  Spirit's  shining 

On  our  paths  with  holy  light, 
Elevating  and  refining, 

Guide,  O  Lord,  our  footsteps  right. 


By  TTiy  mercy,  great  and  glorious, 

Mighty  Saviour,  set  us  free ; 
Over  sin  and  death  victorious. 

Give  us  joyful  life  in  Thee. 
Life  that  has  its  source  and  blessing, 

In  Thine  everlasting  love  ; 
Priceless  treasure  !  which  possessing, 

We  shall  rest  with  Thee  above. 


THANKSGIVING. 

Revelation  vii.  za. 

Hallelujah  !  God  is  near  us. 
Guides  our  footsteps  everywhere  ; 

He  can  see,  and  He  can  hear  us. 
Heal  our  sorrows,  soothe  our  care. 

Hallelujah  ! 
He  will  listen  to  our  prayer. 

Hallelujah  !  praise  and  blessing 
For  His  love,  in  Christ  our  Lord  ; 

He  will  to  us,  sin  confessing. 
Pardon  and  His  peace  accord. 

Hallelujah  I 
Thanks  for  His  most  precious  Word. 

Hallelujah  !  rest  in  heaven 

Comes  when  work  on  earth  is  done  ; 
Strength  sufficient  will  be  given. 

And  life's  victory  be  won. 
Hallelujah ! 

Praise  the  Lord,  through  Christ  the  Son. 


Lrr  OS  wMi  a  cbeertiit  mii:^ 
la  [be  Lori  oar  God  rejoiix  ; 
|,<f  Ds  with  tEEuiL^Tis^  raise 


Pnise  Cbe  Locd,  nh^  kniog  haod 
Goida  OS  IhinBgh  tiia  pUj£n»  ladd, 
Fnm  wboae  bonailfsft  mcicj  s{«inp 
OtHj  belpfitl  comfbrtings. 

Let  ni  praise  Him,  who  hxs  ^irm 
Hope,  throng  Christ,  tsl  icst  ia  hoToi 
By  vboM  blesai^  tile  nuj  be 
FbH  of  sweet  tTanqoaiitr. 

Let  m  aH  whh  gladness  sii^ 
Praises  to  oar  God  and  King, 
And  with  thankful  hcail  and  rotcc^ 
Id  (be  loTC  of  Cod  rejoke. 
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'lis  TTiine  to  point  the  heavenly  way, 

Each  rising  fear  control, 
And  with  a  wann,  enlivening  ray, 

To  melt  the  icy  soul. 

Tis  Thine  to  cheer  us  when  distressed. 

To  raise  us  when  we  fall. 
To  calm  the  doubting,  troubled  breast. 

And  aid  when  sinners  call. 

Tb  Thine  to  bring  God's  sacred  Word, 

And  write  it  on  our  heart ; 
There  its  reviving  truths  record. 

And  there  its  peace  impart. 

Ahnighty  Spirit,  visit  thus 

Oar  hearts,  and  guide  our  wtljs  ; 
Pour  down  Thy  quick'ning  grace  on  us, 

And  tune  our  lips  to  praise. 


SECOND  COMING  OF  CHRIST. 

Jesus,  Thy  Church,  with  longing  eyes. 
For  Thy  expected  coming  waits ; 

When  will  the  promised  light  arise. 
And  glory  beam  from  Zion*s  gates  ? 

E*en  now,  when  tempests  round  us  fall. 
And  wintry  clouds  o'ercast  the  sky, 

Thy  words  witli  pleasure  we  recall, 
And  deem  that  our  redemption's  nigh. 

Come,  gracious  Lord,  our  hearts  renew. 
Our  foes  repel,  our  wrongs  redress  ; 

Man's  rooted  enmity  subdue. 
And  crown  Thy  gospel  with  success. 

O  come  and  reign  o'er  every  land. 
Let  Satan  from  his  throne  be  hurl'd, 

All  nations  bow  to  Thy  command. 
And  grace  revive  a  dying  world. 


LYItA   BRITANNICA. 

Yes,  Thou  wilt  speedily  appear  ; 

The  smillen  earth  already  recb; 
And  not  far  off  we  seem  to  hear 

The  thunder  of  Thy  chariot  wheek. 

Teach  us,  in  watchfulness  and  pmyer. 
To  wait  for  the  appointed  boor. 

And  &t  us  by  Thy  grace  lo  ihare 
The  triumphs  of  Thy  conquering  pow 


CHRIST  IN  YOU  THE  HOPE  OF  GD 

O  Saviour,  may  we  never  rest 
Till  Thou  art  fonii'd  within ; 
Till  Thou  hast  calm'd  our  troubled  brea 

And  crush'd  the  power  of  sin. 

O  may  we  gaze  upon  Thy  cross, 

Unlil  the  wondrous  sight 
Makes  earthly  treasures  seem  but  drosi^ 
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Lord,  I  am  weak  and  prone  to  stray ; 
0  keep  me  in  Thy  holy  way  ; 
What  nature  wants  let  grace  supply, 
And  smooth  my  progress  to  the  sky. 

Though  I  am  but  a  worm  of  earth, 
Sinful  by  practice  as  by  birth  ; 
0  let  Divine  compassion  shed 
New  lustre  on  the  path  I  tread. 

Trusting  in  Jesus,  let  me  go 
In  safety  through  this  vale  of  woe ; 
And  may  His  gracious  presence  cheer 
My  heart  in  all  its  wanderings  here. 

And  when  my  pilgrimage  is  o*er, 
O  let  me  rest  upon  that  shore 
Where  sin  shall  never  more  molest 
Nor  drive  me  from  my  Saviour's  breast. 


REMEMBER  NOW  THY  CREATOR. 

How  sweet  it  is  in  early  youth 
To  tread  the  sacred  paths  of  truth ; 
From  sin*s  deceitful  snares  to  run, 
And  find  a  heaven  on  earth  begun. 

How  happy  is  the  soul  that  knows 
What  perfect  peace  and  calm  repose 
A  gracious  Father  deigns  to  give 
To  them  who  by  His  precepts  live. 

Forbid  it.  Lord,  that  we  should  stray 
Far  distant  from  Thy  holy  way  ; 
Or  so  deceived  and  thoughtless  be, 
As  to  love  pleasure  more  than  Thee. 

Though  fools  may  make  a  mock  at  sin, 
0  teach  us  wisely  to  begin 
To  seek  the  safe  and  narrow  road 
That  leads  to  happiness  and  God. 


LYRA   BRITAHMICA. 

PROGRESS  OF  TRUTH, 

Hakk!  tbedisUot 
GIOTV  to  Messiah's  name  ; 
Hymns  of  praise  unheaid  bdbr^ 
Echo  from  the  farthest  shor& 

Mmts  that  once  were  tao^  to  01 
Idol  gods  of  wood  and  Elone, 
Now  to  light  and  life  restored 
Honour  Jesus  as  their  Lord. 

BlessM  Saviour,  still  proceed  ; 
Bid  the  glorious  conquest  speed ; 
Let  this  fir^  refreshing  ray 
Brighten  to  a  perfect  daj. 

At  Thy  gospel's  solemn  call 
Bid  the  lowers  of  Satan  fall  ; 
And  his  wretched  slaves  obtain 
Freedom  from  their  galling  chaiiL 


Let  the  messengers  of  peace 
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Other  ground  work  should  we  lay. 
Sweep  those  empty  hopes  away ; 
Make  us  feel  that  Christ  alone 
Can  for  human  guilt  atone. 

May  we  daily  grow  in  grac^ 
And  pursue  the  heavenly  race, 
Train'd  in  wisdom,  led  by  love. 
Till  we  reach  our  rest  above. 


A  BETTER  HEART. 

Lord,  a  better  heart  bestow; 

Hear  a  sinner's  broken  prayer  ; 
Full  of  weariness  and  woe. 

To  Thy  mercies  I  repair. 

Once  I  thought  I  could  amend 

All  the  evil  of  ifcy  ways, 
To  Thy  throne  my  steps  could  bend. 

Do  Thy  will  and  gain  Thy  praise. 

But  in  vain  I  toil'd  and  prayM, 
Still  I  did  but  sin  the  more, 

All  the  efforts  that  I  made 
Left  me  weaker  than  before. 

Now  I  find  no  hand  but  one 
Can  deliver  me  from  guilt ; 

On  the  merits  of  Thy  Son 
All  my  confidence  is  built 

Ruin'd,  helpless,  and  forlorn. 
To  the  Saviour's  cross  I  flee  ; 

Oh,  since  Christ  my  sins  hath  borne. 
Let  my  burden'd  soul  go  free. 

GOD  LEADETH  TO  REPENTANCE. 

How  strange  that  souls  whom  Jesus  feeds 

With  manna  from  above. 
Should  grieve  Him  by  their  evil  deeds. 

And  sin  against  such  love  ! 


LYRA   BRtTANHICA. 

Bui  'tis  a  greater  wonder  ttUl 
Thai  lie  from  whom  ihej'  straf. 

Should  bear  with  their  rebelUoiU  wjl! 
And  wash  their  sins  awaf. 

LonI,  has,  not  ye[  mjr  stubborn  hetlt 
Eihausteii  all  Thy  grace ! 

Kind  and  forgiving  as  Thoa  alt, 
Can  I  behold  Thy  TaceT 

Can  such  a  rebel  be  recdved 

Inlo  Thy  blest  abode! 
Have  not  my  sins  too  often  grieved 

The  SpLiit  of  my  God  ! 

Lord,  in  Thy  love  I  yet  bdiold 

An  undiminished  store, 
A  depth  unmeasured  and  untold, 

A  sea  without  a  shore. 
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Well  think  how  Jesus  lived  and  died. 

The  pains  and  sorrows  that  He  bore, 
The  blessing  which  His  love  supplied, 

The  home  to  which  He's  gone  before. 

There  we  will  hope  to  rest  ere  long, 

And  gladly  change  before  His  throne 
The  pilgrim's  for  the  conqueror's  song, 

Saved  by  redeeming  grace  alone. 


RICHARD   BAXTER. 

5^?7^***«d  Noocoofonnist  dhrioe  wis  bom  on  the  zath  Norember,  1615,  at  Rowton.  In 

^I^^Pfc  Taking  orders  in  the  Church  of  En^fland,  he  was  appointed.  In  1640,  to  the  parish 

•^Wqcn^iatg.  Baxter  strongly  attached  himself  to  the  Puriun  party  in  the  Church.  On  the 

jjT"*  **  ^  Act  of  Untfonntty,  he  renounced  his  living.    For  nine  years  onwards  from  1663, 

■  ntirHBMt»  gi  Acton.  Middlesex,  producing  during  this  period  numy  of  his  more 


Itteoiogkil  works.  The  Act  of  Indulgence  permitted  him  to  proceed  to  London  in 
f^i^^^  ^  dhrided  his  time  between  preachings  and  writing.  In  168$,  on  a  false  charge  of 
^^'••■*  is  sentenced  to  imprisonment  by  the  infamous  Judge  Jeffreys.  After  eighteen 
III  "'"'Btsoent.  he  was  pardoned  and  released.  He  died  on  the  8th  December,  1691,  in 
Bk  "tZ!"'  ^^  *<**»  of  Richard  Baxter  have  been  collected  in  twenty-five  volumes,  1830. 
nopbuc  on  the  Psafans."  was  printed  in  169a.  A  small  volume  of  his  "  Poetical 
*»  publifched  by  Pickering,  in  i8ai ;  London,  z6mo. 


HE  GOETH  BEFORE  THEM.* 

Lord,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care 

Whether  I  die  or  live  ; 
To  love  and  serve  Thee  is  my  share, 

And  this  Thy  grace  must  give. 

If  life  be  long,  I  will  be  glad 

That  I  may  long  obey  ; 
If  short,  yet  why  should  I  be  sad. 

That  shall  have  the  same  pay  ? 

Pij^^**  tenes  form  the  fourth,  seventh,  and  eighth  .stanzas  of  one  of  Baxter's 
Jt^  entitled,  "  The  Covenant  and  Confidence  of  Faith."    The  opening  word 
"* first  line  is  "Now"  in  the  original. 


LTKA  BRITAMNICA. 

Cbrkt  leuls  me  through  no  darker  roon 
Hum  He  went  thmugh  before  ; 

He  that  unto  God's  kingdom  comet. 
Must  CDler  by  this  door. 

Come,  Lord,  when  grace  has  made  me 

ThyblessWfacetosee; 
For  if  Thy  work  on  eanh  be  sweet, 

What  wUI  Thy  glory  be  1 

Then  ihail  I  end  my  sad  complainti^ 

And  v/e3if  sinful  days. 
And  join  with  the  [riamphant  saistt 

To  sing  Jehovah's  praise. 

My  knowledge  or  that  life  is  small. 

The  ^e  of  faith  is  dim  j 
But  it's  enough  that  Christ  knows  *U, 

And  I  shall  be  with  Him. 
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Soon  will  my  day  of  life  be  past. 

This  glorious  orb  no  more  be  seen ; 
Bot  Thou  through  endless  years  wilt  last, 

Holy,  as  Thou  hast  ever  been. 

0  may  I  in  death's  trying  hour 
Cast  all  my  cares,  dear  Lord,  on  Thee; 

Till,  saved  by  Thy  almighty  power, 
I  rise,  from  sin  and  sorrow  free ! 

And  when  the  ransomM  saints  appear. 
Crowding  Thy  courts  with  songs  of  praise ; 

May  I,  relieved  of  every  fear. 
My  voice  with  countless  angels  raise  J 


GRACE. 

Jesus  Christ,  enthroned  on  high. 
Robed  in  glorious  majesty, 
Hears  the  sinner's  earnest  prayer, 
Bids  him  all  his  wants  declare, 
Gives  the  heary-laden  rest. 
Soothes  and  comforts  the  distrest. 

Read  what  pangs  the  Saviour  felt, 
When  on  earth  He  sinless  dwelt. 
The  pain,  the  anguish  He  endured. 
When  our  salvation  He  secured ; — 
And  with  gratitude  exclaim  : 
"  Lord,  I  love  Thy  hallow'd  name !" 

Give  us  grace  to  love  Thee  more, 
And.  our  sinful  hearts  restore 
To  Thy  likeness,  bright  and  pure ; 
That,  in  Thee  alone  secure, 
We  may  on  Thy  love  recline, 
And  in  life  and  death  be  Thine. 


E 
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WILLIAM   BEATTIE,   M.D. 
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T*rfl*  Pliyvdaas.  He  is  author  of  iUustrated  histories  of  " Swiuerland,"  "Scotland," 
^^WaJdaucs,'  ••  Courts  of  Germany,"  and  other  worics,  in  French  and  German ;  and  has 
J*^  *»»  aaoaynKNLs  poems— the  * '  PiVrim  in  Italy,"  and  "  Polynesia."  He  was  executor 
^^"^^  Caapbell.  and  editor  of  bis  "  Life  and  Letters."  He  was  many  years  phjrsician  to 
^H.  dte  Duke  cf  Clarciice,  WUliam  IV.,  and  professional  friend  of  the  Poets  of  "  Memory  - 
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•**»efroothepeaof  Dr.  Beattic:— 


^VENLVG  HYMN  OF  THE  ALPINE   SHEPHERDS. 

Brothers,  the  day  declines, 

Above,  the  glacier  brightens  ; 
Through  hills  of  waving  pines. 

The  **  vesper-halo"  lightens! 
Now  wake  the  welcome  chorus 

To  Him  our  sires  adored  ; 
To  Him  who  watcheth  o'er  us, — 

Ye  shepherds,  praise  the  Lord !  * 

From  each  tower's  embattled  crest, 

The  vesper-bell  has  toll'd ; 
Tis  the  hour  that  bringeth  rest 

To  the  shepherd  and  his  fold : 
From  hamlet,  rock,  and  chil^t 

Let  our  evening  song  be  pour'd ; 
Till  mountain,  rock,  and  valley, 

Re-echo— Praise  the  Lord ! 

Fimise  the  Lord,  who  made  and  gave  us 

Our  glorious  mountain-land ! 
Wlio  deign'd  to  shield,  and  save  us 

From  the  despot's  iron  hand : 
With  the  bread  of  life  He  feeds  us ; 

Enlighten'd  by  His  Word, 
Through  pastures  green  He  leads  us, — 

Ye  shepherds,  praise  the  Lord ! 

^^[jI*^o>ing,  at  sunset,  "  Ye  Shepherds,  praise  the  Lord"  was  sung,  and 
B|"~"  «x»m  cug-  j^  ^^^  ^m^  cTcty  voice  joined  in  the  chorus. 

i  E  2 


3>'^i£  ■rTTJI^aiCt- 


Jnur  ac  Ijttt 


WALDENJ.:.\X   HTMX. 
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Through  all  our  woes  and  wanderings, 

When  scoflfers  lift  the  voice^ 
To  sully  with  their  slanderings 
TTie  worship  of  our  choice, 
God's  sacred  lore 
We  love  the  more, 
And  in  our  wrongs  rejoice  ! 

Through  every  fiery  trial 

Be  Thou  our  shield  and  stay  ! 
Till,  fading  from  life's  dial. 
The  shadows  fleet  away — 

Then,  Saviour,  come, 
And  call  us  home 
To  realms  of  endless  day  1 


BENJAMIN   BEDDOMK 

^M?  ****°^***  was  born  at  Henley-in-Arden.  Warwickshire,  on  theasrd  Janoary,  1717. 
I^~p'' ^ Kcv.  John  Beddome.  was  minister  of  the  Pithay  Baptist  Church,  BristoL  At 
klT**.  7^***  "'^  apprenticed  to  a  surgeon-apothecary.  Becomini^  seriously  impressed, 
A-^y?*^  ^  devote  himself  to  the  duties  of  the  ministry.  About  his  aoth  year,  he  entered 
,7*^  CoOqfe,  Bristol ;  be  subsequently  prosecuted  his  studies  at  the  Independent 
rr'"'!' **o«fidds.  In  1740,  he  began  to  preach,  and  in  three  years  after,  accepted  an 
^-J^ioatot^  pastorate  of  the  Baptist  congregation  at  Bourton-on-the. Water.  His  people 
JH'^attKheil  to  him.  and  he  continued  among  them  till  his  death,  which  took  place  on 
^W  StptQBbcr^  1795.  iu  his  79fth  year.  Beddome  contributed  hymns  to  Kippon's  Col- 
Sta^iT''***'**'  ^  '^'  '"  '*'^'  *^'  wJwl*  *>(  his  hymns,  numbering  about  600,  were 
3^  ^^  cdAcited  Rer.  Robert  Hall.  Uke  the  great  majority  of  the  editors  of  the 
P***^  Mr.  HaQ  has  repeatedly  altered  the  author's  texL 

EXCELLENCY  OF  THE  GOSPEL.* 

God,  in  the  gospel  of  His  Son, 
Makes  His  eternal  counsels  known  ; 
'Tis  here  His  richest  mercy  shines. 
And  truth  is  drawn  in  fairest  lines. 

Here  sinners  of  an  humble  frame 
May  taste  His  grace  and  learn  His  name  ; 
Tis  writ  in  characters  of  blood. 
Severely  just,  immensely  good. 

^JTam  and  the  following  have  been  transcribed  from  the  author's  original 
*  ^Jpoo's  Collection. 


LVRA  BKITANNICA. 

Here  Jesus,  iu  ten  thoiuand  wayi. 
Hi*  loul-allracting  channs  displmfl ; 
Recoonts  His  povertji  uid  piins. 
And  letls  HU  love  in  melting  sUalns. 

Wisdom  its  dictates  here  imputs. 
To  form  our  minds,  to  cheer  our  heuts  ; 
In  influence  makes  the  sinner  live. 
It  bids  the  drooping  saint  revive. 

Our  raging  passions  it  controls. 
And  comfort  yields  to  contrite  lonb  : 
It  brings  a  hctler  world  In  view. 
And  guides  us  all  our  journey  throngh. 

May  this  blest  volume  ever  lie 
Close  to  my  heart,  and  near  my  eye, — 
Till  life's  last  hour,  my  soul  engage, 
And  be  my  chosen  heritage. 


CONFIDENCE  IN  GOD. 


FRANCIS   BENNOCH.  55 

Here  perfect  bliss  can  ne'er  be  found, 

The  honey*s  mixed  with  gall : 
'Midst  changing  scenes  and  dying  friends, 

Be  Thou  my  all  in  alL 

TEACHINGS  OF  THE  SPIRIT.* 

Come,  blessM  Spirit,  source  of  light, 

Whose  power  and  grace  are  unconfined. 
Dispel  the  gloomy  shades  of  night. 

Remove  the  darkness  of  the  mind. 

To  mine  illumined  eyes  display 

The  glorious  truths  Thy  word  reveals  ; 
Chase  prejudices  far  away, 

Unclasp  the  book,  and  loose  the  seals. 

By  inward  teachings  make  me  know 

The  mysteries  of  redeeming  love, 
The  vanity  of  things  below. 

The  excellence  of  things  above. 

All  through  the  dubious  maze  of  life, 
Spread,  like^the  sun.  Thy  beams  abroad  ; 

Pdnt  out  the  dangers  of  the  way, 
And  guide  my  wandering  feet  to  God. 


FRANCIS  BENNOCH. 

'^■MOca  «»s  bora  at  Onrrisdeer,  Dumfriesshire,  in  June.  i8xx  Since  his  i6ch  year, 
'^h  Laadoo.   Mr.  Benooch  is  author  of  "  The  Storm,  and  other  Poems,"  and  is  a 
■  to  the  "  Modera  Scottish  Minstrel,"  EdinbtuKh,  1855— S7. 


ON  FOUNDING  A  CHURCH  OR  SCHOOL. 

(ContribuUd,) 

0  God  of  life,  at  whose  command 
This  wondrous  world  from  chaos  came, 

Through  countless  years 

The  rolling  spheres 
Thy  glory  and  Thy  power  proclaim. 

"yva  ii  appended  by  the  author   to  his  published  sermon  entided 
'  *M  die  SpLrit."    Mr.  Hall  made  a  number  of  alterations. 


O  G91I  of  !ovc,  lliougli  man  rL-lxlIM 
And  pnudlj  wandei'd  Tar  Erom  Th«c, 
Thf  love  did  jream 
For  Ui  nturn, 
lUpcalaat,  pudon'd,  bl(»s'<I,  and  free. 
O  God  of  ence,  Tlbea,  'whelmei!  in  sin, 
Corrap*.  depraved,  by  puaiun  slain. 
The  Btrcaming  flood 
Orjsu's  blood 
Rcsloiet  ut  10  Thine  hcnrl  again. 

O  Lord,  with  gialeful  souls  do  wc 
In  aclive  csutmsI  wutk  engngc. 
To  lemh  Thy  tnilli 
To  WHywttrd  youth, 
'      And  oonBolation  bring  lo  age. 

O  God,  we  pray,  these  efforti  bless. 
To  fJant  and  spread  Thy  word  Divine, 

B;  vale  and  hUI, 

With  all  Qur  skill ; 
And  all  the  glory.  Lord,  be  Thine. 


JOHN   BERRIDGE. 
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WeanM  from  my  lordly  self, 
Weaned  from  the  miser's  pelf, 
WeanM  from  the  scomer*s  ways. 
Weaned  from  the  liist  of  praise. 

All  that  feeds  my  busy  pride. 
Cast  it  evermore  aside  ; 
Bid  my  will  to  Thine  submit, 
Lay  me  humbly  at  Thy  feet. 

Make  me  like  a  little  child. 
Of  my  strength  and  wisdom  spoil'd ; 
Seeing  only  in  Thy  light. 
Walking  only  in  Thy  might. 

Leaning  on  Thy  loving  breast, 
WTiere  a  weary  soul  may  rest ; 
Feeling  well  the  peace  of  God, 
Flowing  from  Thy  precious  blood. 

In  this  posture  let  me  live, 
And  hosannas  daily  give ; 
In  this  temper  let  me  die. 
And  hosannas  ever  cry. 


THE  CHURCH  TRIUMPHANT. 

O  HAPPY  saints,  who  dwell  in  light. 
And  walk  with  Jesus,  cloth'd  in  white ; 
Safe  landed  on  that  peaceful  shore 
Where  pilgrims  meet  to  part  no  more. 

Releas'd  from  sin  and  toil  and  grief. 
Death  was  their  gate  to  endless  life, 
An  open'd  cage  to  let  'em  fly. 
And  build  their  happy  nests  on  high. 

And  now  they  range  the  heav'nly  plains. 
And  sing  their  hymns  in  melting  strains  ; 
And  now  their  souls  begin  to  prove 
The  heights  and  depths  of  Jesu's  love. 


LVRA  8RITAKN1CA. 

They  gue  upon  His  bcauleous  fac^ 
His  lovely  mind  and  chacming  grace, 
And,  gazing  hard  with  nvish'd  eyes. 
His  form  they  catch,  and  taste  his  joys. 

He  cheers  them  with  eternal  smile; 
They  sing  hosannas  all  the  while ; 
Or,  overwhelm'd  with  rapture  sweet, 
Sit  down  adoring  at  His  feet. 

Ah,  Lord  I  with  tardy  steps  I  creep. 
And  sometimes  sing,  and  sometimes  weep; 
Yet  strip  me  of  this  house  of  clay. 
And  I  will  ung  as  loud  as  they. 


JOHN    BETHUNE. 
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How  many  purposes  have  j^'d, 
How  many  doubts  my  heart  assail'd, 

And  held  my  spirit  fast ; 
How  many  sins  have  been  bewail'd, 
How  many  follies  have  prevailM, 

Since  I  confessed  Thee  last ! 

But  still  to  Thee  my  spirit  springs, 
And  underneath  Thy  sheltering  wings 

A  safe  asylum  seeks : 
For  this  memorial  sweetlj  brings 
Remembrance  of  Thy  sufferings, 

And  all  Thy  kindness  speaks. 

And,  like  a  little  child,  I  lay 
My  spirit  at  Thy  feet,  and  say, 

"Lord,  take  it,  it  is  Thine : 
Teach  it  to  trust,  to  fear,  to  pray, — 
Feed  it  with  love  by  night  and  day. 

And  let  Thy  will  be  mine." 


EDWARD   HENRY  BICKERSTETH. 

J**^*^.  Edward  Henry  Bickersteth  was  born  In  London,  in  January.  1825.  Hi^ 
Z^'  ^  Rev.  Edward  Bkkersteth.  is  well  known  for  his  theolo^cal  and  devotional  writiuio*- 
V^^  educated  at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  where  he  graduated  in  1847.  Obtaining 
^'■^  bebeome  Cniate  of  Bannii^hani,  Norfolk :  he  sul»equcntly  ministered  at  Ttuibrid};e 

.     ,  ^  ^%  be  became  Rector  of  Hinton  Martell,  Dorset.    He  obtained  the  Incumbency 

^"ittChotch,  Hampstead.  his  present  charge,  in  1855. 

•w-lSrkfrileih  is  audior  of  "  A  Practical  Commentary  on  the  New  Testament,'*  and  several 
ll^nl^oas  prose  works.  In  1849^  he  published  "  Poems,"  Cambridge.  i6mo;  and  in  1U51. 
J^«enfc,  a  Poem."  London,  ifimo.  He  has  republished  "  The  Chrbtian  Psahnody."  editc<l 
^"»hl>cr.  nd  has  added  to  that  collection  several  hymns  of  his  own  composition.  The 
_*"'''«  kyai.  transcribed  from  the  second  edition  of  his  "  Psalms  and  Hymns,"  is  inserted 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  SONG  OF  JUBILEE. 

O  Brothers  !  lift  yom-  voices, 

Triumphant  songs  to  raise ; 
Till  heaven  on  high  rejoices, 

And  earth  is  fill'd  with  praise ! 
Ten  thousand  hearts  are  bounding 

With  holy  hopes,  and  free 
The  gospel  trump  is  sounding, 

The  trump  of  jubilee. 


JChrb 


rollicrsi  glonc 


Sbmll  be  the  conltict's  dose: 
The  Crass  hath  been  rlctorioiu. 

And  shall  be,  o'er  Its  foe*. 
Foilh  Is  onr  baltle-loltpn— 

(Jut  Leader  all  controls ; 
Our  trophies,  fetlcn  broken  j 

Our  captives,  ranaom'd  souls. 
Not  UQlo  us,  Lord  Jesus, 

To  Thee  all  praise  be  due : 
WhoK  blood-bought  mercy  frees  lu, 

Has  freed  our  brethren  too. 
"  Not  unto  us : "  ID  gloiy 

The  angels  catch  the  strain, 
And  cast  their  crowns  before  Thee, 

Exultingly  again. 
Caplnin  of  our  salvation. 

Thy  presence  we  adore  1 
Pnibw.  glory,  adoration. 

Be  Thintf  (or  evermore  1 
Still  an  in  conflict  pressii^, 

On  Thee  Thy  people  call : 
Thcc  King  of  kings  confessing, 

Thee  crowning  Lord  of  all ! 


JOHN  bickp:rstf.th. 


JOHN   BICKERSTETH.  6 1 

Could  I  wander,  fear  disdaining  ? 

Could  I  quit  the  sheltering  fold  ? 
Heedless  of  Thy  grace  constraining, 

In  the  strength  of  nature  bold  ? 

No !  Thy  pardoning  presence  ever, 

Meekly  kneeling,  I  implore ; 
I  have  found  Thee,  and  would  never, 

Never  wander  from  Thee  more  I 
Oh  how  sweet,  how  comfortable, 

In  the  wilderness  to  see 
Such  provisions,  such  a  table. 

Spread  for  sinners — ^yes,  for  me ! 

There,  Thy  bounty  still  partaking. 

Bread  and  consecrated  wine, 
Freely  all  things  else  forsaking, 

I  behold  the  Saviour  mine. 
In  that  bruisid  body  broken, — 

In  the  shedding  of  that  blood, — 
What  a  gracious  pledge  and  token, 

Lord !  we  have  for  every  good. 

Come,  my  soul !  temptations  flying. 

Arm  thee  for  the  strife  within ; 
Jesus,  thy  Redeemer,  dying. 

Stamps  an  infamy  on  sin. 
Yield,  my  heart !  no  longer  hardened ; 

Rouse  thy  every  latent  power ; 
Qeansed  and  wash'd,  and  freely  pardonM, 
Go  in  peace  I  and  sin  no  more." 


«< 


LYRA  BRITAHNtCA. 


THOMAS   BILBY. 


Here  we  snfTer  grief  a«d  paia, 

Here  we  meet  to  part  again. 

In  heaven  we  part  no  more  I 

Oh,  that  will  be  jojrfitl, 
Joyfiil,  joyhil,  joyful. 
Oh,  that  will  be  joyfiil  1 
When  we  meet  to  part  no  m 


THOMAS   BINNEY.  63 

There  we  all  shall  sing  with  joy, 

And  eternity  employ, 

In  praising  Christ  the  Lord. 

Oh,  that  will  be  joyful,  etc. 


THOMAS  BINNEY. 

TBOIuftuwuy  was  bora  in  the  year  1798,  at  Newcastleon-Tyne.  He  was  educated  at 
VjModlejr  CoOcfpe,  Hertfordshire.  Having  entered  the  ministry,  he  became  pastor  of  an 
^<i<Pc*dcBt  chapel  at  Newport,  Isle  of  Wi^ht.  In  1829,  he  removed  to  London,  to  undertake 
tkcpwonte  of  the  congregation  assembling  at  the  "  King's  Weigh  House  Chapel."  on  Fish 
^tivt  HO.  Mr.  Bbmey  has  loag  enjoyed  a  well-merited  popularity,  as  an  earnest  and  striking 
C'pDBtorefDhHiie  troth.  Of  upwards  of  fifty  publications  which  he  has  given  to  the  world, 
li*  am  esteaaedwQfks  are  those  entitled  "Gold."  and  "Is  it  Possible  to  nutke  the  best  of 


GOD  IS  LIGHT. 

Eternal  light !  eternal  light ! 

How  pure  the  soul  must  be, 
When,  placed  within  Thy  searching  sight, 
It  shrinks  not,  but  with  calm  delight 

Can  live  and  look  on  Thee. 

The  spirits  that  surround  Thy  throne 

May  bear  the  burning  bliss ; 
But  that  is  surely  theirs  alone. 
Since  they  have  never,  never  known 

A  £illen  world  like  this. 

Oh,  how  shall  I,  whose  native  sphere 

Is  dark,  whose  mind  is  dim. 
Before  the  Ineffable  appear. 
And  on  my  naked  spirit  bear 

That  uncreated  beam. 

There  is  a  way  for  man  to  rise 

To  that  sublime  abode ; 
An  offering  and  a  sacrifice, 
A  Holy  Spirit's  energies. 

An  Advocate  with  God. 


^ 


LYRA  BRITAMNtCA. 

These,  these  prepaic  □$  for  tbe  H^ 

Of  majesty  above : 
The  sons  of  ignorance  and  nig^ 
Can  stand  in  Ihe  eternal  light 

Through  the  eternal  love. 


JOHN   STUART   BLACKIE. 


JOHN  STUART  BLACKIE.  65 

Rock  and  high  land, 

Wood  and  island, 
Cng,  where  eagle's  pride  hath  soar'd. 
Mighty  mountains,  purple-breasted. 
Peaks  cloud-cleaving,  snowy-crested. 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 

Rolling  river. 

Praise  Him  ever. 
From  the  mountain's  deep  vein  pour'd. 
Silver  fountain,  clearly  gushing. 
Troubled  torrent,  madly  rushing, 
IVaise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 

Bond  and  free  man. 

Land  and  sea  man. 
Earth,  with  peoples  widely  stored. 
Wanderer  lone  o'er  prairies  ample, 
Full-voiced  choir,  in  costly  temple, 
Praise  ye,  praise  ye,  God  the  Lord ! 

Praise  Him  ever. 

Bounteous  Giver ; 
Praise  Him,  Father,  Friend,  and  Lord ! 
Each  glad  soul,  its  free  course  winging. 
Each  glad  voice,  its  free  song  singing. 
Praise  the  great  and  mighty  Lord ! 


LYRA  BRITANmCA, 


HUGH   BLAIR,  D-D. 


OUR  GREAT  HIGH  PRIEST. 

Hcbrvm  iv.  [4 — 16. 

jESf  s,  the  Son  or  Goii,  who  onoe 

For  us  His  lifi;  resign'd, ' 
Now  lives  in  heaven,  our  Great  Higli  Print 

And  never-dying  Friend. 
Through  life,  through  death,  let  as  to  Him    - 
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Then  let  us  with  a  filial  heart 

Come  boldly  to  the  throne 
Of  grace  supreme,  to  tell  our  griefs 

And  all  our  wants  make  known ; 
That  mercy  we  may  there  obtain 

For  sins  and  errors  past, 
And  grace  to  help  in  time  of  need, 

While  days  of  trial  last. 


JAMES  BODEN. 

][MKir.jAIHS  BOOBX  VIS  born  at  Chester,  cm  the  13th  ApriU  1757.  A  member  of  the 
CaynailuMiit  body,  he  studied  at  HomcrtoivCoUcire,  where  he  qtulified  hhnself  for  the 
^^^^'  Revasappobtted  fai  1784  to  the  Independent  Chapel  at  Hanley,  StaflbrdsUre.  In 
|n^  moved  to  Sheffield,  to  undertake  the  pastorate  of  the  Queen  Street  Independent 
*****  >»  «l«  phce.  His  death  took  place  at  Chesterfield,  on  the  4th  June,  1841.  Mr.  Boden 
3L***^  tk  fowlers  of  the  Lcmdon  Missionary  Society.  Along  with  the  Rev.  Edward 
'■■■«.  DJX,  he  pabGshed,  la  i%>t,  "  A  Collection  of  above  She  Hundred  Hymns,  desijfncd 
Jt*J***  Sapptoaeot  to  Dr.  Watts'  Psahns  and  Hymns."    To  this  work  Mr.  Boden  contr 

"YET  THERE  IS  ROOM,"* 

Ye  dying  sons  of  men, 

Immerged  in  sin  and  woe, 
The  Gospel's  voice  attend. 
Which  Jesus  sends  to  you  s 
Ye  perishing  and  guilty,  come  ; 
In  Jesus*  arms  there  yet  is  room. 

No  longer  now  delay. 

Nor  vain  excuses  frame ; 
He  bids  you  come  to-day. 
Though  poor,  and  blind,  and  lame  : 
All  things  are  ready  ;  sinner,  come ; 
For  every  trembling  soul  there's  room. 

Believe  the  heavenly  word 

His  messengers  proclaim  ; 
He  is  a  gradous  Lord, 
And  faithful  is  His  name. 
Backsliding  souls,  return  and  come ; 
Cast  off  despair,  there  yet  is  room. 

*  See  Note  aX  end  of  the  volume. 

p  a 
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Compelled  b;  bleeding  lore, 

Ye  wandering  sheep,  draw  DeM ; 
Christ  catU  you  from  abore  ; 
His  charming  accents  hear  I 
Let  whosoever  will  now  come. 
In  mercy's  breast  there  jtl  is  room. 


THE  PRAISE  OF  GOD. 

Bright  Source  ofeTerhutlng  love. 
To  Thee  our  souls  we  raise  ; 

And  to  Thy  sovereign  bounty  real 
A  monument  of  praise. 

Thy  mercy  gilds  the  paths  of  life 
With  every  cheering  ray  ; 

Kindly  restrains  the  rising  tear, 
Or  wipes  that  tear  away. 


JAMES  BODEN.  69 

Thus  passing  through  the  vale  of  tears, 

Our  useful  light  shall  shine  ; 
And  others  learn  to  glonfy 

Our  Father's  name  Divine. 


PRAISE  TO  JESUS. 

Come,  all  ye  saints  of  God, 
Publish  through  earth  abroad 

Jesus's  fame ; 
Tell  what  His  love  has  done  ; 
Trust  in  His  name  alone  ; 
Shout  to  His  lofty  throne, 

Worthy  the  Lamb ! 

Hence,  gloomy  doubts  and  fears ; 
Dry  up  your  mournful  tears  ; 

Join  our  glad  theme ; 
Beauty  for  ashes  bring ; 
Strike  each  melodious  string ; 
Join  heart  and  voice  to  sing 

Worthy  the  Lamb. 

Hark  how  the  choirs  above, 
Fill'd  with  the  Saviour's  love, 

Dwell  on  His  name  ; 
There  too  may  we  be  found. 
With  light  and  glory  crown'd. 
While  all  the  heavens  resound, 

Worthy  the  Lamb. 


LTKA  BtJTASXICA. 


AXDRET\-   REDMAX  BONAR. 


STRENGTH   CIVEX. 
Tilii;"  .11  the  heavens  above  be  dufc. 
Though  tlic  n-^-ici  beat  o'er  the  boA, 
Thoti;;h  the  ihnnden  loniD}-  roar, 
Tho3g!i  SV.c  mis!  In  on  the  shore, — 
He,  (hy  Mislir,  wiiLi  before  thee. 
Angel  fonns  are  ben'ling  o'er  Ihee. 
llas'.c  to  prayer,  an;!  bow  Ihe  knee  : — 
"  As  tliy  <Liy,  (hy  strength  Ehall  be." 


Are  there  thought!:  thnu  wouldst  W 
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Eaithlj  love,  or  worthless  toys  ? 
What  are  these  to  heavenly  jojrs  ? 
In  God*&  heaven  thy  treasure  see, — 
"As  thy  dny,  thy  strength  shall  be.** 


HEAVENLY  WISDOM  SOUGHT. 

Source  of  life  and  light  and  blessing. 
Raise  our  hearts  to  Thee  above  ! 

And  be  with  us  while  expressing 
All  the  wonders  of  Thy  love. 

Hear  us.  Father ! 
Darkness  from  our  minds  remove. 

Thou  hast  given  us  souls  immortal. 
Minds  to  know  Thee,  hearts  to  feel, — 

Open  Thou  to  us  the  portal, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  fervent  zeal. 

Hear  us.  Mightiest ! 
Treasures  of  Thine  own  reveal. 

Holy  deieds  in  ancient  story. 

Wonders  that  the  heaven  imfolds, — 
Traces  of  His  boundless  glory. 

Who  the  winds  and  waters  holds — 
Benefactor ! 

Let  each  praise  Thee  who  beholds. 

Bring  us  to  the  feet  of  Jesus, 

As  the  Eastern  sages  knelt ; 
May  Thy  gracious  Spirit  free  us 

From  the  stains  and  power  of  guilt 
BlessM  Jesus ! 

Let  Thy  light  and  peace  be  felt 

Once  Thou  camest  meek  and  lowly. 
Moved  by  pity  for  our  race, — 

Diedst,  the  Just  One  and  the  Holy, 
Took*st  the  helpless  sinner's  place. 

Great  Redeemer  ! 
Shed  upon  our  hearts  Thy  grace. 


WlKic  ibe  BiMi  and  aacds  boidta 

Safely  keep  m 
Bj  Tlmie  ero'-witdifal  tjt. 


HOLY  SCRIPTURE. 

We  Kardi  Tbj  woid,  O  M«iter  Und, 

Tiij  bolf  book  of  truth, 
TU  comTortcf  of  bending  age, 

Snrc  guide  of  growing  joaSh, 
That  word  of  Thine  wbicfa  ibed*  a  11(^ 

On  life's  noceiUtn  road — 
TIkat  book  which  speaki  of  Jen's  lor^ 

And  points  our  way  to  God. 
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HORATIUS  BONAR,  D.D. 

"^^  IkeiMt  cttgqned  sacred  poets  and  rdigioas  prose  writers  of  the  time,  HORATIUS 
'QIUB.vMbaraatEdiiibiirKfa.iaxSoa.  Hewaseducatedat  the  University  of  his  natiredty. 
A%,lK«MoidaiBed  to  the  ministry  at  Kelso.  At  the  disruption,  in  1843.  he  Joined  the  Free 
^<"^  biasBk  he  bcsan  the  series  of  "  Kelso  Tracts,"  which  first  gained  him  reputation 
sardillnB  vtiter.  His  larger  prose  works  are  "  The  Night  of  Weeping."  ••  The  Morning 
^H*  "Prophedc  Laadmarks,**  "  The  Eternal  Day,"  "  Man,"  "  The  Story  of  Grace.'*  "  A 
"**rrB«re." -The  Land  of  Promise."  and  "The  Desert  of  SinaL"  Two  of  his  later  prose 
^*^"Coft  Wqr  of  Peace,"  and  "  God's  Way  of  Holiness,"  hare  obtained  an  extraordinary 
'^''I'fc^  aad  kne  been  eminendy  nsefiiL  Dr.  Sonar's  hymns  are  contained  in  his  volumes 
"(^"Hym  of  ^itfa  and  Hope,"  first  and  second  series.    1857— z86i.    8ro. 


THY  WAY,  NOT  MINE. 

Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be  ! 
Lead  me  by  Thine  own  hand, 

Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 

Smooth  let  it  be,  or  rough. 

It  will  be  still  the  best ; 
Winding  or  straight,  it  matters  not. 

It  leads  me  to  Thy  rest 

I  dare  not  choose  my  lot, 

I  would  not  if  I  might ; 
Choose  Thou  for  me,  my  God, 

So  shall  I  walk  aright. 

The  kingdom  that  I  seek 
Is  Thine  ;  so  let  the  way 

That  leads  to  it  be  Thine, 
Else  I  must  surely  stray. 

Take  Thou  my  cup,  and  it 

With  joy  or  sorrow  fill ; 
As  best  to  Thee  may  seem. 

Choose  Thou  my  good  and  ill. 

Choose  Thou  for  me  my  friend. 
My  sickness  or  my  health  ; 

Choose  Thou  my  cares  for  me, 
My  poverty  or  wealth. 


.  LYRA   BtUTANKICA, 

Kot  mine,  not  mine  the  choice, 
In  thing;  or  great  or  small ; 

Be  Thou  my  guide,  ray  strength. 
My  wisdom,  and  my  all  1 


say. 


"COME  UNTO  ME.' 

I  HEARD  the  voice  of  Ji 

*'  Come  BTilo  me  and 
I  jiy  down,  Ihou  weary  one,  lay  down 

Thy  head  upon  my  breasL" 
1  came  to  Jesus,  as  1  was. 

Weary  ami  worn  and  sad  ; 
1  found  in  Him  a  resting-pUux^ 

And  He  has  made  me  glad. 

I  heskrd  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"Behold  I  freely  give 
The  living  water,  thirsty  one. 

Sloop  down,  and  drink  and  lite." 
I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 
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I  was  a  v.'ayward  child, 

I  did  not  love  my  home ; 
I  did  not  love  my  Father's  voice, 

I  loved  afar  to  roam. 


The  Shepherd  sought  His  sheep, 
The  Father  sought  His  child. 
They  followed  me  o*er  vale  and  hill, 

0*er  deserts  waste  and  wild. 
T*hey  found  me  nigh  to  death. 

Famished  and  faint  and  lone  ; 
Tliey  bound  me  with  the  bands  of  love. 
They  saved  the  wandering  one. 

iTiey  spoke  in  tender  love. 

They  raised  my  drooping  head, 
"Xliey  gently  closed  my  bleeding  wounds, 

My  fainting  soul  they  fed. 
They  washed  my  filth  away. 

They  made  me  clean  and  fair ; 
They  brought  me  to  my  home  in  peace. 

The  long-sought  wanderer  I 

Jesus  my  Shepherd  is, 

Twas  He  that  loved  my  soul ; 
'Twas  He  that  washed  me 'in  His  blood  ; 

Twas  He  that  made  mc  whole. 
Twas  He  that  sought  the  lost. 

That  found  the  wandering  sheep  ; 
Twas  He  that  brought  mc  to  the  fold, 

Tis  He  that  still  doth  keep. 

I  was  a  wandering  sheep, 

I  would  not  be  controlled  ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 

I  loVe,  I  love  the  fold  ! 
I  was  a  wayward  child, 

I  once  preferred  to  roam  ; 
But  now  I  love  my  Father's  voice, 

I  love,  I  love  His  home. 


TjI  ICE  1.  nnc  ^eai 
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A  BETHLEHEM  HYMN. 

He  has  come  I  the  Christ  of  God, 
Left  for  us  His  glad  abode  ; 
Stooping  firom  His  throne  of  bliss 
To  this  darksome  wilderness. 

He  has  come  !  the  Prince  of  peace, 
Come  to  bid  our  sorrows  cease ; 
Come  to  scatter  with  His  light 
All  the  shadows  of  our  night 

He,  the  mighty  King,  has  come  ! 
Making  this  poor  earth  His  home ; 
Come  to  bear  our  sins*  sad  load ; 
Son  of  David,  Son  of  God. 

He  has  come,  whose  name  of  grace 
Speaks  deliverance  to  our  race ; 
Left  for  us  His  glad  abode  ; 
Son  of  Mary,  Son  of  God. 

••  Unto  us  a  Child  is  bom  !" 
Ne'er  has  earth  beheld  a  mom. 
Among  all  the  moms  of  time. 
Half  so  glorious  in  its  prime. 

••  Unto  us  a  Son  is  given  I" 
He  has  come  from  God's  own  heaven, 
Bringing  with  Him  from  above 
Holy  peace  and  holy  love. 


THE  INNER  CALM. 

Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm. 
While  these  hot  breezes  blow ; 

Be  like  the  night-dew's  cooling  balm 
Upon  earth's  fevered  brow. 

Calm  me,  my  God,  and  keep  me  calm, 
Soft  resting  on  Thy  breast ; 

Soothe  me  with  holy  hymn  and  psalm, 
And  bid  my  spirit  rest. 
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night  is  well-nigh  spent,  my  soul, 
The  night  is  well-nigh  spent; 
^nd  soon  above  our  heads  shall  shine 

A  glorious  firmament : 
A  sky  all  glad  and  pure  and  bright, 
The  Lamb,  once  slain,  its  perfect  light ; 
A  star  without  a  cloud. 
Whose  light  no  mists  enshroud. 
Descending  never ! 


REST  YONDER. 

This  is  not  my  place  of  resting. 

Mine's  a  city  yet  to  come ; 
Onwards  to  it  I  am  hasting — 

On  to  my  eternal  home. 

In  it  all  is  light  and  glory, 
0*er  it  shines  a  nightless  day; 

Every  trace  of  sin's  aid  story, 
All  the  curse,  has  pass'd  away. 

There  the  Lamb,  our  Shepherd,  leads  us 
By  the  streams  of  life  along ; 

On  the  freshest  pastures  feeds  us, 
Turns  our  sighing  into  song. 

Soon  we  pass  this  desert  dreary. 
Soon  we  bid  farewell  to  pain ; 

Never  more  be  sad  or  weary, 
Never,  never  sin  again. 


I^aa  BDBTHWICS. 


"THT  WILL  Iffi  DOSE.'™ 
■A  laap  Thf  vill  t^^noB  t 


»,c«'n,'«iik«i_: 

]ir>»>Tl»>ft: 

K_irk._is~-^ 

c—nrpiivwon.t. 

TUr  ;*«&>  at*  IB' an- 

Tte«>nn<rfTte«<»l 

CrndMur-; 

.AsdifdldKikjBldfiil. 

KrL-l.Tiriib-''— 1 

MTl<«.»i^"*at! 
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Since  Thou  on  earth  hast  wept. 

And  sorrowed  oft  alone, 
If  I  must  weep  with  Thee, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt  I 

If  loved  ones  must  depart, 
Sufier  not  sorrow's  flood 

To  overwhelm  my  heart : 
For  they  are  blest  with  Thee, 

Their  race  and  conflict  won  ; 
Let  me  but  follow  them, 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt  I 

When  death  itself  draws  nigh, 
To  Thy  dear  wounded  side 

I  would  for  refuge  fly ; 
Leaning  on  Thee,  to  go 

Where  Thou  before  hast  gone  ; 
The  rest  as  Thou  shalt  please  ; 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

My  Jesus,  as  Thou  wilt  I 

All  shall  be  well  for  me, 
Each  changing  future  scene 

I  gladly  trust  with  Thee. 
Straight  to  my  home  above, 

I  travel  calmly  on  ; 
And  sing,  in  life  or  death. 

My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 


Lli-RA   BRITAHNICA. 


JOHN   BOWDLER. 


PSALM  CXXIII.   PARAPHRASED. 

Lord,  before  Thy  throne  we  bend ; 
l^rd,  lo  Thee  onr  eyes  ascend  ; 
Servants  to  our  Muter  trae, 
Lo,  we  yield  the  homage  due  ; 
Children,  to  our  Sire  we  fly, 
Abba,  Father,  hear  our  cry  I 


To  the  dust 
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THE  PRESENCE  OF  GOD. 

Psalm  xliL 

As  panting  in  the  sultry  beam. 
The  hart  desires  the  cooling  stream, 
So  to  TTiy  presence,  Lord,  I  flee, 
So  longs  my  soul,  O  God,  for  Thee ; 
Athirst  to  taste  Thy  living  grace, 
And  see  Thy  glory  fiace  to  face. 

But  rising  griefs  distress  my  soul. 

And  tears  on  tears  successive  roll : 

For  many  an  evil  voice  is  near. 

To  chide  my  woe,  and  mock  my  fear ; 

And  silent  memory  weeps  alone 

O'er  hoars  of  peace  and  gladness  flown. 

For  I  have  walked  the  happy  round 
That  circles  Sion's  holy  ground. 
And  gladly  swell'd  the  choral  lays 
That  hymn*d  my  great  Redeemer's  praise ; 
What  time  the  hallow'd  arch  along 
Responsive  swelFd  the  solemn  song. 

Ah !  why,  by  passing  clouds  oppress'd 
Should  vexing  thoughts  distract  thy  breast  ? 
Turn,  turn  to  Him  in  every  pain. 
Whom  never  suppliant  sought  in  vain — 
Thy  strength  in  joy's  ecstatic  day. 
Thy  hope  when  joy  has  pass'd  away. 


G  2 


LTRA  BUTANXICA. 


SIR  JOHX   BOWRIN'G,  LL.D.,  F.R.S. 


COD  IS   LOVE. 

Uot>  H  love :  H'a  mcn.'y  brightens 
Alt  th«  puth  in  whiL-h  we  rove: 
BIem  Ht  «3kes  jiul  WW  He  lighteut 

LnMl  B  iriaiLuiIl.  Inxl  a  !<»«. 


OkuiL-e  iiui  i;hjjigi;  jre  busy  r 
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Watchman !  does  its  beauteous  ray 

Aught  of  hope  or  joy  foretell? 
Traveller !  yes ;  it  brings  the  day, 

Promised  day  of  Israel. 

Watchman !  tell  us  of  the  night ; 

Higher  yet  that  star  ascends. 
Traveller !  blessedness  and  light, 
Peace  and  truth,  its  course  portends. 

Watchman !  will  its  beams  alone 

Gild  the  spot  that  gave  them  birth  ? 
Traveller !  ages  are  its  own ; 

See,  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth. 

Watchman !  tell  us  of  the  night. 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 
Traveller !  darkness  takes  its  flight ; 

Doubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 

Watchman !  let  thy  wanderings  cease ; 

Hie  thee  to  thy  quiet  home. 
Traveller !  lo,  the  Prince  of  peace, 

Lo,  the  Son  of  God,  is  come ! 


THE  CROSS  OF  CHRIST, 

In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory. 
Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time ; 

An  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 
Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy. 

Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me ; 
Lo !  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  be&ming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way. 

From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming, 
Adds  more  lustre  to  the  day. 


LTSA  aSTTANKICA. 


By  cbecrov 

Peace  u  then  that  knows  do  me 

]oyi  that  thiodgfa  all  Cnie  aUJ 

In  the  rTT»s  aC  Christ  I  ^orr. 

Towerii^  o'er  the  wrecks  oC  111 
All  the  light  of  sacred  storr 

Galben  round  its  head  rabBm 


TRUST  IN  GOIX 

0  LZT  my  IienibUiig  toDl  be  StUI, 
While  daikncM  tcUs  this  mortal  eje. 

And  wait  Thy  irris^  Thy  holy  wUt, 
Wrapt  yet  in  fears  and  mysteiy; 

1  cannot.  Lord  t  Thy  purpose  kc  ; 
Yet  aU  is  well,— since  raled  by  Thee. 


When,  mounted  on  Thy  clouded  a 
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Thy  voice  we  hear,  Thy  presence  fed, 
Whilst  Thou,  too  pure  for  mortal  sight. 

Involved  in  clouds — invisible, 

Reignest  the  Lord  of  life  and  light 

"We  know  not  in  what  hallowM  part 
Of  the  wide  heavens  Thy  throne  may  be. 

But  lAts  we  know,  that  where  Thou  art. 
Strength,  wisdom,  goodness  dwell  with  Thee. 

And  through  the  various  ways  of  time, 

And  through  the  infinity  of  space. 
We  follow  Thy  career  sublime. 

And  all  Thy  wondrous  footsteps  trace. 

Thy  children  shall  not  faint  or  fear. 

Sustained  by  this  delightful  thought. 
Since  Thou  their  God  art  everywhere. 

They  cannot  be  where  Thou  art  not. 


JEHOIADA  BREWER. 

fti^  **"Wik  was  boni  at  Newport,  Monmouthshire,  In  1751.  He  commenced  life 
*'*"7^'^  hmwnfng  seriously  impressed,  he  prepared  himself  for  the  idnistry.  He 
liy^  ^  *(k  ordoatioo  fai  the  Church  of  Ent^land.  but  afterwards  Joined  the  Noncon- 
llJ^Tjt  ^*  ^  """^  t^c  a  con^p^Sation  at  Rodborough,  Gloucestershire.  In  1783,  he 
^^^*caBio  fttidBcfcl.  and  after  fifteen  years'  ministerial  labour  there,  he  undertook  the 
,  "Carr'i  Lane  Independent  Chapel,  Birmingham.  He  afterwards  became  n^inister 
te  tji  ^^^^^"^  ^  Lirery  Street.  His  death  took  place  on  the  a4th  August,  18x7, 
^"  !•••  Brewer  composed  sereral  hymns.  The  following,  which  was  originally 
^^J^  G*^  Mefgajgimt,  for  1776  (pp.  471,  472),  and  there  subscribed  Sytvesirts,  is 
It  has  frequently  been  included  in  the  hymn-books,    but  is  generally 


THE  HIDING-PLACE. 

Hail,  sov*reign  love,  that  first  began 
The  scheme  to  rescue  fallen  man  ! 
Hail,  matchless,  free,  eternal  grace. 
That  gave  my  soul  a  hiding-place  I 

Against  the  God  who  rules  the  sky 
I  fought  with  hand  uplifted  high  ; 
Despised  the  mention  of  His  grace, 
Too  proud  to  seek  a  hiding-place. 


ANNE  BRONTE.  89 


ANNE  BRONTE. 

j^^UoNTS  «ig  the  yoTUffest  dauc^hter  of  the  Rev.  Furick  Broote,  incumbent  of 
^^^in  ilie  Wot  KiOmg  of  Yorkshire ;  she  was  bom  in  x8ao.  Owinsr  to  the  narrow 
^^~^  ^*)wr,  Anne,  and  tier  two  elder  sisters,  Charlotte  and  Emily,  were  neceaiitated, 
^  ^T^  *"*»«hood.  to  obtain  situations  as  governesses.  Escaping  firooi  the  drudgeries 
•jl^nT^  ^  littcn  returned  to  their  father's  house  in  1845,  resolving  to  make  a  vigorous 
Afy^  B^  ***^  ^  letters.  In  the  following  year  appeared  "  Poems  by  Currer,  Ellis,  and 
Gic.-^"'*'^^>ciBC  the  «MMU^>/Mi>fe  assumed  by  the  sisters.  Anne  published  "  Agnes 
W  ly*^  "f cnot  of  WikUeO  HalL"    She  died  at  Scarborough,  on  the  aSth  May,  1849 : 


by  ^mrT'y*  in  the  old  churchyard,  near  the  castle.     The  following  contposition 
Hcjiw^*^"'''  ^  tnnscribed  from  her  poems  appended  to  the  volume  of  **  Wuthering 
**°  Agnes  Grey,  by  ElBs  and  Acton  Bell.-  London.  1850. 


CONFIDENCE. 

Oppressed  with  sin  and  woe, 
A  burdened  heart  I  bear ; 
Opposed  by  many  a  mighty  foe ; 
But  I  will  not  despair. 

With  this  polluted  heart 
I  dare  to  come  to  Thee, 
Holy  and  mighty  as  Thou  art. 
For  Thou  wilt  pardon  me. 

I  feel  that  I  am  weak. 
And  prone  to  every  sin; 
But  Thou,  who  giv'st  to  those  who  seek, 
Wilt  give  me  strength  within. 

Far  as  this  earth  may  be 
From  yonder  starry  skies  ; 
Remoter  still  am  I  from  Thee : 
Yet  Thou  wilt  not  despise. 

I  need  not  fear  my  foes, 
I  need  not  yield  to  care ; 
I  need  not  sink  beneath  my  woes, 
For  Thou  wilt  answer  prayer. 

In  my  Redeemer's  name, 
I  give  myself  to  Thee  ; 
And,  all  unworthy  as  I  am, 
My  God  ¥nll  cherish  me. 


JAMES  BALDWIN'  BROWK,  13 


THE  HEA'\'E-VLY  BRZAH 

The  Dunu  tu  the  Suntn^  Jewt 
AVu  not  In-  Hums  fiiwD  ; 

Dek^endii^  wiih  the  ataaiag  dewi, 
1'wu  limd  ml  down  from  faeMC 


'Twu  u^cli'  food,  fd  Mned  to  aaj 

Bui  fur  >  while  their  wuli ; 
llmtc  fmh  Hif;JKS.  ftoK  d^  to  ds 
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JAMES  BALDWIN  BROWN. 


Baldwin  Brown,  aon  of  die  precedinsr,  was  born  in  1800*  in  the  Inner 

at  Unhrersity  College,  London,  where  he  took  the  degree  of 

to  fbOow  his  fathet's  profession,  he  studied  at  the  Inner  Temple. 

at  Highbary  CoUege.  and  entered  the  ministry.    In  it43,  he 

RomI  Coogrcgational  Chapel.  Derby.     Since  1846.  he  has  been 

Ckafti,  dapham  Road.  London.    Mr.  Brown's  larger  pnblications  are, 

**TheDhrfaieLifeinMan,**'The  SouTs  Exodnsead  PUgrfaii- 

My«ery  of  Fence,*  "The  Dhrine  Treatment  of  Sin,**  and  •'The  Home 


FOR  INCREASE  OF  FAITH. 

Thou  who  our  faithless  hearts  canst  read. 
And  know'st  each  weakness  there ; 

Poor,  trembling,  faint,  with  Thee  we  plead  ; 
O  torn  not  from  onr  prayer ! 

We  cannot  grasp  from  hour  to  hour 

The  truths  Thy  gospel  saith  ; 
Then  aid  us  by  Thy  heavenly  power, 

And  so  increase  our  £uth. 

That  we  may  trust  Thy  guardian  care. 

When  no  kind  hand  we  see  ; 
That  we  may  lift  our  soul^in  prayer 

Undoubtingly  to  Thee. 

Help  us  to  gaze  on  things  unseen 

By  eyes  of  mortal  sight ; 
To  pierce  through  earth's  dark  veil,  and  glean 

Some  beams  of  heavenly  light 


Thy  glorious  presence  may  we  see, 
When  earth's  last  tie  is  riven ; 

In  fiuth  then  trust  our  souls  to  Thee, 
mi  we  awake  in  heaven* 
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SIMON  BROWNE. 


Jisus,  my  Saviour  and  toj  God| 

My  life  and  sacrifice  ; 
My  hop«3,  deep  founded  In  Thy  Uood, 

Reach  far  above  the  skla. 

Up  to  the  highest  hesv*!!!  they  nar. 
Where,  round  Thy  dazzling  throo^ 

Seraphs  lie  prostrate  and  adore. 
And  Thee  their  Soverdgn  own. 


SIMON  BROWNE. 

To  Thee  TU  ever  subject  live, 
And  all  Thy  laws  approve, 

The  fullest  homage  freely  give. 
And  proofs  of  loyal  love. 

Thus  shall  my  heav'nly  hopes  begin  ; 

Thus  111  my  hopes  maintain  ; 
Nor  once  expect,  in  ways  of  sin, 

Eternal  life  to  gain. 


FOR  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

<;oME,  Holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove^ 
Jiy  sinful  maladies  remove ; 
Be  Thou  my  light,  be  Thou  my  guide, 
O'er  every  thought  and  step  preside. 

The  light  of  truth  to  me  display. 
That  I  may  know  and  choose  my  way  ; 
Plant  holy  fear  within  mine  heart, 
Hiat  I  from  God  may  ne'er  depart. 

Conduct  me  safe,  conduct  me  far 
From  every  sin  and  hurtful  snare ; 
Lead  me  to  God,  my  Jinal  rest^ 
In  His  enjoyment  to  be  blest. 

Lead  me  to  Christ,  the  living  way, 
Nor  let  me  from  His  pastures  stray ; 
Lead  me  to  heaven^  the  seat  of  bliss, 
Where  pleasure  in  perfection  is. 

« 

Lead  me  to  holintssj  the  road 
That  I  must  take  to  dwell  with  God  ; 
Lead  to  Thy  word,  that  rules  must  give, 
And  sure  directions  how  to  live. 

Lead  me  to  nuans  oi  grace,  where  I 
May  own  my  wants,  and  seek  supply  ; 
Lead  to  Thyself^  the  spring  from  whence 
To  fetch  all  quick'ning  influence. 
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Thus  I,  conducted  still  bjr  Thee, 
Of  God  a  child  beloved  shall  be  ; 
Here  to  His  family  pertain, 
Hereafter  wilb  Ilim  ever  reign. 


GOD  OUR  HAPPINESS. 
Eternal  God,  of  Beings  first. 

Of  all  created  good  the  spring. 
For  Thee  I  long,  for  Thee  I  thiist. 

My  Love,  my  Saviour,  and  my  King ; 
Thine  is  a  newr-failing  slore  : 
ITUod  be  mine,  1  ask  no  more. 

The  fairest  world  of  light  on  i^gti 

Reflection  makes,  but  faint,  of  Thine  ; 

The  glorious  tenants  of  the  sky 

In  God's  own  beams  transported  shine ; 

But  should'st  Thou  wrap  Thy  lace  in  thade 

Soon  all  their  life  and  iuslre  fade. 
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O  let  me.  Lord,  this  favour  gain, 
With  smiles  still  sate,  yet  feed  desire, 

In  all  the  loads  of  life  sustain. 
In  during  moments  life  inspire. 

Guard  my  departed  soul  to  rest, 

Be  still  my  God,  and  I  am  blest. 


ELIZABETH  BARRETT  BROWNING. 


;  gifted  of  modern  poetenes,  ELIZABETH  BARRETT  was  bom  In  London, 
a  penon  of  considerable  affluence.  In  her  z8th  year,  she  gave 
I  tafcat,  bjr  the  publkation  of  "  An  Essay  on  Mind,  and  other  Poema.**  In 
IT.  a  translation  of  the  "  Prometheus"  of  ifeschylus.  Her  next 
,*  coofirmed  her  reputation  as  a  poetess.  In  1846,  she  became  the 
kbot  Browning,  a  poet  of  genius  not  inferior  to  her  own.  The  newly  married 
d  10  Italy,— diere  they  continued  to  reside,  first  at  Pisa,  and  afterwards  at 
<fi«d  at  Florence,  on  the  agth  June,  2861.  In  x8s6,  her  poetical 
i  In  three  volnmes,  lamo.    A  fourth  volume  was  added  after  her  decease. 


THE  SLEEP. 

"  He  ghreth  His  bekrved  sleep." — Psalm  cxxvii.  e. 

Of  all  the  thoughts  of  God  that  are 
Borne  inward  unto  souls  afar, 

Along  the  Psalmist's  music  deep, 
Now  tell  me  if  that  any  is. 
For  gift  or  grace,  surpassing  this — 

"  He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep  "  ? 

What  would  we  give  to  our  beloved  ? 
The  hero's  heart,  to  be  unmoved. 

The  poet's  star-tuned  harp  to  sweep. 
The  patriot's  voice,  to  teach  and  rouse, 
The  monarch's  crown,  to  light  the  brows  ? 

"  He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 

What  do  we  give  to  our  beloved  ? 
A  little  faith  all  undisproved, 

A  little  dust  to  over  weep. 
And  bitter  memories  to  make 
The  whole  earth  blasted  for  our  sake  : 

"  He  giveth  His  beloved,  sleep." 


11-JJ*   rSITANMCJL 


.i  -±i.:  :':l-.>l^  -.be  cvelidt  cieep. 


O  ctvei  f:'.i,  ;be  uliier's  heip! 
O  ktJc.  O  rjrw.  ihs:  c^er  ii  fill  • 

AnJ  "givti  //;.■  beloTeJ,  s1ccp.~ 

IIli  dewi  d:o;  inu:e:y  en  the  hill, 
Hif  cloud  iU.vc: ;:  iallf.li  »tll]. 

Though  c>n  in  >I.>;ic  mfn  m>w  lad 
More  )*4t\y  th^n  the-  >!< «  is  ^ed. 
Or  d'lU'I  ii  i\i:i'.,^i  inethnd, 

"lUgiv-elh  Jtij  bclmwl,  sleep. *" 
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MICHAEL  BRUCE. 

!  of  short-ttrcd  poctA.  MICHAEL  BRUCE.  w»  bom  at  KInnemrood 
t.  Ktawosshire,  oo  the  27th  March.  1746.    His  parents  were  in  humble  dr. 
hat  diey  dctennined.  owing  to  his  Hterary  ixredilectioas,  to  educate  him  for  the 
riBfp  four  ytrnn,  he  prasecuted  his  classical  studies  at  the  University  of  Edinbunrh. 
■djr  entered  on  the  study  of  theology,  and  employed  himself  in  tuition,  as  a  means 
Under  incesaant  mental  toil,  a  constitution  always  weak*  began  to  decline, 
consumption,  on  the  tth  July.  1767.  in  his  21st  year.    The  poetical 
Bruce  bare  been  made  the  subject  of  a  curious  controversy.    At  college, 
of  Mr.  Johu  Logan,  a  person  of  somewhat  kindred  genius,  and 
<if  Lcith,  acquired  reputation  as  a  preacher.    Subsequent 
■Kk.  Lofaa  vWled  his  parents,  and  offered  to  publish  their  son's  poems  for  their 
HfL    He  «w.  aococdingly,  ealmsted  with  the  whole  of  the  MSS..  including  an 
[oT  fayams.  which  the  parents  famtliariy  termed  their  son's  "  Gospel  Sonnets." 
:  «l»"«nu.>  to  the  neighbours,  who  had  derived  their  knowledge  of  the 
1  the  deceeted  poet  himself.    After  a  considerable  delay.  Logan  published  a 
on  several  occa&ions,  by  Michael  Bruce,"  accompanied  by  a 
iCnce,  conupemorative  of  the  writer.    The  sointine^s  of  the  compositions,  and  the 
e  "Goif>el  Sonnets."  disquieted  the  parents.    On  a  request  being  itaade  to  Logan, 
ct  Ike  4K^m,r^  poet,  for  the  MS.  hook  of  hymns,  he  stated  that  it  was  lost, 
anociated  with  other  clerical  brethren  in  preparing  a  collection  of 
for  the  use  of  the  Scottish  Church.    He  became  the  most  conspicuous 
by  contributing  a  number  of  compositions,  which  were  hailed  with 
■d  readly  adopted  by  the  Church.    But  Michael  Bruce's  father  recognised  them 
'  Gospel  Soanets,*— and  such,  with  probably  a  few  verbal  alterations,  there  is 
for  belie* ing.  tbey  were.    The  hymns  which  follow  the  present  sketch,  were  all 
Tbe  tadufttfy  of  the  Rev.  WilUaa  Mackelvie.  one  of  the  editors  of  Bruce's 
the  Kinnesswood  poet^  claim  to  certain  of  them,  and  the 
Rev.  Alexander  Grosart  (1865),  has.  we  think,  satislhctorily  proved  his  title  to 
are  few  who  mam  defend  the  claims  of  Logan  to  the  authorship,  a  fact 
I  tbe  dfcumstance,  that  it  has  been  demonstrated  that  the  celebrated  "  Ode  to 
■Uch  be  appropriated,  was  the  composition  of  his  deceased  friend. 
fiallowinf  con^KMitions.  all  of  which  are  included  in  the  Church  of  Scotland 
be  e%hlh  psaphrase  beginning.  "  Few  are  thy  da)-s  and  full  of  woe,"  has  been 
xtfld  versca  ftvM  one  of  his  lyrics.    The  ninth  paraphrase  may  also  be  falriy 


ADVENT  OF  THE  MESSIAH. 

Behold  !  th*  Ambassador  Divine, 

Descending  from  above, 
To  publish  to  mankind  the  law 

Of  everlasting  love ! 

On  Him  in  rich  effusion  pour*d 
The  heavenly  dew  descends ; 

And  truth  Divine  He  shall  reveal, 
To  earth's  remotest  ends. 

No  trumpet-sound,  at  His  approach, 
Shall  strike  the  wondering  ears ; 

But  still  and  gentle  breathe  the  voice 
In  which  the  God  appears. 
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bw  sing  a  new  song  to  the  Lord ! 
Let  earth  His  praise  resound ; 
e  who  upon  the  ocean  dwell. 
And  fill  the  isles  aronnd. 


^  city  of  the  Lord,  begin 

The  universal  song  ; 
.And  let  the  scatter'd  villages 

The  jojrful  notes  prolong. 

Let  Kedar's  wilderness  afar 
Lift. up  the  lonely  voice; 

And  let  the  tenants  of  the  rock 
With  accent  rude  rejoice. 

0  from  the  streams  of  distant  lands 

Unto  Jehovah  sing ! 
And  joyful  from  the  mountain  tops 

Shoot  to  the  Lord  the  King ! 

Let  all  combined  with  one  accord 

Jdiovah's  glories  raise, 
Till  in  ranotest  bounds  of  earth 

The  nations  sound  His  praise. 


THE  APPROACHING  SAVIOUR. 

Messiah,  at  Thy  glad  approach 
The  howling  winds  are  still ; 

Thy  praises  fill  the  lonely  waste, 
And  breathe  from  every  hill. 

The  hidden  fountains  at  Thy  call 
Their  sacred  stores  unlock ; 

Loud  in  the  desert,  sudden  streams 
Burst  living  from  the  rock. 

The  incense  of  the  spring  ascends 

Upon  the  morning  gale ; 
Red  o'er  the  hill  the  roses  bloom 

The  lilies  in  the  vale. 
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Leads  OD  the  promised  jtan. 

The  kingdom  of  Messbh  come^ 
Appointed  time^  disclose  ; 

Ant  fairer  in  Emmanuel's  Und 
The  new  crealion  glowt. 

Let  Isnel  to  the  Prince  of  poce 
The  loud  hosannah  sir^  ! 

With  hallelujahs  and  with  hjmn^ 
O  ZiOD,  hail  thy  King. 


WHEN  JESUS,  BY  THE  VIRGIN  BROU( 

Whes  Jesus,  by  the  Virgin  hnji 

So  runs  the  law  of  heai-en. 
Was  offered  holy  to  the  Lord, 
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^t    last  my  arms  embrace  my  Lord, 

^ow  let  their  vigour  cease ; 
^t.  last  my  eyes  my  Saviour  see, 

^ow  let  them  close  in  peace ! 

star  and  glory  of  the  land 
Hath  now  begun  to  shine ; 

morning  that  shall  gild  the  globe, 
Breaks  on  these  eyes  of  mine ! 


THE  GREAT  HIGH-PRIEST. 

HERE  high  the  heav'nly  temple  stands, 
e  house  of  God  not  made  with  hands, 
great  High-Priest  our  nature  wears, 
Patron  of  mankind  appears. 


e  who  for  men  in  mercy  stood, 

pour'd  on  earth  His  precious  blood, 
in  heaven  His  plan  of  grace, 
^The  Guardian  God  of  human  race. 

Though  now  ascended  up  on  high. 
He  bends  on  earth  a  brother's  eye ; 
Partaker  of  the  human  name, 
He  kno¥rs  the  frailty  of  our  frame. 

Onr  Fellow-sufferer  yet  retains 
A  fellow-feeling  of  our  pains ; 
And  still  remembers  in  the  skies 
His  tears  and  agonies  and  cries. 

In  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart. 
The  Man  of  sorrows  had  a  part ; 
He  sympathises  with  our  grief, 
And  to  the  sufferer  sends  relief. 

With  boldness,  therefore,  at  the  throne 
Let  us  make  all  our  sorrows  known ; 
And  ask  the  aids  of  Heavenly  poVr 
To  help  tts  in  the  evil  hour. 
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e  beam  that  shines  on  Zion-hill 
Shall  lighten  every  land ; 
e  King  who  reigns  in  Zion's  towers 
Shall  all  the  world  command. 


b  strife  shall  vex  Messiah's  reign. 
Or  mar  the  peaceful  years ; 
To  ploughshares  soon  they  beat  their  swords, 
To  pnming-hooks  their  spears. 

No  longer  hosts  encountering  hosts, 

Their  millions  slain  deplore : 
They  hang  the  trumpet  in  the  hall. 

And  study  war  no  more. 

Come  then,  O  come  from  every  land, 

To  worship  at  His  shrine  ; 
And  walking  in  the  light  of  God, 

With  holy  beauties  shine. 


DYING  IN  THE  LORD. 

The  hour  of  my  departure's  come ; 
I  hear  the  voice  that  calls  me  home ; 
At  last,  O  Lord,  let  trouble  cease. 
And  let  Thy  servant  die  in  peace. 

1*he  race  appointed  I  have  run, 
'Xlic  combat's  o'er,  the  prize  is  won ; 
-And  now  my  witness  is  on  high, 
^And  now  my  record's  in  the  sky. 

^ot  in  mine  innocence,  I  trust ; 
^  bow  before  Thee  in  the  dust ; 
And  through  my  Saviour's  blood  alone 
1  look  for  mercy  at  Thy  throne. 

1  leave  the  world  vnthout  a  tear, 
Save  for  the  friends  I  held  so  dear. 
To  heal  their  sorrows.  Lord,  descend, 
And  to  the  friendless  prove  a  friend. 
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e  choice  you  made  has  fix'd  your  doom, 
or  this  is  Heaven's  decree, 
with  the  fruits  of  what  he  soVd, 
The  sinner  fiU'd  shaU  be." 


ATONING  SACRIFICE. 

Hus  speaks  the  heathen :  "  How  shall  men 
The  Power  Supreme  adore? 
'^A^ith  what  accepted  ofTrings  come 
This  mercy  to  implore  ? 

^hall  clouds  of  incense  to  the  skies 

With  grateful  odour  speed  ? 
Or  victims  from  a  thousand  hills 
Upon  the  altar  bleed  ? 

X)oes  Justice  noble  blood  demand 

To  save  the  sinner's  life  ? 
Shall  trembling  in  his  offspring's  side 

The  father  plunge  the  knife  ?  " 

2io !  God  rejects  the  bloody  rites 

Which  blindfold  zeal  began ; 
His  oracles  of  truth  proclaim 

The  message  brought  to  man. 

He  what  is  good  hath  clearly  shown, 

O  Bivour^d  race,  to  thee ; 
And  what  doth  God  require  of  those 

Who  bend  to  Him  the  knee  ? 

Thy  deeds,  let  sacred  justice  rule ; 

Thy  heart,  in  mercy  fill ; 
And  walking  humbly  with  thy  God, 

To  Him  resign  thy  will. 

Borrow  not  as  without  hope. 

Tak£  comfort.  Christians,  when  your  friends 

In  Jesus  fall  asleep ; 
Their  better  being  never  ends ; 

Why  then  dejected  weep  ? 
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Vxt.-rcT3  ~.f3  the  dead; 

SO  li  s  .■.t.-.yl^  rlie  »aii  reign 

W  -^  •.hiir'a-.-jm^laal  Head. 

T^  vrr*  inw*  s-L^h  when  froca  the  clondt 
C^rsc  skill  v^:!:  ihouts  descaid, 

A->!  TSe  '.Hi  :T-.:=!pe;'i  itM  Toice 
r>«  Vjt'xi  Kii  earth  doll  raid. 

TTmt  r\;v  ■^.^  M»e  shall  diai^M  he, 
A=>.'.  Ary  who  Jleep  iholl  wake; 

T!w  — ;iT*  -^.ill  )-le!J  iheit  ai 
A-s'.  tirth'i  S.Ti3iLuiiji 
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GEORGE  BURDER. 

^^>  Cborcb  BURDBR  was  bom  in  Londoa,  on  the  sth  June,  1751.  He  recdred  a 
'^«e  edacattoB,  and  was  apprenticed  to  an  en^g^ver.  He  commenced  business  at 
''^'**>  At  tweaty-fonr,  he  bq^an  to  preach,  in  connection  witli  the  Calvinistic  Method- 
^^^^Mqacatly  joined  the  Congregationalists.  He  was  ordained  at  Lancaster,  in  1778^ 
■*  ccQijaaed  aiz  years.  He  now  removed  to  Coventry,  where  he  remained  for  twenty 
J* '^  he  became  pastor  of  the  Congfregational  Chapel,  Fetter  Lane.  He  was  pro- 
**  ^  lUiiftoBS  Tract  Society,  one  of  the  founders  of  the  London  Missionary  Society, 
'^'^Qriciastan  of  the  British  and  Forei^  Bible  Society.    His  active  and  usefiillife 


*^  oa  tiM  agtii  May.  zfl^  He  published  several  volumes  of  discourses.  His  "  Village 
I  -Jt^"*  ^*«"  ofto*  reprinted.  In  1784,  he  published  a  "  Collection  of  Hymns.**  The 
_  M?"^  ^'f'S,  whkh  he  composed,  we  have  subjoined.    The  dismissive  hymn,  begin* 

Mftd,  (Bmia  as  with  Thy  blessing,"  has  been  inaccurately  ascritied  to  him. 


THE  DESIRE  OF  ALL  NATIONS. 

Come,  dear  Desire  of  nations,  come, 
And  aid  our  feeble  tongues ; 

While  we  Thy  worthy  praise  attempt, 
In  our  unworthy  songs. 

By  fidth  we  see,  and  we  adore 
Thy  grace,  Thy  power,  and  love ; 

And,  sweetly  drawn  from  sense  and  sin. 
To  Thee  our  spirits  move. 

Yes,  Jesus,  Thou  art  our  desire, 

In  Thee  our  wishes  meet ; 
Kor  can  the  whole  creation's  round 

Afford  a  name  so  sweet. 

Let  carnal  minds  for  pleasure  strive. 

And  after  wealth  aspire ; 
Our  choice  is  made,  our  hearts  are  fixed, 

For  Christ  is  our  desire. 

Pity  the  nations,  dearest  Lord, 
Where  Thou  art  yet  unknown ; 

Be  their  desire  as  well  as  ours. 
And  make  the  world  Thine  own. 


L\-JL.\   BKITANXICA. 

TA>[ES   DRUMMOND  BURN& 


THOLGil   LONG  THE  WANDERER  MAY  DEPART. 

TH.'fiill  loi^;  :he  K-anilrrcr  may  depwt, 

AnJ  Ui  hb  fiHiIstepi  nmn. 
Ho  i:t:i>pi  the  i:lo««  tu  hii  heait 

'I'hi^  imagi:  of  his  home. 
To  ih.ji  lo\ovi  Uml,  Hhere'er  he  goes, 

I  lis  ti;niicrc3t  ihoughU  m  out. 
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He  may  behold  them  dimly  here. 

And  see  them  as  not  nigh ; 
But  all  he  loves  will  yet  appear 

Unclouded  to  his  eye. 
To  that  fair  city,  now  so  far, 

Rejoicing  he  shall  come — 
A  better  light  than  Bethlehem's  star 

Guides  every  wanderer  home. 


FRIENDS  I  LOVE. 

Friends  I  love  may  die  or  leave  me, 

Friends  I  trust  may  treacherous  prove ; 
But  Thou  never  wilt  deceive  me, 

O  my  Saviour !  in  Thy  love. 
Change  can  ne'er  this  union  sever, 

Death  its  links  may  never  part ; 
Yesterday,  to-day,  for  ever. 

Thou  the  same  Redeemer  art ! 

On  the  cross,  love  made  Thee  bearer 

Of  transgressions  not  Thine  own ; 
And  that  love  still  makes  Thee  sharer 

In  our  sorrows  on  the  throne. 
From  Thy  glory  Thou  art  bending 

Still  on  earth  a  pitying  eye ; 
And,  *mid  angels'  songs  ascending, 

Hearest  every  mourner's  cry. 

In  the  days  of  worldly  gladness. 

Cold  and  proud  our  hearts  may  be ; 
But  to  whom,  in  fear  and  sadness, 

Can  we  go  but  unto  Thee? 
From  that  depth  of  gloom  and  sorrow. 

Where  Thy  love  to  man  was  shown. 
Every  bleeding  heart  may  borrow 

Hope  and  strength  to  bear  its  own. 

Though  the  cup  I  drink  be  bitter. 
Yet  since  Thou  hast  made  it  mine. 

This,  Thy  love,  will  make  it  sweeter 
Than  the  world's  best  mingled  wine. 


USA  BUCAKVICA. 

Diner  Jan  ann  lEt  brtkieB^ 

Bui  -jm  VQI3C  wiQ  k'ct  <£«idc  i 
O  31*  Sanoar  l  &t^  Tky  Ion 

O  T^-T'i:  vhiMe  acred  fca  1b«c 
The  dtumr  puh  of  inte, 

F^-nui  -Jsu  I  >huiil>l  iH^bt  ihe  t 
Cc  iiisu.  benatk  the  blow. 


N..-r  aiLrmat  a  the  bcaTiat  jofc 
Thar  a^  me  I  un  HuBC 

G:ie  ate  :^  ifiiil  of  T^  liail. 
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ROBERT  BURNS. 

most  cdebrated  of  lyric  poets,  was  bom  at  Alloway,  near  Ayr,  on  the 

With  a  limited  education  at  school,  he  was  sent  early  to  the  plough. 

of  leisure,  he  composed  Terses  ;  in  1786,  he  printed  a  volume  of  poems  by 

view  to  his  procuring  the  means  of  emigrating  to  the  West  Indies.    The 

^SKture  led  him  to  change  his  resolution  of  abandoning  his  native  country. 

himself  £unous  ;'he  was  inrited  to  Edinburgh,  and  there  hailed  as  a  pro* 

j^Soo  was  realized  from  an  enlarged  edition  of  his  poems.    He  made  a  tour 

localities  of  Scotland,  and  was  everywhere  received  with  honours  and 

'  taecaae  a  tenant-£uiner  in  Dumfriesshire,  and  accepted  an  appointment  in 

t^tteriy  settled  as  an  Excise  officer  at  Dumfries.    His  death  took  place  at 

atst  Jnly,  1796,  in  his  38th  year.    The  songs  of  Robert  Bums  are  the  best 

"^■ritten.    Though  occasionally  overtaken  in  the  convivial  excesses  of  his  age, 

whh  pious  sentiments,  and  with  an  earnest  love  of  Holy  Scripture.     "  The 

T  Night,"  and  others  of  his  poems,  breathe  the  spirit  of  devotion.    The  editor 

^'^  '^^•s   laformed  by  Mrs.  Begg,  the  poet's  sister,  of  his  conducting  worship  in  the 

T*^^^  ^  I>C4iud  when  it  was  not  common  among  persons  of  his  condition,  and  that  he 

^  ^'^Trumiim  <^  younger  members  of  his  father's  funily  in  the  Church  Catcchiim* 


THE  FIRST  PSALM. 

The  man,  in  life  wherever  placed. 

Hath  happiness  in  store, 
Who  walks  not  in  the  wicked's  way, 

Nor  learns  their  guilty  lore ; 

Nor  from  the  seat  of  scornful  pride 
Casts  forth  his  eyes  abroad, 

But  with  humility  and  awe 
Still  walks  before  his  God. 

That  man  shall  flourish  like  the  trees 
Which  by  the  streamlets  grow ; 

The  fruitful  top  is  spread  on  high. 
And  firm  the  root  below. 

Bat  he  whose  blossom  buds  in  guilt. 
Shall  to  the  ground  be  cast ; 

And,  like  the  rootless  stubble,  tost 
Before  the  sweeping  blast 

For  why?  that  God  the  good  adore 
Hath  given  them  peace  and  rest, 

But  hath  decreed  that  ^vicked  men 
Shall  ne'er  be  truly  blest. 
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THE  NINETIETH  PSAUI. 
O  Thou  the  first,  the  greatest  Friend 

Of  all  the  human  tux! 
WhoK  strong  right  hand  has  ever  been 

Their  slay  and  dwelling-place. 

Before  the  mountains  heaved  their  heads 

Beneath  Thy  forming  hand  ; 
Before  this  ponderous  globe  itself 

Arose  at  Thy  command  ; 

That  Power  which  raised  and  still  upholds 

This  universal  frame, 
From  countlesE,  unbeginning  lime, 

Was  ever  stiU  the  same. 

Those  mighty  periods  of  years. 

Which  seem  (o  us  so  vast. 
Appear  no  more  before  Thy  sight 

Thin  ycittrdiy  Ihat's  pait. 
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JOHN   BURTON,  SEN. 

^^Mjrof  diis  author  is  onkuown.    He  published  in  1800  a  work  entitled  "  The 
The  fioBowing  hjrmn  from  his  pea  is  universally  esteemed. 

Holy  Bible,  book  Divine, 
PredoQS  treasure,  thou  art  mine ; 
Mine  to  tell  me  whence  I  came, 
Mine  to  teach  me  what  I  am. 

Mine  to  chide  me  when  I  rove. 
Mine  to  show  a  Saviour's  love ; 
Mine  art  thou  to  guide  my  feet. 
Mine  to  judge,  condemn,  acquit. 

Mine  to  comfort  in  distress, 
If  the  Holy  Sphit  bless; 
Mine  to  show  by  living  faith 
Man  can  triumph  over  death. 

Mine  to  tell  of  joys  to  come. 
And  the  rebel  sinner's  doom ; 
Holy  Bible,  book  Divine, 
Predous  treasure,  thou  art  mine. 


JOHN   BURTON,  JUN. 


Bnthor  ct  **  Hymns  for  Little  Children,"  and  to  whose  name  we  have  aflstd 
lish  hfan  from  the  preceding  hymn-writer,  was  bom  at  Stratford,  Esse^  m 
).  He  coBifioscd  verses  in  boyhood.  In  December,  i8za,  he  appeared  as  IIm 
bgioas  poetry  in  The  Evangftical  Mageuiime.  Under  the  auspices  of  the 
Society,  he  has  published  "  Scripture  Chatacters  in  Verse."  "  One  Hundred 
Gor  the  Yomif  ."  "  Hymns  for  Little  ChUdren,"  and  several  small  books  and 
iod  of  fiofty  years  he  has  been  a  cottiributor  to  rehgious  periodicals.  His 
m  wU^  he  spent  not  less  than  two  thousand  hours,  these  chiefly  bafoM 
"  ChriattaB  Devotedness."  This  Tolumc  is  an  attempt  to  dunr  from  the  Sarl|»> 
E  of  a  Christian  ought  to  be,  and  what  by  the  grace  of  God  it  might  be.  For 
yean  Mr.  Burton  has  been  «Bgaged  on  a  new  metrical  version  of  the  Book 
is  DOW  ready  for  pulilicatioiL  Mr.  Burton  has  avoided  publicity  as  aa 
MwoHts  bear  only  hu  initials,  Wiethe  affix  "Essex."  He  residoi  at  Stratlbrd. 
BCir  by  trade. 

OUR  FATHER. 

Oh,  what  praises  shall  we  render 

To  the  Lord  who  reigns  above, 
For  His  mercies,  constant,  tender, 

For  His  condescending  love  ? 


LYRA   BKITANMICA. 

Thoii£b  we  often  have  oflcnded. 
And  tnmi^ress'd  His  holy  will, 

SUll  his  He  oar  souls  bcfrknded ; 
We  nay  oOl  Him  Father  stilL 

Hnvenl7  Ftihtr  l  Thou  hist  (aught « 

Thus  to  stA  Thee  in  our  youth ; 
Hitherto  Thy  grace  hath  brought  at,— 

Lead  us  onward  in  Thy  tnilb. 
We  are  weak,  do  Thou  uphold  as, 

And  from  every  snare  defend ; 
Let  Thy  mighty  anns  enfold  us. 

Save  us,  keep  us,  to  the  end. 

Oh,  our  Father,  great  and  glotioai! 

Draw  our  youthful  hearts  to  Tbee ; 
Let  Thy  grace  be  there  victorious, 

Let  Thy  love  our  portion  be. 
May  we  know  Thy  great  salvation, 

Serve  and  love  Thee  all  our  days; 
Then  in  heaven,  thy  habitation, 
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oh !  what  blessings  from  above 
ove  His  kind  care  and  tender  love : 
t  thanks  to  Him  should  we  express, 
le  Father  of  the  fiuherless. 


OS  rejoice  I  above  the  skies, 
e  have  a  Friend  who  never  dies ; 

Him  we  may  our  prayer  address, 
e  Father  of  the  fatherless. 


Father !  let  Thy  heavenly  grace 
n  all  our  souls  Thine  image  trace ; 
'lien  shall  we  never  cease  to  bless 

Father  of  the  fatherless. 


REDEEMING  LOVE. 
{Contributed.) 

^^stJS,  our  Lord,  to  Thee  we  raise 
song  of  gratitude  and  praise, — 
To  Thee,  our  Saviour  King, 
ipirit  Divine,  Thy  grace  impart, 

e  every  power,  warm  every  heart. 
Redeeming  love  to  sing. 

^Weeming  love! — ^what  theme  but  this 
Inspires  with  ecstasy  of  bliss 

The  harps  before  the  throne, 
"^^Hiere  angds  lead  th'  enraptured  song. 
And  ransom'd  souls  the  strain  prolong. 
With  joys  on  earth  unknown. 

And  didst  Thou,  Lord,  ere  time  began. 
Engage  to  rescue  £dlen  man 

From  guilt  and  misery  ? 
And  didst  Thou  lay  Thy  glory  by, 
SoSer,  and  agonize,  and  die, 

That  we  might  live  through  Thee  ? 


I  2 


:.  X  TT  ^  ,_KBi  amri. 
7  »  ry  -rear  5«ie  be  iN«  • 
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tmng  good  tidings  of  a  Saviour's  birth 
rott  mod  all  the  nations  upon  earth ; 

day  hath  God  fulfill'd  His  promised  word; 

day  is  bom  a  Saviour,  Christ  the  Lord ; 

David's  city,  shepherds,  ye  shall  find 
long^foretold  Redeemer  of  mankind. 
pt  np  in  swaddling  clothes,  the  Babe  Divine 

in  a  manger ;  this  shall  be  your  sign." 

ipake,  and  straightway  the  celestial  choir, 

jnms  of  joy,  unknown  before,  conspire  : 
pnuses  of  redeeming  love  they  sung, 
heaven's  whole  orb  with  hallelujahs  rung. 

id's  highest  glory  "  was  their  anthem  still ; 
aoe  upon  earth,  and  mutual  goodwill." 
Elrthlfhem  straight  the  enlighten'd  shepherds  ran, 
ee  the  wonder  God  had  wrought  for  man ; 

found,  with  Joseph  and  the  blessM  maid, 
SoQy  the  Saviour,  in  a  manger  laid. 
iz'd,  the  wondrous  story  they  proclaim ; 
first  apostles  of  His  infant  fame ; 

le  Ifaiy  keeps  and  ponders  in  her  heart 
heaVnly  vision  which  the  swains  impart, 
r  to  dieir  flocks,  still  praising  God,  return, 
their  glad  hearts  within  their  bosoms  bum. 

IS,  like  these  good  shepherds,  then,  employ, 
grateful  voices  to  proclaim  the  joy ; 
Mary,  let  us  ponder  in  our  mind 
8  woodroos  love  in  saving  lost  mankind  ; 

as  and  watchful,  as  these  favour'd  swains, 
le  virgin  meekness  in  the  heart  remains, 
e  we  the  Babe,  who  has  retrieved  our  loss, 
1  His  poor  manger  to  His  bitter  cross ; 

ding  His  steps,  assisted  by  His  grace, 
man's  first  heav'nly  state  again  takes  place. 
1  may  we  hope,  th'  angelic  thrones  among, 
ing,  redeemed,  a  glad  triumphal  song : 
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He  that  was  bom  upon  this  joyfiil  daf. 
Around  us  all  Iljs  glory  shill  displ&y; 
5i.iv'il  by  His  love.  Incessant  we  shall  dn 
Olangttk,  and  oringel-meo,  the-Kii^. 


LORD   BYRON. 
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And  there  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  pale, 
With  the  dew  od  his  brow,  and  the  rust  on  his  mail ; 
And  the  tents  were  all  silent,  the  banners  alone, 
The  lances  unlifted,  the  trumpet  unblown. 

And  the  widows  of  Asshur  are  loud  in  their  wail. 
And  the  idols  are  broke  in  the  temple  of  Baal ; 
And  the  might  of  the  GentUe,  unsmote  by  the  sword. 
Hath  melted  like  snow  in  the  glance  of  the  Lord. 

ya  I  WEEP  FOR  THOSE  THAT  WEPT  BY  BABEL'S 

STREAM. 

Oh  !  weep  for  those  that  wept  by  Babel's  stream. 
Whose  shrines  are  desolate,  whose  land  a  dream  ; 
Weep  for  the  harp  of  Judah's  broken  shell ; 
Ifonm — ^where  their  God  hath  dwelt,  the  godless  dwell ! 

And  where  shall  Israel  lave  her  bleeding  feet  ? 
And  when  shall  Zion's  songs  again  seem  sweet  ? 
And  Judah's  melody  once  more  rejoice 
The  hearts  that  leap'd  before  its  heavenly  voice  ? 

Tribes  of  the  wandering  foot  and  weary  breast, 
How  shaD  ye  flee  away  and  be  at  rest ! 
The  wild  dove  hath  her  nest,  the  fox  his  cave. 
Mankind  their  country — Israel  but  the  grave  ! 


ADA  CAMBRIDGE. 

oftTO  volBBes  of  sacred  Ijrrks,  Mbs  ADA  Cambrtiicb,  was  bom  in  1844.    Her 

otUed,  "HjBUHoa  the  Litany,"  and  "Hymns  on  the  Holy  Communion.''    The 

■e  k  prcfsed  with  a  aoitable  prdace  by  the  Rer.  Robert  H.  Baynes.    Miss  Cam- 

^f****-  ■  "ov  rafiful  on  a  Tohime  of  saared  poetry,  which  will  more  than  fulfil  the  expecta- 

^j*"*^  ^  aiMrtTS.    The  two  following  hymns  by  Mi&s  Cambridf^e  are  transcribed,  the 

"eT^^*  **  "^J'""*  **■  ****  ^'^''y  Communion,"  the  latter  from  the  Rev.  R.  S.  BaynesP 

■■■**  Lfifcii*  wkk  the  kind  permission  of  Messrs.  Houlston  and  Wright,  the  publishers. 

ON  THE  ALTAR  STEP. 

Jisu,  great  Redeemer, 

Source  of  life  Divine, 
In  our  souls  for  ever 

Grant  the  life  to  shine ! 


Ughl  of  peace  Menial, 
Prince  of  peace,  restore  ', 

Light  of  liJe  immortal, 
Sbioe  for  evermore. 

Bread  for  sinners  broken — 

Bread  of  Lfe  indeed  i 
Hanna  for  the  hungry. 

In  Ihcir  sorest  need  : 
Pledge  of  out  salvation. 

How  we  thirst  foi  Thee  I 
Cup  of  heavenly  blessing, 

Wine  of  charily! 

Thou,  O  holy  Saviour, 

Come  and  enter  in  ; 
Cleanse  away  the  impress 

Ofourdreadftilsinl 
Make  us  pure,  we  pray  Thee, 

Thou  who  ait  so  pure  I 
And  O  let  Thy  likeness 
u*  heart  endure- 
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By  the  woes  Thy  love  once  tasted 

In  this  sin-marr'd  world  below, 
Succour  those  in  tribulation, 

Succour  those  in  sorrow  now. 

Thou  who  wast  so  sorely  burdened, 

Help  the  weak  that  are  oppress*d  ; 
Sanctify  all  earthly  crosses 

For  the  coming  day  of  rest ; 
Oive  the  meek  a  trustful  spirit 

That  will  always  lean  on  Thee, 
.And  in  storms  of  deep  affliction 

Still  Thy  gracious  Presence  see. 

Xord,  Thou  hast  a  holy  purpose 

In  each  suffering  we  bear, 
In  each  throe  of  pain  and  terror. 

In  each  secret,  silent  tear  ; 
In  the  weary  days  of  sickness. 

Famine,  want,  and  loneliness. 
In  our  night-time  of  bereavement. 

In  our  soul's  Lent-bittemess. 

An  the  needful  sweet  correction 

Of  this  gentle  Hand  of  Thine, 
All  Thy  wise  and  careful  nurture. 

All  Thy  fiaiultless  discipline  ; 
All  to  purge  the  precious  metal. 

Till  it  will  reflect  Thy  face, 
"^^  to  shape  and  polish  jewels 
Thine  own  diadem  to  grace. 

■^--ord,  we  know  that  we  must  ever 
Take  our  cross  and  follow  Thee 
"^Jl  along  the  narrow  pathway, 
If  we  would  Thy  glory  see  ; 

O  help  us  each  to  bear  it. 
By  Thine  own  hard  life  of  shame, 

us  suffer  well  and  meekly. 
Let  us  scorify  Thy  name. 
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Cbeer  the  weak  ones,  wbo  are  bending 

'NeaOi  this  wesij  barden  now  ; 
Lift  the  pallid  (icei  upward. 

Smooth  the  careworn,  (uirow'd  btow, 
Send  *  bright  and  hopefdl  mesmge 

To  each  tried  and  templed  heart. 
That  [he  thick  and  gloomy  shadowt 

At  that  sunshine  maj'  depoit. 

Tell  them  Thon  canil  see  all  sonow 

In  this  miild'E  rough  wilderoess ; 
Tell  Ihrm  Thon  ait  near  to  succour, 

Near  lo  comfoil  and  to  bless  : 
Tell  ihem  of  Thy  cnjst  and  passion, 

Tell  them  of  Thy  trials  son. 
Tell  ihem  of  the  angcl-dty, 

^^'here  is  joy  ibt  ei 
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Now  with  triumphal  pahns  thqr  stand 

Before  the  throne  on  high. 
And  serve  the  God  they  love,  amidst 

The  glories  of  the  sky. 

His  presence  filb  each  heart  with  joy» 

Tunes  ev'ry  mouth  to  sing : 
By  day,  by  night,  the  sacred  courts 

With  glad  hosannas  ring. 

Hunger  and  thirst  are  felt  no  more, 

Nor  suns  with  scorching  ray ; 
God  is  their  Sun,  whose  cheering  beams 

Diflfuse  eternal  day. 

The  Lamb  which  dwells  amidst  the  throne 

Shall  o*er  them  still  preside. 
Feed  them  with  nourishment  divine, 

And  all  their  footsteps  guide. 

'Mong  pastures  green,  He'll  lead  His  flock. 

Where  living  streams  appear; 
And  God  the  Lord  from  ev*ry  eye 

Shall  wipe  off  ev'ry  tear. 


THOMAS   CAMPBELL. 


g  ^  tlie  nort  irwif  pMf  of  British  poets,  THOMAS  Campbell,  was  bora  at  Glasgow,  on 

^y^^  J^ty,  tjTT,  aad  was  educated  at  the  University  of  that  city.    He  wrote  verses  from 

d  prodoced,  in  hb  twenty-second  year,  his  immortal  poem,  "  The  Pleasures  of 

_•     After  aoiBC  years'  residence  in  Edinburgh,  he  {woceeded  to  London  in  1803.   A  civil- 

of  jC»oo  was  conferred  on  Urn  during  the  premierahip  of  Charies  Fox ;  but  this 

,  lavgdy  supplemented  by  sums  wliich  he  continued  to  receive  from  the  sale  of  his 

_  as  a  coBtribotor  to  the  leading  periodicals.    In  1835  he  aided  Lord  Brotq^ham  in 

rt.*itt»w»C  *1^  Ljoadon  University.    He  was  in  the  following  year  elected  Lord  Rector  of 

Vsiv^raiKy  o^  Glasgow— an  honour  repeated  on  two  subsequent  occasions.    He  died  at 

om  tbe  Z3ith  July,  x>44,  in  his  sixty-scventh  year.    His  remains  are  interred  in  West- 


THE  NATIVITY. 

When  Jordan  hush'd  his  waters  still, 
And  silence  slept  on  Zion  hill ; 
When  Salem's  shepherds  through  the  night 
Watched  o'er  their  flocks  by  starry  light : 
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Hark  I  tnaa  the  midnl^l  hill*  aniiind, 
A  Toice,  of  more  than  mortal  wnnd. 
Id  diitant  hallelujahi  itotc, 
Wild  munnuring  o'er  the  raptured  aonL 

Then  iwift  to  ereiy  itartled  eye. 
New  urtams  of  story  gild  the  ikjr; 
Heaven  bunt*  her  aiiu«  B'tes,  to  poor 
Hci  ipiriti  to  the  midnight  hoiu. 

On  whceli  of  light,  on  wingi  of  flame, 
The  gh>rions  hosts  lo  Zlon  came ; 
High  heaven  with  longi  of  triumph  ran^ 
While  thus  they  smote  thdr  harpi  and  nmg 

O  Zlon  1  lift  Thy  ntptured  eye, 
The  long-expected  hour  is  idgh; 
The  joys  of  luture  ri«e  agaiti, 
The  Prince  of  Salem  comes  to  reign ! 

See  Mercy,  from  her  golden  nm, 
o  lYiem  tlmi  m 
with  tender  a 
jjf  lic-sniiir. 
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JOSEPH   DACRE  CARLYLE. 

|^***t  Oiicatal  sthoJar,  JOSEPH  DACRE  CARLYLE,  wn  born  In  1759.   He  acconqMuicd 
^^p^^^'Hlcta  in  Us  tnrela,  aiKl  coas^ 
J)^'^*Hnyp  of  Anbk  in  the  University  of  Cambridge.   He  sIm)  held  the  ecdcslastkal 


i^T^^  of  Vicar  of  Newcnttk-apon-Tyne,  Chancellor  of  Carlisle,  and  Chaplain  to  the 
jaj^qfOariam.  His  death  took  place  in  1804.  A  posdiunxnis  volume  from  his  pen, 
1^  "l^Mas  na^aXed  chiefly  by  Scenes  in  Asa  Mfaor,"  appeared  in  zSos,  under  the 
/JT'cotar  his  sister.  Susanna  Maria  Carlyle.  From  this  work  the  two  following  hymns 
^^^nMcribed. 


ON  THE  LORD'S   PRAYER. 

Father  of  heaven !  whose  gracious  hand 
Dispenses  good  in  boundless  store, 

%)r  every  breath  Thy  praise  expand. 
And  every  heart  Thy  name  adore ! 

^^fieat  Lord !  may  all  our  waken'd  powers 
To  spread  Thy  sway  exulting  join, 

^lU  we  shall  dare  to  think  Thee  ours, 
And  Thou  shalt  deign  to  make  us  Thine. 

^^^"Iiate'cr  Thy  will,  may  we  display, 
hearts  that  submit  without  a  sigh ; 
^^^"liate'er  Thy  law,  may  we  obey, 

like  raptured  saints,  and  feel  its  joy. 

A/'c3fudisafe  us  what  our  wants  require 
This  fleeting  life  in  peace  to  spend, 
cat  bid  our  wishes.  Lord,  sispire 
To  grasp  the  life  that  cannot  end. 

countless  crimes  with  mercy  view, 
^or  Jesus*  sake  their  guilt  remove, 

teach  us.  Lord,  to  pardon  too, 
"Hurt  Thou  may*st  sec  a  world  of  love. 

'^^^tect  us  when  temptation's  near, 
^    ■■^ecp  us  from  pride  and  passion  free ; 
^^^Id  us  from  sin  and  sorrow  here, 
-^^id  bring  us.  Lord,  at  length  to  Thee. 


LYRA  BUTANHIOL 


HEARTFELT  WORSHIP. 

Lord,  when  wc  bend  before  Thjr  tbrooe. 

And  our  conTcsuons  pour. 
Teach  ni  to  reel  the  tins  w«  own. 

And  hate  what  we  deplore. 

Out  broken  spirits,  plCjrmg,  sec, 

And  penllence  impatt ; 
Then  let  a  kindling  glance  from  Thee 
Beam  hope  upon  the  heart. 

When  our  responsive  tongues  essay 
Their  grateM  hymns  to  rabe ; 

Giant  that  our  souls  may  jdn  the  lay. 
And  mount  to  Thee  la  praise 

Then,  on  Thy  glories,  while  we  dwdl, 

Thy  mercies  we'll  review. 
Till  Love  divine  lianspoited  tell 

Oar  God  'i  our  Father  too. 
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AN  INFANTS  PRAYER. 

A  CHILD  of  sin  and  wrath  I'm  bom, 
ThroDgb  Adam's  fall  and  Satan's  art ; 

Cormpt  aod  wretched  and  forlom. 
And  no  good  thing  within  my  heart. 

O  God,  In  Jesus  reconciled. 

Soon  to  m  J  soul  Thy  grace  impart, 

-And,  pityii^  a  little  child, 

Ptint  some  good  thing  witldn  my  heart. 

Speak,  Jems,  in  Thine  accents  mild  ; 

Command  the  sleny  to  depart ; 
And  pnt  within  a  praying  chJd 
A  broken,  soft,  arid  contrite  heart 

A*  thnragh  the  path  of  life  1  stray. 
Let  Thy  good  Spirit  ne'er  depart, 
Iliit  guide  and  dierish  all  the  way, 
That  "  better  thing  within  my  heart." 

^Vben  life  and  all  its  woes  are  past. 
And  death  shall  lonl  and  body  part, 

'lien  mayeit  Thon,  as  I  breathe  my  last. 
Sec  «ome  good  thiii£  within  my  heart. 
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WTko  auding  near  tbe  Gnan  White 
I  see  Tbee,  S>*ioQT,  as  Tboa  ait, 

Tbea  taty'st  Tboa  chia  ine  for  ThiDi 
And  see  Thine  image  in  mf  beait. 


THE  SAVIOUR'S   HUMIUTV. 

The  Sod  of  God,  in  worlds  on  hi^ 

Eternal  praise  recared  ; 
The  Son  oT  God,  when  come  to  die, 

Was  scom'd,  out  oat,  and  griered. 

On  the  cnid  frmmd,  exposed  and  ban^ 

Out  blest  Redeemer  lies  ; 
His  pcayui  dismib  the  midn^ht  air. 

And  pierce  the  midnigtit  skies. 

The  wild  beast  bus  his  secret  lair, 

The  wild  bird  has  her  nest, 
Rut  <nT  Redeemer  had  not  where 

His  weary  head  lo  rest. 
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Blessed  Jesus  !  Great'  Redeemer  ! 

Sadly  by  Thy  cross  we  stand  ; 
On  Thy  cross  Thou  diedst,  to  bring  us 

To  the  joys  of  Thy  right  hand. 
Blessid  Jesus  I 

Bring  us  to  Thy  heavenly  land. 

BlessM  Spirit !  Great  Consoler  ! 

Make  our  hearts  Thy  dwelling-place  ; 
Teach  us,  guide  us,  sanctify  us, 

And  console  us  all  our  days. 
Blessed  Spirit ! 

Ever  cheer  us  with  Thy  grace. 

filessM  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit, 

Glorious  Godhead,  Three  in  One ! 
^niide  us  to  the  heaven  of  heavens, 
Tlirough  the  merits  of  the  Son. 

Guide  and  guard  us, 
TIU  we  see  Him  on  the  throne. 


FOR  CHRISTMAS-DAY. 

JVRK  !  what  mean  those  holy  voices 
Sweetly  warbling  in  the  skies  ? 
S^xre  th'  angelic  host  rejoices, 
Xoodest  hallelujahs  rise. 
HaUelujah ! 

^--isten  to  the  wondrous  story, 

^hich  they  chant  in  hynms  of  joy — 
^lory  in  the  highest,  glory  ; 
^loiy  be  to  God  most  high. 
Hallelujah ! 

^■^  on  earth,  good  will  from  heaven, 
^   ''^Cmching  hr  as  man  is  found ; 
*^J*ls  redeemed  and  sins  forgiven, 

our  golden  harps  shall  sound, 
HaUelujah  ! 


~cna:  ^e  'm^flCMfn  ;t  Hla  jLjcy, 
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HYMN  AFTER  SERMON. 

Almighty  God,  Thy  word  is  cast 

Like  seed  into  the  ground  ; 
Oh  may  it  grow  in  humble  hearts, 

And  righteous  fruits  abound. 

Let  not  the  foe  of  Christ  and  man 

This  holy  seed  remove, 
But  give  it  root  in  praying  souls 

To  bring  forth  fruits  of  love. 

Let  not  the  world's  deceitful  cares 

The  rising  plant  destroy  ; 
But  may  it,  in  converted  minds, 

Produce  the  fruits  of  joy. 

X^  not  Thy  word,  so  kindly  sent 

To  raise  us  to  Thy  throne, 
-l^etom  to  Thee,  and  sadly  tell 

That  we  reject  Thy  Son. 

^ reat  God,  come  down,  and  on  Thy  word 

Thy  mighty  power  bestow, 
^"Tiat  all  who  hear  the  joyful  sound 

Thy  saving  grace  may  know. 

MISSIONARY   HYMN. 

HRISTIANS,  the  glorious  hope  ye  know, 
IThich  soothes  the  heart  in  every  woe, 
^^^Thile  heathens  helpless,  hopeless,  lie, 
To  ray  of  glory  charms  their  eye. 
give  to  their  desiring  sight 
hope  that  Jesus  brought  to  light. 


'luistians,  ye  taste  the  heavenly  grace 
,^^  Vhidi  cheers  believers  in  their  race  ; 
^«3iichecred  by  grace,  through  heathen  gloom, 
^^^illions  of  souls  haste  to  the  tomb  ; 
^^^0  heaUicn  lands  that  grace  convey, 
^^Thicfa  trains  the  soul  for  endless  day. 


K  2 
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LTKA  BUTAXXICA: 

ClnittUiii,  IT  priit  that  picdau  blood. 
In  vfaki  tbc  Mai  ii  deansed  for  God  ; 
UOlioiu  of  souls  ID  Aatkons  dwtii, 
ITncleamed  bum  on,  ciposcd  to  hcD. 
O  tfrin  ttut  batbm  Hxin  may  view 
Tfast  pncions  blood  which  deuueth  70a. 
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Fear  not,  brethren,  joyful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  jour  hmd ; 
Jesus  Christ,  your  Father's  Son, 
Bids  you  undismajr'd  go  on. 

Lord,  obediently  we  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below ; 
Only  Thou  our  Leader  be, 
And  we  still  will  follow  Thee. 


MELCHISEDEC  A  TYPE  OF  CHRIST. 

Thou  dear  Redeemer,  dying  Lamb, 

I  love  to  hear  of  Thee ; 
No  music  like  Thy  charming  name, 

Is  half  so  sweet  to  me. 

O  let  me  ever  hear  Thy  voice ; 

In' mercy  to  me  speak ; 
And  in  my  Priest  will  I  rejoice. 

My  great  Melchisedecl 

My  Jesus  shall  be  still  my  theme, 

While  in  this  world  I  stay ; 
ril  sing  my  Jesu*s  lovely  name. 

When  all  things  else  decay. 

When  I  appear  in  yonder  cloud 
With  all  Thy  favoured  throng. 

Then  will  I  sing  more  sweet,  more  load. 
And  Christ  shall  be  my  song. 


FOLLOWING  CHRIST. 

Jesus,  my  All,  to  heaven  is  gone. 
He  that  I  placed  my  hopes  upon ; 
His  track  I  see,  and  I'll  punue 
The  narrow  way,  till  Him  I  view. 

The  way  the  holy  prophets  went. 
The  road  that  leads  from  banishment, 
The  King's  highway  of  holiness 
I'll  go,  for  all  the  paths  are  peace. 
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No  stranger  nnj  piocccd  thodn. 
No  lof«T  of  the  world,  ud  itn  | 
No  lioi^  DO  dnoming  care. 
No  nvenooi  tiger,  sh*U  be  tha«; 

No  ;  Dothlng  maj  go  up  thcreoD, 
Bui  travdUng  sools,  md  I  am  coc) 
WayCuiT^  men  to  Canaan  bound. 
Shall  oaljr  in  the  way  be  fond. 

Nor  fools,  by  camal  men  esteem'd, 
ShaD  e'er  therein  ;  but  they  icdeemM 
In  Jesu's  blood,  shall  Aow  their  ri^t 
To  tiarel  theie,  till  beavcn'i  In  righL 

This  is  the  way  I  long  have  aot^ht. 
And  moorn'd,  became  I  found  it  not ; 
Hjr  grief,  my  burden,  loi^  have  been^ 
Because  I  could  not  cease  fi^jm  dn. 
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Ab  ephod  Aaron  wore, 

A  covering  to  the  knee, 
Sprinkled  with  lnilk>ck*s  gore; 
A  type  designed  to  be 
Of  Jesa*s  robes  washed  in  His  blood, 
My  covering  when  I  go  to  God. 

Down  to  the  foot,  saith  John, 

The  milky  dress  I  saw : 
Hereby  was  plainly  shown 
It  was  not  of  the  law ; 
That  reached  bat  to  the  knee,  lo !  this 
Dedares  a  perfect  holiness. 

My  Lord  a  priest  is  made. 

As  sware  the  mighty  God 
To  Israel  and  his  seed, 
Ordain'd  to  offer  Blood ; 
For  sinners,  who  His  mercy  seek, 
A  priest,  as  was  Melchisedec 

He  once  temptations  knew. 

Of  ev*ry  sort  and  kind. 
That  He  might  succour  show 
To  ev'ry  tempted  mind ; 
In  ev'ry  point  the  Lamb  was  tried 
Like  us,  and  then  for  us  He  died. 

He  dies,  but  lives  again. 

And  by  the  altar  stands, 
There  shows  how  He  was  slain. 
And  opening  His  pierc'd  hands, 
^e  'bides  a  priest,  and  pleads  our  cause, 
I'ransgressors  of  His  righteous  laws. 

I  know  I  shall  succeed ; 

I  shall  not  ever  fail ; 
The  Lamb  for  me  will  plead. 
He  can  with  God  prevail 
He  xmdertakes  for  me ;  I  soon 
Shall  hear  Him  say,  <*  My  chUd,  *tis  done." 


■3« 


LYRA  BRITAMNICA. 

"  'TU  done,"  my  Saviour  saiih, 

Ilii  blood  He  now  Lpplicaj 
I  know  the  living  faith, 
The  fulh  Ihnt  jiutiliei; 
I  can  believe  the  Lord,  my  Priert, 
Hath  bought  lor  me  eternal  rexL 

I  olbcr  priests  disclaim. 

And  laws  and  olTeiingt  too ; 

None  bul  the  bleeding  Lamb 

The  mighty  work  can  do ; 

He  shall  have  all  the  pmise,  for  He 

Alone  me  loved,  and  died  for  me^ 


MRS.  CHARLES. 
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Then  must  Thy  heart  be  stronger  far  to  suffer, 

Than  any  sinful  heart  that  ever  beat ; 
And  if  Thy  path  than  any  path  be  rougher, 

Yet  hast  Thou  strength  unscathed  its  woes  to  meet. 

What  tide  of  anguish,.  Mightiest !  o'er  Thee  rushes, 
Thus  tasking  e'en  Thy  patience  and  Thy  trust  ? 

'What  woe  beyond  all  woe  Thy  spirit  crushes. 
Bowing  Thee,  sinless,  spotless,  to  the  dust  ? 

Martyrs  for  Thee  have  gone  to  meet  their  anguish, 
Singing  ^ad  psalms  e'en  with  their  dying  breath, 

Kot  all  their  tortures  causing  once  to  languish 
The  hope  that  led  them  forth  for  Thee  to  death. 

Thy  Stephen's  iace  shone  like  a  happy  angel's. 
Uplifted  'midst  the  stones  towards  Thy  skies. 

Beaming  from  radiant  brows  Thine  own  evangels. 
And  i^owing  with  the  welcome  in  Thine  eyes. 

But  Thou,  Lord,  liftest  not  Thy  face  to  heaven ; 

Thou  bowest  prostrate  on  the  dewy  sod. 
Thy  soul  "  exceeding  sorrowful "  with  death-pangs  riven. 

Thy  sweat  of  anguish  as  great  drops  of  blood ! 

What  storm  is  this  in  which  Thou  all  but  sinkest. 
Whose  arm  has  borne  so  many  through  the  flood  ? 

What  bitter  cup  is  this  from  which  Thou  shrinkest. 
Strength  of  all  martyrs,  patient  Lamb  of  God  ? 

The  sin  of  all  the  world,  whose  throne  Thou  claimest, 
Hadst  made  so  fair,  so  fallen,  loved  and  sought ; 

The  sin  of  all  Thine  own  to  whom  Thou  camest. 
Thou  earnest,  and  Thine  own  received  Thee  not. 

The  ^  of  all  the  saved,  who  dying  bless'd  Thee  ; 

Who  from  the  sting  of  death  hadst  set  them  free  ; 
The  sin  of  all  Thy  martyrs  who  confess'd  Thee, 
^^  died,  rejoicing  that  they  went  to  Thee. 

'nis  is  the  weight  of  agony  unspoken, 
J^^  Thee,  oh  Highest !  thus  so  low  hath  laid 
^'^^n'se  of  all  the  law  mankind  had  broken, 
^  sin  of  all  the  world  which  Thou  hast  made. 
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Earth'i  >errtiBd  wo«  ftod  cune,  tn  caie  oomprcH 
Thou  barest  all  within  Thy  dit^e  braiit. 

And  chingcsl  thiu  our  ever;  cunc  to  hL-tjlng^ 
Givinx  ui  life  throoj^  death  ;  in  labour,  itfl 


"IT  IS  I;    BE  NOT  AFRAID." 

Toss'd  with  rough  whidi,  and  &int  with  1 
Above  the  tempest  soft  and  ckar. 
What  itill  small  accents  greet  mine  cait — 
'Ti«  1 1  be  not  afraid. 

'Tig  I  who  wash  Iby  spirit  white  ; 
'TIs  I  who  gave  thy  blind  eyes  sJ^tt; 
'Tis  I,  (by  Lord,  thy  Life,  thy  Light; 
'TIs  I ;  be  not  abaid. 

These  raging  winds,  this  sucging  tea. 
Bear  not  a  brcilh  of  wr«th  to  Thee  i 
That  storm  has  all  been  spent  tm  me: 
;  bcoota&ald. 
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"COME  AND  SEE." 

Master,  where  abides!  Thou  ? 

Lamb  of  God,  'tis  Thee  we  seek  ; 
For  the  wants  which  press  us  now 

Other  aid  is  all  too  weak. 
Canst  Thou  take  our  sins  away  ? 

May  W€  find  repose  in  Thee  ? 
And  the  gracious  lips  to-day, 

As  of  old,  say,  "Come  and  see." 

Master,  where  abidest  Thou  ? 

We  would  leave  the  past  behind  ; 
We  wcmld  scale  the  mountain's  brow, 

T^faming  more  Thy  heavenly  mind. 
Still  a  look  is  all  our  lore ! 

The  transforming  look  to  Thee  ; 
From  the  living  Truth  once  more 

Breathes  the  answer,  "  Come  and  see." 

Master,  where  abidest  Thou  ? 

How  shall  we  Thine  image  best 
^esr  in  light  upon  our  brow, 

Stamp  in  love  upon  our  breast  ? 
^till  a  look  is  all  our  might ; 

Looking  draws  the  heart  to  Thee ; 
^ends  OS  from  the  absorbing  sight, 

With  the  message,  **  Come  and  see." 


r,  where  abidest  Thou  ? 

All  the  springs  of  life  are  low  ; 
Sin  and  grief  our  spirits  bow. 

And  we  wait  Thy  call  to  go. 
Tram  the  depths  of  happy  rest. 

Where  the  just  abide  with  Thee  ; 
Tram  the  voice  which  makes  them  blest, 

Breathes  the  summons,  "  Come  and  see. 

Christian  I  tell  it  to  thy  brother. 
From  life's  dawning  till  its  end  ; 

Every  hand  may  clasp  another, 
And  the  loneliest  bring  a  friend  ; 


>» 
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Till  Ihe  veil  is  drawn  ulde. 

And  Trom  where  her  home  AaS  be. 
Bursts  upon  the  enfranchised  Bride, 

The  (riumphant,  "Come  and  sec" 


THOMAS  CHATTERTON. 


THE  RESIGNATION. 

O  God,  whose  thunder  shakes  Ihe  sky  ; 

Whose  eye  this  atom -globe  surveys  ; 
To  Thee,  my  only  rock,  I  fly, 
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But  ah  1  mj  breast  is  human  still ; 

The  rising  sigh,  the  idling  tear. 
My  languid  vitals'  feeble  rill. 

The  sickness  of  my  soul  declare. 

But  yet,  with  fortitude  resigned, 

111  thank  the  Inflictor  of  the  blow ; 
Forbid  the  sigh,  compose  my  mind. 

Nor  let  the  gush  of  misery  flow. 

The  gloomy  mantle  of  the  night, 

¥rhich  on  my  sinking  spirit  steals, 
Will  vanish  at  the  morning  light, 

Which  God,  my  East,  my  Sun,  reveals. 

A  HYMN  FOR  CHRISTMAS-DAY. 

Almighty  Framer  of  the  skies  ! 
Oh  let  our  pure  devotion  rise. 

Like  incense  in  Thy  sight ! 
Wrapt  in  impenetrable  shade 
The  texture  of  our  souls  was  made^ 

Till  Thy  command  gave  light. 

The  Sun  of  glory  gleam*d  the  ray. 
Refined  the  darkness  into  day. 

And  bid  the  vapours  fly : 
Impell'd  by  His  eternal  love. 
He  left  His  palaces  above, 

To  cheer  our  gloomy  sky. 

How  shall  we  celebrate  the  day 
When  God  appeared  in  mortal  clay. 

The  mark  of  worldly  scorn  ; 
When  the  archangel's  heavenly  lays 
Attempted  the  Redeemer's  praise. 

And  hail'd  salvation's  mom  ? 

An  humble  form  the  Godhead  wore. 
The  pains  of  poverty  He  bore. 

To  gaudy  pomp  unknown  : 
Though  in  an  humble  walk  He  trod. 
Still  was  the  man  Almighty  God, 

In  glory  all  His  own. 
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DcspiKd.  oppreu'd,  tlw  GcdhMd  facan 
The  tonnoiti  oftUi  imle  of  ton. 

Nor  bidi  His  irengeance  lite ; 
He  nw  the  oeMuns  He  had  made 
ReTile  His  power,  HU  peace  InTade ; 

He  uw  with  mercT's  eyes. 

How  Hall  we  celebrate  His  nam^ 
Who  groBu'd  baicath  a  lifc  of  diami^ 

Id  alt  afflictioDS  tried? 
The  (oul  li  raptured  to  concdTC 
A  tnith  which  being  most  bdieve. 

The  God  eternal  died. 

My  soul  exert  tby  powcn,  adore. 
Upon  devotion's  plumage  soar. 

To  celebrate  the  day : 
The  God  from  whom  creation  spnuq; 
Shalt  animate  my  grateful  tongue  ; 

From  HIn  ril  catch  the  lay  ! 
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Chose  tfiem  in  Christ,  that  they  should  prove 

The  trophies  of  His  dying  love  ; 

Chose  them  through  faith,  that  precious  grace 

Which  bears  the  fruits  of  righteousness  ; 

Chose  them  that  they  on  earth  should  shine, 

The  image  of  His  face  Divine  ; 

Chose  them,  like  jewels,  fit>m  the  world. 

When  it  should  be  to  ruin  hurlM. 

But,  oh,  no  tongue  can  ever  tell 
The  grace  that  is  unsearchable  ! 
Angeb  that  fell  were  passM  by 
When  Christ  for  mortals  came  to  die. 
The  poor  shall  wear  th'  immortal  crown 
That  decks  few  brows  of  high  renown ; 
And  vilest  ^ners  be  foigiven, 
To  raise  the  loudest  songs  in  heaven. 


WILLIAM   BENGO  COLLYER,  D.D.,  LL.D. 


LUAJt  BBMCO  CotXVBlt  wu  tMm  «t  Bbckheath.  Kent,  oa  the  X4th  April.  1783.    In  his 
Iw  catocd  the  Academy  at  Honertan.    When  only  eighteen,  he  began  to 
Hmwfai^  fmmtd  a  coagregacioo  at  Peckham,  Surrey,  he  was  ordained  to  its  minis- 
tai  November,  itoi.    He  continued  to  dischaige  the  pastoral  duties  at 
He  died  on  the  9th  January,  1854.  In  hh  Tand  year.    Among 
Dr.  CoUyer  published  "Scriptnre  Tracty."  '*  Lectures  on 
•**  and  **  Lectures  oa  Prophecy."    In  sSia,  he  published  "  Hymns,  partly 


AN  EASTER  HYMN. 

Morning  breaks  upon  the  tomb, 
Jesus  dissipates  its  gloom ! 
Daj  of  triumph  through  the  skies ; 
See  the  glorious  Saviour  rise. 

Christians,  dry  your  flowing  tears, 
Chase  those  unbelieving  fears  ; 
Look  on  His  deserted  grave  ; 
Doubt  no  more  His  power  to  save. 


LYRA  BRTTAMMICA. 

Ve  lAo  are  of  death  tfrtid, 
Tiiumph  in  the  soittcr'd  shade  : 
Drive  your  anxious  cares  avnjt. 
See  the  place  where  Jesus  lay. 

So  the  rising  sua  appeals, 
Shedding  radiance  o'er  the  ipbens ; 
So  retnniing  beams  of  light 
Chftie  the  terron  of  the  night. 


"TO  LIVE  IS  CHRIST.  TO  DIE  IS  GAIN." 
When  I  tread  the  mortal  vale 
Where  the  shades  of  death  prevail. 
Saviour,  guide  my  trembling  feet 
Through  this  last,  this  still  retreat ; 
Let  Thy  glory  chose  its  gloom. 
Light  the  feeble  traveller  home  ; 
Never  leave  me  till  I  stand 
Safe  in  yonder  heavenly  land. 


•V* 

JOSIAH  OONDSR.  i^j 

JOSIAH  CONDER. 


kyma-writera,  JOSIAH  Condbk.  wu  bora  In  London,  on  die  XTth 
He  becune  a  poblbher  in  the  City,  and  in  18x4  obcainod  the  proprietorahip 
Sobeegoent  to  x8a4.  he  coaiposed  a  leries  of  deaoriptiTe  worlca,  which 
In  x9s3.  he  undertook  the  joint-editonhip  of  Tkt  Pmtri$i  newa« 
in  coadacdnc  till  the  period  of  his  death.  He  published  "  Sacred 
;  "  The  Poet  of  the  Sanctuanr,"  1851.  lamo ;  and  '*  Hymns 
He  died  at  SL  John's  Wood,  on  the  ajth  December,  1855.  Nigh  to 
^leath.  be  vas  cngaced  in  preparhig  for  the  pren  a  revised  edition  of  his  hymna. 
poblisbed  lOon  after  his  decease.  From  this Tohuae,  entitled  "Hymns  of  Itaiae. 
,**  «c  hare  transcribed  the  following  composltionB. 


COMMUNION  WITH  CHRIST. 

Whin  in  the  hour  of  lonely  woe, 
I  give  my  sorrow  leave  to  flow  ; 
And  anxious  fear  and  dark  distrust 
Weigh  down  my  spirit  to  the  dust : 

When  not  e'en  firiendship's  gentle  aid 
Can  heal  the  wounds  the  world  has  made, 
Oh  1  this  shall  check  each  rising  sigh, 
That  Jesus  is  for  ever  nigh. 

His  counsels  and  upholding  care 
My  safety  and  my  comfort  are  ; 
And  He  shall  guide  me  all  my  dajrs. 
Till  glory  crown  the  work  of  grace. 

Jesus  !  in  whom  but  Thee  above. 
Can  I  repose  my  trust,  my  love  ? 
And  shall  an  earthly  object  be 
Loved  in  comparison  with  Thee  ? 

My  flesh  is  hastening  to  decay, 

Soon  shall  the  world  have  passed  away  ; 

And  what  can  mortal  friends  avail. 

When  heart  and  strength  and  life  shall  fail? 

But  oh  !  be  Thou,  my  Saviour,  nigh. 
And  I  will  triumph  while  I  die  ; 
My  strength,  my  portion,  is  Divine, 
And  Jesus  is  for  ever  mine  ! 


LTRA  BRITANKICA. 


"LEAD  US  NOT  INTO  TEMPTATX<^*" 

Heavenly  Father,  to  whote  eye 
Fomc  (tuogi  unfolded  lie, 
Thnxigh  the  desert,  where  I  stray. 
Let  Tlir  omuels  guide  mj  vtij. 

Lead  me  not,  for  fled  is  frail, 
Wlieic  ftrtx  trials  wonid  assail ; 
X.eave  me  not,  in  darkened  honr. 
To  withstand  the  tempter's  power. 

Save  me  from  his  treacherons  wiks  } 
Ann  me  against  pleasort's  smilet; 
Give  me  for  mj  spirit's  health 
Neither  poverty  nor  wealth. 

Help  ThjF  servant  to  maintain 
A  profession  (ree  from  stain ; 
Thai  my  sole  reptoach  may  be 
Following  Christ,  and  fearing  The& 
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DIVINE  CHASTISEMENT. 

'^Nrks  I  can  trust  my  all  with  God^ 

In  trial's  fearful  hour, 
Sow  an  resign'd  beneath  His  rod, 

And  bless  His  sparing  power, 
^  joj  springs  up  amid  distress — 
■^  foontain  in  the  wilderness. 

Oh  !  to  be  brought  to  Jesus'  feet. 

Though  sorrows  fix  me  there, 
3s  still  a  privilege,  and  sweet 
The  energies  of  prayer, — 
Though  sighs  and  tears  its  language  be, 
If  Chxist  be  nigh,  and  smile  on  me. 

Then  blessM  be  the  Hand  that  gave^ 
Still  blessH  when  it  takes ; 

BlessM  be  He  who  smites  to  save. 
Who  heals  the  heart  He  breaks. 

Perfect  and  true  are  all  His  ways. 

Whom  heaven  adores  and  dea|h  obe3rs. 


THE  BETTER  COUNTRY. 

Shepherd  of  Thine  Israel,  lead  us. 
Pilgrims  through  this  desert  land  ; 

Thou  who  hast  from  bondage  freed  us. 
Guard  us  by  Thy  mighty  hand  ; 

Daily  feed  us 
Till  we  reach  the  heavenly  strand. 

As  Thoa  didst  in  wondrous  manner 

Guide  Thy  chosen  flock  aright, 
l«t  Thy  presence  be  our  banner, 
Cloud  by  day  and  fire  by  night ; 

Thy  protection 
Be  onr  shield.  Thy  word  our  light 

L  2 


LTBA  BRITAinnCL 

Wiea  WE  come  to  DeaA'i  cbifc  rii«t, 
AimI  iboald  we  dread  the  iwdlli^K=3 

Ddih  of  Death  !  life's  Sooiw  ud  GK-^ 
Bid  the  nuTDw  strrain  diride. 

Jofiiil  praises 
We  wOt  sng  on  CuMa't  Me. 


TRUST  IN  GOD. 
-The  lAd  bar  ibcc  is  the  Jmj  c^moUe.'— A.  d 

In  the  da;  of  th;  distress 

Maf  JeboTah  heai  thee  ; 
Id  the  hoar  when  dai^>en  fnm, 

Jacob's  God  be  Dear  tbcc  ; 
Seed  thee,  from  His  holy  plac^ 
Tiineljr  aid  or  ttrengthening  grace  I 
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HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 

Hallelujah  !  raise,  oh,  raise, 
To  oar  God,  the  song  of  praise  ; 
All  His  servants  join  to  sing 
God  our  Saviour  and  our  King. 

Blessid  be  for  evermore, 
That  dread  Name  which  we  adore  ! 
Round  the  world  His  praise  be  sung, 
Throogh  all  lands,  in  every  tongue. 

O'er  all  nations  God  alone, 
Hi^^  than  the  heavens  His  throne  ; 
Who  is  like  to  God  Most  High, 
Infinite  in  Majesty  ? 

Yet  to  view  the  heavens  He  bends, 
Yea,  to  earth  He  condescends  ; 
Pausing  by  the  rich  and  great 
For  the  low  and  desolate. 

He  can  raise  the  poor  to  stand 
With  the  princes  of  the  land ; 
Wealth  upon  the  needy  shower. 
Set  the  meanest  high  in  power. 

He  the  broken  spirit  cheers ; 
Toms  to  joy  the  mourner's  tears  ; 
Such  the  wonders  of  His  ways ; 
His  name,  for  ever  praise. 


LYRA  BRITAmnCA. 


ELIZA  COOK. 


AN  EVENING  SONG. 

Fathek  >boTe,  I  pray  to  The^ 

Before  I  take  m  j  reit  ; 
I  leelc  Thee  on  my  beoded  knee; 

With  warm  and  giatcfbl  breatt. 

Fint  let  me  Ihank  Thee  for  my  ihai 
Of  sweet  and  bleseid  health  ; 

It  ii  a  boon  I  would  not  tftat 
For  irorldi  of  t*''"lr'g  wealth. 
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Ah  !  let  me  value  as  I  ought 

The  lessons  good  men  teach  ; 
To  bear  no  malice  in  my  thought, 

No  anger  in  my  speech. 

Father  above,  O  hear  my  prayer, 

And  let  me  ever  be 
Worthy  my  earthly  parents*  care. 

And  true  in  serving  Thee ! 


A  SABBATH  EVENING  SONG. 

God  on  earth,  and  God  in  heaven ; 
God  who  gave  one  day  in  seven 
Unto  man,  that  he  might  rest 
With  Thy  mercy  in  his  breast ; — 
God  of  goodness,  I  am  kneeling^ 
In  my  spirit's  deep  revealing, 
Fervently  to  give  Thee  praise 
For  the  peace  of  Sabbath-days. 
Calm  and  tranquil  Thou  hast  made 
This  Joft  hour  of  twilight  shade  ; 
And  I  ask  Thee,  in  Thy  might. 
To  be  "  watchman  of  my  night" 

Let  me  thank  Thee,  let  me  own. 
At  the  footstool  of  Thy  throne, 
AH  my  grateful  joy  and  love. 
Brawn  from  hopes  that  point  above  ; 
Let  me  lay  my  heart  before  Thee, 
And  with  holy  trust  implore  Thee 
To  forgive  its  human  blot, 
Gather'd  in  its  human  lot 
Listen,  Father  !  to  my  singing. 
Like  a  child  to  Thee  Fm  clinging  ; 
If  I  wander,  guide  me  right. 
Be  Thou  **  watchman  of  my  night" 

Let  me  ask  Thee,  ere  I  sleep. 
To  remember  those  who  weep, — 
Those  who  moan  vnth  some  wild  sorrow, 
That  shall  dread  to  meet  the  morroMr ; 


zstx  WTUoncL 


W£  ThtK.  tn--n!S  ipw  ihej  Drcd 
W3~i  t:  tml  ftnd  hind  n>  lead ; 
Wcl  ThnL  bi^wcE  thK  they  d^ 
F.x  the  vxic  c^b(b  vidiiB  ; 
Tbn  £TDpe  anf  bH,  md  mot  iriiae 
T^TUK^iem^  and  "faiacl  tliebrtfKf 
Be  Tbcc  O  Ccd.  is  Tiii£m^  Ticht, 
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JOSEPH   COTTLK 


COTTIB  vas  bora  ia  rjjo.  In  Us  a4th  yt^  he  became  a  booksdkr  aad  printer  in 
■O  be  retired  fipom  baainen  bi  cotme  of  a  few  years.  Being  in  circumstances  of 
^occ,  be  BOW  fnegiaftA  bia  time  in  cultivating  his  literarjr  tastes,  and  in  cherisldng 
■waat  of  aome  of  bis  gifted  contemporaries.  He  [mblished  numerous  works  in  prose 
*•  He  was  an  enriy  friend  of  Sonthey  and  Coleridge ;  and  perceiring  their  respective 
^'^*A  tkc  expense  of  piodttcing  their  first  poetical  efforts  from  his  printii^  office.  In 
>d  ffebe  pobKsbed  several  volumes  of  reminiscences  of  these  poets.  He  composed 
V^o*  «M^  tbongb  genenOy  meritorious,  will  only  entitle  him  to  a  secondary  rank  as 
^^rte.  Hfa  dcadi  took  place  at  bis  residence,  near  Bristol,  on  the  7tb  June,  1853.  in 
'T***  Of  dw  two  foOowing  hymns,  the  former  has  been  transcribed  fit>m  bis  volume 
^  aad  Sicrad  Lyrics."  itaB,  the  latter  from  Dr.  LeifchDd's  Hymn-Bo(dc.  1843,  in 
****iMartad  onder  the  author's  sanction. 


"THY  KINGDOM  COME." 

Mighty  Lord  I  extend  Thine  empire  I 
Be  the  truth  with  triumph  crown*d  I 

Let  the  lands  that  sit  in  darkness 
Hear  the  glorious  gospel's  sound. 

From  our  borders, 
To  the  world's  remotest  bound. 

Bj  Thine  arm,  eternal  Father, 
Scatter  for  the  shades  of  night  I 

I^  the  great  ImmanuePs  kingdom 
Open  like  the  morning  light. 

And  the  future 
Realize  our  visions  bright. 

"What  are  Satan's  mightiest  barriers, 
Which  a  breath  of  Thine  overthrows  ? 

Shan  the  creature,  in  his  frenzy, 
The  Creator's  power  oppose  ? 
Him,  whose  lightning 
Ruin  hurb  upon  His  foes  ? 

Come,  too  long  to  earth  a  stranger, 
Once  again  Thy  reign  restore ! 

In  Thy  strength,  ride  forth  and  conquer, 
Still  advancing  more  and  more, 

Till  the  heathen 
Shall  the  Lord  supreme  adore. 


H^  tk  din  ccksial  brak  ! 

Mn  thcT  froa  the  *faep  oT^i^ 

To  Ac  bbK  of  dsr  awake  t 


Woald  vc  banoh  from  a 
Talinp  of  the  cjob  to  be 


Sni^  of  higli  imS  Doblr  dariD^ 

VfDtariDC  Ihu  the  titfh  to  i[Wt«d  ; 
BonucDos  Fatho.  good  aod  grmtitm^ 

Aad,  mdaag^ 
Omct  thsr  hcait  aDd  lUdd  tbdr  hcMd. 
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No  longer  these  desiring, 

Upward  our  wishes  tend. 
To  nobler  bliss  aspiring, 

And  joys  that  never  end. 

From  every  piercing  sorrow 

That  heaves  our  breast  to-day, 
Or  threatens  us  to-morrow, 

Hope  turns  our  eyes  away  ; 
On  wings  of  fadth  ascending. 

We  see  the  land  of  light. 
And  feel  our  sorrows  ending 

In  infinite  delight 

'TIS  tme  we  are  but  strangers 

And  sojourners  below. 
And  countless  snares  and  dangers 

Surround  the  path  we  go. 
Though  painful  and  distressing. 

Yet  there's  a  rest  above. 
And  onward  still  we're  pressing. 

To  reach  that  land  of  love. 


^^ATHANIEL  COTTON,  M.D. 

'^'>0M  wM  bora  in  the  yar  1707.  He  studied  medicine  at  Leyden.  ud  on 
^%d.  a«faled  a  phyvkaan  wlio  kept  a  boiise  for  lunatics  at  Dunstable.  He 
^^aided  a  iargc  estabUshment  for  lunatic  patients  at  St.  Albans.  His  death 
MWas,  OB  the  snd  Aucust,  z78a.  The  poet  Cowper  was  for  a  period  under 
rare  published  posthumously,  under  the  title  of  "Various  Ftoces  in 
avak,  lamo,  1791. 


AFFLICTION  SANCTIFIED. 

Amidst  these  various  scenes  of  ills, 
Eadi  stroke  some  kind  design  fulfils  ; 
And  shall  I  murmur  at  my  God, 
yfhok  sovereign  love  directs  the  rod  ? 


AFTUcnox  SAXcrmzn. 

WheiB  w^-wK  rrtoaadi  to  waic  ; 
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A  LORiyS-DAY  HYMN. 

This  is  the  day  tlie  Lord  of  life 

Ascended  to  the  skies  ; 
My  thoughts  pnxiae  the  lofty  theme. 

And  to  the  heaven  arise. 

Let  no  vain  cares  divert  my  mind 

From  this  celestial  road  ; 
Nor  all  the  honours  of  the  earth 

Detain  my  soul,  from  God« 

Thhik  of  the  splendours  of  that  place, 

The  joys  that  are  on  high ; 
Nor  meanly  rest  contented  here, 

With  worlds  beneath  the  sky. 

Heaven  is  the  birthplace  of  the  saints, 

To  heaven  their  souls  ascend  ; 
Th'  Almighty  owns  His  favourite  race, 

As  Father  and  as  Friend. 

O  may  these  lovely  titles  prove 

My  comfort  and  defence, 
When  the  sick  couch  shall  be  my  lot, 

And  death  shall  call  me  hence  ! 


WILLIAM   COWPER. 

boTB  at  Berkhampstead,  Herts,  on  the  afith  Norember,  1731.  He 
ed  at  Wtitininitfr  Scbotd.  In  1754.  he  was  called  to  the  bar.  Through  family  influence 
mppotntmeiA  of  Clerk  of  the  Journals  to  the  House  of  Lords ;  hut  nenrous 
IbOawed  by  a  period  of  mental  alienation,  prerented  his  entering  on  lus  duties.  He 
tt>  vrite  verses  as  a  relief  to  his  habitual  melancholy,  and  the  result  was  his 
lace  among  British  poets.  In  1794,  he  obtained  a  civil-list  pension  of  ;^^3oo  a 
I.  .flfe  dMd  OB  the  s^di  April.  xBoo.  Along  with  his  friend,  the  Rev.  John  Newton,  Cowpcr 
"Ofawy  Hymns."  sixty-eight  of  their  number  proceeding  from  his  pen.  In  his 
coosiitutiooal  malady  returned ;  he  lattoiy  was  oppressed  by  a  deep  and 


LIGHT  SHINING  OUT  OF  DARKNESS. 


God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way, 
His  wonders  to  perform  ; 

He  plants  His  footsteps  in  the  sea, 
And  rides  upon  the  storuL 


LYRA  BRITANNfCA. 


Deep  In  HI 

Of  nerer-fullng  skill. 
He  treunrei  up  His  brl^t  dedgn^ 

And  works  His  soraeiga  wilL 


Ve  fearfii]  saints,  fnsh  caazage  take : 

Th«  clouds  ye  io  much  dread 
Are  big  with  men:y,  and  tlult  break 
Id  blessings  on  yonr  head. 

Judge  not  the  Lord  by  Teeble  soii^ 
Bat  tniat  Him  for  His  gnce  ; 

Bdiind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  facfc 

His  purposes  will  ripen  &st. 

Unfolding  ereiy  hour  ; 
The  bod  may  have  a  bitter  tMt^ 

But  nrc«t  wilt  be  the  flower. 
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'X'riak  make  the  promise  sweet ; 

Trials  give  new  life  to  prayer ; 
*X*iials  bring  me  to  His  feet ; 

Lay  me  low,  and  keep  me  there. 

XHd  I  meet  no  trials  here, 

No  correction  by  the  way, 
tti^t  I  not  with  reason  fear, 

I  should  prove  a  castaway  ? 

'Worldlings  may  escape  the  rod, 

Sonk  in  earthly  vain  delight ; 
3nt  the  tme-bom  child  of  God, 

Must  not, — ^would  not,  if  he  might. 


PEACE  AND  GLORY  OF  THE  CHURCH. 

^XAR  what  God  the  Lord  hath  spoken : 
"  O  my  people,  faint  and  few  ; 
^^^nnfortless,  afflicted,  broken. 
Fair  abodes  I  build  for  yon  : 
of  heartfelt  tribulation 
Shall  no  more  perplex  yotnr  ways  ; 
'<m  shall  name  your  walls  Salvation, 
And  jTOur  gates  shall  all  be  Praise. 

*  There,  like  streams  that  feed  the  garden. 

Pleasures  without  end  shall  flow, 
^or  the  Lord,  your  fiiith  rewarding. 

All  His  bounty  shall  bestow  : 
^till  in  undisturbed  possession. 

Peace  and  righteousness  shall  reign ; 
^ever  shall  you  feel  oppression. 

Hear  the  voice  of  war  again. 

*'  Ye,  no  more  your  suns  descending. 

Waning  moons  no  more  shall  see. 
But  jTOur  griefs  for  ever  ending, 

Find  eternal  noon  in  me  : 
God  shall  rise,  and,  shining  o'er  you. 

Change  to-day  the  gloom  of  night ; 
He,  the  Lord,  shall  be  your  glory, 

God,  your  everiasting  light." 
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Why  should  I  shrink  at  Thy  command. 

Whose  love  forbids  my  fears  ? 
Or  tremble  at  the  gracious  hand 

That  wipes  away  my  tears  ? 

No,  rather  let  me  fireely  yield 

What  most  I  prize  to  Thee, 
Who  never  hast  a  good  withheld. 

Or  wilt  withhold  from  me. 

rhy  favour  all  my  journey  through. 

Thou  art  engaged  to  grant ; 
Vhat  else  I  want,  or  think  I  do, 

Tis  better  still  to  want 

Visdom  and  mercy  guide  my  way, 

Shall  I  resist  them  both  ? 
W.  poor,  blind  creature  of  a  day. 

And  crush'd  before  the  moth  I 

i»ut  ah  I  my  inward  spirit  cries. 

Still  bind  me  to  Thy  sway ; 
^Ise  the  next  cloud  that  veils  the  skies, 

Drives  all  these  thoughts  away. 


"LOVEST  THOU  ME?" 

HIa&k,  my  soul !  it  is  the  Lord. 
Tis  thy  Saviour  ;  hear  His  word ; 
Fesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee ; 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me  ? 


i< 


"  I  delivered  thee  when  bound, 
^nd  when  bleeding,  heal'd  thy  wound  ; 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right ; 
rum'd  thy  darkness  into  light. 

"  Can  a  woman's  tender  care 
Cease  towards  the  child  she  bare  ? 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be. 
Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 

M 
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-And  dieii  newer  more  shall  the  fears, 

The  trials,  temptations,  and  woes, 
^VWch  darken  this  valley  of  tears, 

Xntmde  on  my  blissful  repose. 

^T,  if  yet  remembered  above, 

Remembrance  no  sadness  shall  raise ; 
^lUey  will  be  bat  new  signs  of  Thy  love. 

New  themes  for  my  wonder  and  praise. 

Thus  the  strokes  which  from  sin  and  from  pain 

Shall  set  me  eternally  free. 
Will  but  strengthen  and  rivet  the  chain 
Which  binds  me,  my  Saviour,  to  Thee. 


PRAYER. 

What  various  hindrances  we  meet 
In  coming  to  a  mercy-seat ! 
Yet  who  that  knows  the  worth  of  prayer. 
But  wishes  to  be  often  there. 

'hajtr  makes  the  darken'd  cloud  withdraw ; 
Pkayer  climbs  the  ladder  Jacob  saw ; 
Gives  ezerdse  to  faith  and  love  ; 
Brings  every  blessing  from  above. 

Restraining  prayer,  we  cease  to  fight ; 
Prayer  makes  the  Christian's  armour  bright ; 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  sees 
The  weakest  saint  upon  his  knees. 

While  Moses  stood  with  arms  spread  wide, 
Success  was  found  on  Israel's  side  ; 
Bat  when,  through  wearine&  they  fail'd. 
That  moment  Amalek  prevailed. 

Have  yoa  no  words  ?  Ah  I  think  again, 
Words  flow  apace  when  you  complain. 
And  fill  joar  fdlow-creature's  ear 
With  the  sad  tale  of  all  your  care. 

U  2 
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Did  ever  mounier  plead  with  Tbe^ 
And  Thou  refuse  that  ■noomei'i  plea  t 
Does  not  the  word  nlll  Rx'd  renMln, 
TlM  Boat  shall  Mek  Thj  fiue  in  ninl 

Thai  Tveie  a  crirf  1  ttmW  not  bear, 
Did^t  Thou  nut  lieu  and  answer  prajre 
But  a  prayer- hearing,  answering  God, 
Supports  me  under  c»cry  load. 

Fair  ii  (he  lot  (hal'i  cast  for  nc  ; 
1  have  an  Advocate  with  Thee  ; 
They  whom  the  world  caresses  most 
Have  no  such  privil^^  to  boast 

Poor  though  I  am,  despised,  forgot, 
Yel  God,  my  God,  forgets  me  not  ; 
And  he  is  safe,  and  must  succeed. 
For  whom  the  Lord  vouchsafes  to  plea 
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JHaik  I  it  is  the  Bridegroom's  voice : 
"  Welcome,  pilgrim,  to  thy  rest" 
3f  ofw  within  the  gate  rejoice, 

Safe,  and  seal*d,  and  bought,  and  blest 
Safe — firom  all  the  lures  of  vice  ; 

SeaTd — by  signs  the  chosen  know  ; 
3oagiht — ^by  love,  and  life  the  price ; 
Blest — the  mighty  debt  to  owe  ! 

Holy  pilgrim  !  what  for  thee 

In  a  world  like  this  remain  T 
From  thy  guarded  breast  shall  flee 

Fear,  and  shame,  and  doubt,  and  pain. 
Fetr-~the  hope  of  heaven  shall  fly ; 

Shame — ^from  glory's  view  retire  ; 
Doubt — in  certain  rapture  die  ; 

Pain — ^in  endless  bliss  expire. 


THE  RESURRECTION. 

Ths  wintry  winds  have  ceased  to  blow, 
And  trembling  leaves  appear ; 

And  fairest  flowers  succeed  the  snow. 
And  hail  the  infant  year. 

So  when  the  world  and  all  its  woes 

Are  vanish'd  hi  away. 
Fair  scenes  and  wonderful  repose 

Shall  bless  the  new-bom  day. 

When  from  the  confines  of  the  grave 

The  body  too  shall  rise  ; 
No  more  precarious  passion^s  slavey 

Nor  error's  sacrifice. 

Tb  but  a  sleep— and  Sion's  King 

Will  call  the  many  dead  ; 
Tb  but  a  sleep—and  then  we  sing 

O'er  dreams  of  sorrow  fled. 


I.TKA  nUTAXXlCL. 


Aa;.  Nicu.-?  iai  iia  npex  to  thow 
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^AThen  shall  wc  see  the  coming  sign  ? 

When  hear  the  trumpet  blown, 
AVhich  makes  earth's  kingdoms  all  be  Thine, 

The  universe  Thy  throne  ? 


SPIRITUAL  GUIDANCE. 

Hlxst  be  the  day,  all  gracious  Lord, 
Which  Thou  to  man  hast  g^ven, 

T*o  sing  Thy  praise,  and  hear  Thy  word, 
And  fix  his  heart  on  heaven. 

And  while  beneath  Thy  sacred  roof 

We  join  in  humble  prayer, 
May  every  thought  be  kept  aloof 

Unfit  to  enter  there. 

Teach  us  on  earth,  however  tried. 

To  love  and  serve  Thee  still ; 
To  make  Thy  law  our  only  guide, — 
Thy  will  our  only  will. 

Teach  us  to  keep  our  conscience  pure. 

Our  heart  without  a  stain  ; 
Onr  hope  unclouded,  faith  secure, 

Till  death  dissolves  our  chain. 


SUPPLICATION. 

^  Hi  die  Spirit,  let  us  adso  walk  in  the  Spint.  ~-Cal.  v.  25. 

WT^**^  of  God  !  descend  upon  my  heart ; 
5j^^^^^«  it  from  earth ;  through  all  its  pulses  move ; 
^T^^*  to  my  weakness,  mighty  as  Thou  art, 
^^^^  make  me  love  Thee  as  I  ought  to  love. 

^^       ^^  dream,  no  prophet-ecstasies  ; 
N^    ^^   Sudden  rending  of  the  veil  of  clay  ; 
^^^^^  ^el-visitant,  no  opening  skies  ; 

^   take  the  dimness  of  my  soul  away. 


^A  nr  li  4.--t  ri«  te  Tt^Bt  ir^li  lore. 

0->i»l     iifluJ-,1.^, 

A  mss. 

«>ns»_*.-l<KU<a>l 

^»— >--'<k_ll,       .^ 

ti-ld«Mii.liiit             .^M 

■i.*.i»i-<iku^     ^H 

J«*MVe*iflHr 
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Sat  a  day  is  coming  fast, 
£aith,  thy  mightiest  and  thy  last ; 
It  shall  come  in  fear  and  wonder, 
Heralded  by  trump  and  thunder  ; 
It  shall  come  in  strife  and  toil ; 
It  shall  come  in  blood  and  spoil ; 
It  shall  come  in  empire's  groans, 
Burning  temples,  trampled  thrones. 
Then,  Ambition,  rue  thy  lust  I 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  I 

Then  shall  come  the  judgment  sign, — 
In  the  east  the  King  shall  shine  ; 
Flashing  firom  heaven's  golden  gate. 
Thousand  thousands  round  His  state  ; 
Sfnrits  with  the  crown  and  plume. 
Tremble  then,  thou  sullen  tomb  1 
Heavtn  shall  open  on  our  sight. 
Earth  be  tum'd  to  living  light. 
Kingdoms  of  the  ransom'd  just — 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  1 

Then  shall,  gorgeous  as  a  gem. 

Shine  thy  mount,  Jerusalem  ; 

Then  shall  in  the  desert  rise 

Fruits  of  more  than  Paradise  ; 

Earth  by  angel-feet  be  trod. 

One  great  garden  of  her  God  ; 

Till  are  dried  the  martyr's  tears 

Through  a  glorious  thousand  years. 
Now  in  hope  of  Him  we  trust — 
Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust  I 


rrn.  c3L:«sit»x. 
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There  should  temptations  cease, 

My  frailties  there  shoiild  end  ; 
There  should  I  rest  in  peace. 

In  th'  arms  of  my  best  Friend. 
Oh,  happy  place !  etc 


SECOND  PART. 

Jerusalem  on  high,    ■ 

My  song  and  dty  is  ; 
My  home  whene'er  I  die, 

The  centre  of  my  bliss. 

Oh,  happy  place  !  etc. 

Thy  walls,  sweet  dty  !  thine 
With  pearls  are  gamishM  ; 

Thy  gates  with  praises  shine. 
Thy  streets  with  gold  are  spread. 
Oh,  happy  place !  etc 

No  sun  by  day  shines  there. 
Nor  moon  by  silent  night ; 

Oh,  no  !  these  needless  are  ; 
The  Lamb's  the  city's  light. 

Oh,  happy  place  1  etc 

There  dwells  my  Lord,  my  King, 
Judged  here  unfit  to  live  ; 

There  angels  to  Him  sing. 
And  lowly  homage  give. 

Oh,  happy  place  I  etc. 

The  patriarchs  of  old 

There  from  their  travels  cease  ; 
The  prophets  there  behold 

Their  long'd-for  Prince  of  peace. 
Oh,  happy  place !  etc. 

The  Lamb's  apostles  there 
I  might  with  joy  behold  ; 

The  harpers  I  might  hear 
Harping  on  harps  of  gold. 

Oh,  happy  place !  etc 


LYRA  BKtTAKKICA. 

Tbe  bleeding  mutyn,  tbcj. 
Within  those  courts  are  foond  ; 

ClodiM  in  pure  inj, 
Hidr  Kara  with  glory  crown'd. 
Oh,  hippr  place  I  etc 

Ah,  me  I  ah,  mc  I  Ihal  I 

In  Kedar*!  tent)  here  itajr  ; 
No  place  lilce  thii  on  high  ; 
Thither,  Lord,  guide  mj  ynj. 
Oh,  happy  place  t 
WhentbaUlbe, 
Mr  God,  with  Tliee, 
To  lee  Thy  btx  t 
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When  tlie  pangs  of  death  assail  me. 

Weep  not  for  me ; 
Christ  is  mine,  He  cannot  fail  me, 

Weep  not  for  me. 
Yes,  though  sin  and  doubt  endearour 
From  His  love  my  soul  to  sever, 
Jesus  is  my  strength  for  ever ; 

Weep  not  for  me. 

WEEP  NOT  FOR  HIM.* 

Dear  as  thou  wert,  and  justly  dear, 

We  will  not  weep  for  thee  ; 
One  thought  shall  check  the  starting  tear, — 

It  is,  that  thou  ait  free. 
And  thus  shall  faith's  consoling  power 

The  tears  of  love  restrain  ; 
Oh,  who  that  saw  thy  parting  hour 

Could  wish  thee  here  again  ? 

Triumphant  in  thy  closing  eye 

The  hope  of  glory  shone ; 
Joy  breathed  in  thine  expiring  sigh 

To  think  the  fight  was  won. 
Gently  the  passing  spirit  fled, 

Sustain'd  by  grace  Divine ; 
Oh,  may  such  grace  on  me  be  shed. 

And  make  my  end  like  thine  ! 

HYMN  FOR  CHILDREN. 
{Contributed,) 

Thine  is  the  spacious  earth,  O  God, 

And  Thine  the  boundless  sea  ; 
By  Thee  the  heavens  were  stretch'd  abroad. 

The  mountains  fix'd  by  Thee. 
Thou  speakest — and  the  whirlwinds  rise  ; 

Thou  speakest — ^all  is  still ; 
And  liglitnings  glance  along  the  skies, 

Or  vanish  at  Thy  will 

*  A  dffge,  noc  by  the  village  minstrel  in  Mr.  Dale's  "Widow  of  Nain.** 
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What  then  ii  man,  and  what  an  we 

That  thus  we  i«ek  to  ralM 
An  altar  in  our  hearts  to  Tbee, 

And  trom  our  lips  Th;  praise  T 
Ck  tlHR  be  room  (or  inbint  Siaim 

Where  kindling  leraph*  flame  I 
There  can — there  will,  for  Jesiu  rei| 

And  bids  us  bear  His  name. 


Meekly  in  thai  blest  name  we  bow 

To  Thee,  Almighty  Lord  ; 
Nor  dread  avenging  lightning*  now. 

Nor  fear  the  flaming  sword. 
He  lived  to  bleas,  and  died  to  nn ; 

And  light  by  Him  is  given 
To  guide  our  passage  to  the  gr»*ev 

And  throogh  the  grave  to  heaven. 

And  they,  by  whom  the  wisdom  cave 

That  raised  our  hopes  above  [ 
They,  who  fulfill'd  in  Jesus'  name 
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LOVE  AND  FEAR. 

[E  mighty  God  who  rules  above, 
[e  is  thy  Father  :  oh,  with  love, 

Confiding  love,  draw  near  : 
""^y  Father  is  the  mighty  God 
"^(Vho  spread  the  firmament  abroad  : 

Approach  with  holy  fear. 

TTiy  love  should  be  the  child's,  that  knows 
The  sweetness  of  secure  repose 

Upon  a  father's  breast ; 
Thy  fear,  the  feeling  pure  and  deep, 
That  prompts  him  watchfully  to  keep 

Meet  for  that  place  of  rest 

Oh,  watch  and  pf»y  that  both  may  be 
In  holy  union  found  in  thee  ; 

And  thou  shalt  soon  cdore 
Thy  God  and  Father  face  to  faoe^ 
Where  love,  in  its  own  native  place. 

Reveres  for  evermore. 


DEATH  CONQUERED. 

Shall  I  fear,  O  earth,  thy  bosom, 
Shrink  and  faint  to  lay  me  there, 

WlKWse  the  fragrant,  lovely  blossom 
Springs  to  gladden  earth  and  air  t 


LTKA  BKTTAintlCA. 

WhoKx  the  tree^  the  bnxik,  (be  Anr, 
Soft  clouds  floating  in  the  skf , 

AD  bb  ihiogt  come  wtibpering  mcr. 
Of  the  love  EKvinc  on  higfa  t 

To,  wheiHX  One  ume  Tictorion^ 
O'er  the  darkness  of  the  graTe; 

His  strong  inn  rerealing,  glorious 
In  lis  might  Diiine  to  save; 

No,  fair  earth  !  a  lender  mother 

Tboa  hast  been,  and  ^et  caost  be; 
And  through  Him,  mj  Lord  and  Brother, 
Sweet  dull  be  my  tat  In  tbec  t 
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Angels  and  men  resign  joor  cbuin 

To  pity,  mercy,  lore,  and  grace  ; 
These  glories  crown  Jehovah's  name 

With  an  incomparable  blaze : 
Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  T 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 

In  wonder  lost,  with  trembling  joy. 

We  take  the  pardon  of  our  God, 
Pardon  for  crimes  of  deepest  dye  ; 

A  pardon  bought  with  Jesn*s  blood  : 
Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  T 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 

O  may  this  strange,  this  matchless  grace, 

This  godlike  miracle  of  love, 
Fill  the  wide  earth  with  grateftd  praise, 

And  all  the  angelic  choirs  above  : 
Who  is  a  pardoning  God  like  Thee  ? 
Or  who  has  grace  so  rich  and  free  ? 
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HYMN  TO  JESUS. 

O  Lord,  when  we  the  path  retrace 
Which  Thou  on  earth  hast  trod, 

To  man  Thy  wondrous  love  and  grace, 
Thy  £uthfuhiess  to  God  :— 

Thy  love  by  man,  so  sorely  tried, 
Prored  strongter  than  the  grave  ; 

The  very  spear  that  pierced  Thy  side 
Drew  forth  the  blood  to  save. 

K  a 


L«il  only  ti>  the  cross. 

^l  Lori,  -.v:;h  Jj^rriw  aii'l  with  shame, 
We  mecklf  wou^J  confess. 

Bow  littk  we  <rbo  ti«ai  Tkj  aatae, 
"nj  nW,  Thy  w^s  eiprss. 

Gl«e  M  thf  mock,  Tby  towlr  mind : 

We  vtMkI  obedleiit  be  i 
Aal  iH  oar  m:  and  [ileBSBte  find, 

U  fcfl— iTiip  with  Thee. 


FAITH  AND  COMMUNION. 

WhKM  Sutf  Ifewklined  with  sin  and 
To  Jcn^  ovo  I  trtnbliiig  came. 
Bnrden'ii  with  goilt.  md  full  of  lear, 
Y«l  drawn  bjr  love,  I  Tentiurd  ni 
[■xnloa  I  kmoA,  uid  peace  with  God, 
1b  Jcsu's  iMi,  Uoiiii^  blood. 

M7  sJn  is  guDf,  id;  (em  uc  o'er, 
I  ihun  His  pnsenoe  now  do  more ; 
lie  tia  n))an  Ibe  ihroao  utffKX, 
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l^y  faith  that  voice  I  also  hear  ; 
1 1   answers  doubt,  it  stills  each  fear  : 
iTi'  accuser  seeks  in  vain  to  move 
TTie  wrath  of  Him  whose  name  is  Love ; 
charge  against  the  sons  of  God 
silenced  by  th'  atoning  blood. 


I  can  rest  without  a  fear  ; 
iy  this,  to  God  I  now  draw  near ; 
iy  this,  I  triimiph  over  sin, 
^or  this  has  made,  and  keeps  me  clean ; 
when  I  reach  the  throne  of  God, 
^"^ll  praise  that  rich,  atoning  blood. 


THE  LAMB  OF  GOD. 

of  God  !  our  souls  adore  Thee, 
While  upon  Thy  face  we  gaze  : 
the  Father's  love  and  glory 
Shine  in  all  their  brightest  rays  : 
^Jhine  Almighty  power  and  wisdom 

All  creation's  works  proclaim  : 
heaven  and  earth  alike  confess  Thee, 
As  the  ever  great  "  I  am." 

Xamb  of  God  !  Thy  Father's  bosom 

Ever  was  Thy  dwelling-place  $ 
His  delight  in  Him  rejoicing. 

One  with  Him,  in  power  and  grace  : 
Oh,  what  wondrous  love  and  mercy  ! 

Thoo  didst  lay  Thy  glory  by, 
And  for  us  didst  come  from  heaven 

As  the  Lamb  of  God  to  die. 

Lamb  of  God  !  when  we  behold  Thee 

Lowly  in  the  manger  laid  ; 
Wandering  as  a  homeless  stranger, 

In  the  world  Thy  hands  had  made ; 
When  we  see  Thee  in  the  garden 

In  Thine  agony  of  blood — 
At  Thy  grace  we  are  confounded, 

Holy,  spotless,  Lamb  of  God  ! 


LYRA  BRITAinnCA. 

V>hm  we  sec  The«  u  the  Ttetim, 

Bound  to  th<  lEcortW  tree. 
For  OUT  guilt  and  wttow  Etrickoi, 

All  out  jdd^ent  borne  bj  Tliee : 
Lord,  we  own,  with  heart*  adoring 

Thou  has  loved  us  onto  blood ; 
Gloiy,  gloiy,  CTcrListing, 

Be  to  Thee,  Thon  Lamb  of  God  ! 


SIR  EDWARD   DENNY,  BART 


THE  HEART  WATCHIXG  FOR  THE  MOW 
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'  «:>  xne,  then,  with  all  Thy  quickening  power, 

XYith  one  awakening  imile, 
^x:^d  bid  the  serpent's  trail  no  more 

"Xliy  beaateous  realms  defile. 

^^^'^^ine  was  the  cross,  with  all  its  frail 
Of  grace  and  peace  divine  ; 

Thine  the  crown  of  glory  now, 
"The  palm  of  victory  Thine. 


THE  MAN  OF  SORROWS. 

niOEiil  through  this  lonely  worlds 
The  blessed  Saviour  pass'd  ; 
mourner  all  His  life  was  Hi^ 
A  dying  Lamb  at  last. 


tender  heart  that  felt  for  all. 
For  all  its  life-blood  gave ; 
t  firand  on  earth  no  resting-place^ 
Save  only  in  the  grave. 

'^nch  was  our  Lord — and  shall  we  fear 

The  cross  with  all  its  scorn, 
Or  love  a  fidthless,  evil  world 

That  wreathed  His  brow  with  thorn  f 

Ho;  fiidng  all  its  frowns  or  smiles. 

Like  Him  obedient  still. 
We  homeward  press,  through  storm  or  calm, 

To  yoB  celestial  hllL 

In  tents  we  dwell  amid  the  wastes 

Nor  turn  aside  to  roam 
'In  folly's  paths,  nor  seek  omr  reA 
Where  Jesus  had  no  home. 

Dead  to  the  wodd,  with  Him  who  di«d 

To  win  our  hearts,  our  k>ve  ; 
We^  risen  with  our  risen  Head, 

In  spirit  dwell  above 


LYKA  BRTTAMNtCA. 

Bf  bith,  His  boQDdleis  gtorics  lltae, 
Oni  wond'ring  cjtb  behold ; 

Those  glories  which  ctenul  jcan 
Shall  never  aU  nnfold. 

Thii  lilU  OUT  hearts  with  deep  desiie 

To  lose  oureelTcs  in  love, 
Bean  all  oar  hopes  from  earth  awaj. 

And  fixes  them  above. 


THE  HEART  BIDDING  FAREWELL  TO 

Thou  vain,  deceitful  world,  bieweU  I 
Thine  idle  joys  no  more  we  love ; 

By  failh  in  brighter  worlds  we  dwell, 
In  spirit  fLod  our  home  above. 


JesiB,  we  go  with  TTiee,  to  taste 


rJ**' 
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Thy  spirit,  through  the  lonely  night 

From  earthly  joy  apart. 
Hath  sigh'd  for  one  that*s  far  away, — 

The  Bridegroom  of  thy  heart 

But  see,  the  night  is  waning  fast. 

The  breaking  mom  is  near. 
And  Jesus  comes  with  voice  of  love 

Thy  drooping  heart  to  cheer. 

He  comes,  for  oh,  His  yearning  heart 

No  more  can  bear  delay. 
To  scenes  of  full  unmingled  joy. 

To  call  His  Bride  away. 

Tills  earthy  the  scene  of  all  His  woe, 

A  homeless  wild  to  thee, 
^ull  soon  upon  His  heavenly  throne 

Its  rightful  King  shall  see. 

Thou  too  shalt  reign.  He  will  not  wear 

His  crown  of  joy  alone ; 
<Aiid  earth  His  royal  Bride  shall  see 

Beside  Him  on  the  throne. 

Then  weep  no  more ;  *tis  all  thine  own — 

His  crown.  His  joy  Divine ; 
•And,  sweeter  far  than  all  beside, 

He^  He  Himself  is  thine. 


REST  FOR  THE  WEARY. 

Whbrx,  in  this  waste,  unlovely  world. 

May  weary  hearts,  opprest 
With  thoughts  of  sorrows  yet  to  come. 

In  calm  assurance  rest  ? 

In  Him  who,  of  the  Father's  love. 

The  gradous  herald  came. 
Of  mercy  to  a  guilty  world. 

Of  blessing  through  His  name. 


Mil  chw«"r^ 


DAVID   DICKSON.  1 87 

O  blessed  Lord,  we  yet  shall  reign, 
KedeemM  from  sorrow,  sin,  and  pain. 

And  walk  with  Thee  in  white. 
We  suffer  now,  but  oh,  at  last 
A^e'U  bless  TfaMee,  Lord,  for  all  the  past. 

And  own  onr  cross  was  light 


DAVID  DICKSON. 
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THE  NEW  JERUSALEM. 

O ICOTUEE  dear,  Jerusalem  ! 

When  shall  I  come  to  thee  ? 
Vrhen  shall  my  sorrows  have  an  end. 

Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see  ? 
O  happy  harbour  of  God's  saints  I 

O  sweet  and  pleasant  soil  I 
Xn  thee  no  sorrow  may  be  found, 

No  grief^  no  care,  no  toil ! 

b  thee  no  sickness  is  at  all. 

No  hut,  nor  any  sore ; 
There  Is  no  death,  nor  ugly  sight. 

Bat  life  for  evermore. 
^0  HimmUh  douds  o'ershadow  thee, 

No  dull  nor  darksome  night ! 
2ttt  every  soul  shines  as  the  sun, 

For  God  Himself  gives  light 


«. 
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5es  arc  of  ivory, 
IndoiTs  cryila]  cl«ar, 

n-ith  beaten  gold. 


%3*J   Thy  si 

■  M        Whtre  angdt  do  appear. 

Thy  walls  arc  made  of  predous  stones. 

Thy  bulwarks  diamond  squsirv  ; 
Thy  gates  are  made  of  orienl  pearl, 

O  God  I  If  I  were  there. 


There  love  and  charity  do  reign. 

And  Christ  is  all  in  all  ; 
Whom  Ihey  most  peifccUy  behold 

In  gloiy  spiritual. 
They  lovT,  tlicy  praise,  Ihey  praise. 

They  "  Holy,  holy,"  cry  ; 
They  neither  toil,  nor  faint,  qot  end, 

But  laud  continiially. 
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Wben  shall  these  eyes  thy  heaven-built  walls 

And  pearly  gates  behold  ? 
Thy  bulwarks,  with  salvation  strong, 

And  streets  of  shining  gold  T 

O  when,  thou  city  of  my  God, 

Shall  I  thy  courts  ascend. 
Where  congregations  ne'er  break  up. 

And  Sabbaths  have  no  end  ? 

There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bloom. 

Nor  sin,  nor  sorrow  know  ; 
Blest  seats  !  through  rude  and  stormy  scenes, 

I  onward  press  to  you. 

Why  should  I  shrink  at  pain  and  woe, 

G^  feel  at  death  dismay  ? 
Fve  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view. 

And  realms  of  endless  day. 

Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets  there. 

Around  my  Saviour  stand  ; 
And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 

Will  join  the  glorious  band. 

Jerusalem  I  my  happy  home  ! 

My  soul  still  pants  for  thee ; 
Then  shall  my  labours  have  an  end. 

When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 


_YRA   ERITANNICA. 


WnUAH  CHATTERTON  TUX 


)■■  imMm<Miitin.'ni  iiiiiiiii  in  ii  iiiiiiii— ^<""*^^M       ^ 


EHPHANV. 
As  with  glodnm  men  of  old 
JM  tbc  gvUliis  ttu  bt^old  I 
A*  wUh  jiy  dicy  Wlad  tu  llelii, 
Lcadine  umnud,  lietinitBg  btt^ : 
So,  RUMit  gmdous  Lotd,  may  w* 
ETcntuiK  be  ltd  ti)  Tlio*. 


A»  wftli  joyfiil  sirpi  llwy  uprf 
To  that  lowly  mnngw-bed ; 
T&dV  la  benri  ilic  knee  befiire 
Him  whom  lieaven  and  earth  kdon : 
Ko  miy  wc  wilb  willing  feel, 
C*u  uek  die  mcTcy-seBt. 


A*  Uwy  ofleieil  glAt  mtwl  rare 
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In  the  heavenly  countiy  bright 
Need  they  no  created  light ; 
Thou,  its  light,  its  joy,  its  crown, 
Thoo,  its  snn  which  goes  not  down  ; 
There  for  ever,  may  we  sing 
AUeluias  to  our  Khig. 
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SALVATION. 

AWjiKE,  ye  saints,  and  raise  your  eyes. 

And  lift  your  voices  high  ; 
Awake;,  and  praise  tliat  sovereign  love, 

That  shows  salvation  nigh. 

On  all  the  wings  of  time  it  flies  : 
Each  moment  brings  it  near ; 

Then  welcome  each  declining  day  I 
Welcome  each  closing  year ! 

Not  many  years  their  round  shall  run. 

Nor  many  mornings  rise, 
£ie  all  its  glories  stand  reveal'd 

To  our  admiring  eyes. 

Yc  wheels  of  nature,  speed  your  course  ; 

Ye  mortal  powers  decay  ; 
Fast  as  ye  bring  the  night  of  death, 

Ye  bring  eternal  day. 


LVRA  BRITAmtlCA. 


Grace  I  'tis  a 

Harmonious  to  mine  ear; 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resonnd, 

And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 

Giacc  lint  contrived  a  way 

To  save  rebellious  man  ; 
And  all  the  steps  that  grace  displ*)', 

Which  drew  the  wondrous  plaiL 

Grace  taught  my  wandering  feet 
To  tread  the  heavenly  road ; 

And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet. 
While  pres^ng  on  to  God. 

Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown 
Ttirough  everlasting  dajs  ; 

It  lays  in  ticavcn  the  topmost  stones 
And  well  deserves  the  praise. 


THE  CHRISTI,\N  RACE. 
Istrelch  every  ni 
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Saviour,  introduced  by  Thee, 
Have  I  my  race  begun  ; 
"^Vud  crowned  with  victory,  at  Thy  feet 
ril  lay  my  honours  down. 


FOR  NEW-YEAR'S  DAY. 

'  "Vernal  Source  of  every  joy ! 
^^^^ell  may  Thy  praise  our  lips  employ, 
^^^Tiile  in  Thy  temple  we  appear, 
^X^bose  goodness  crowns  the  circling  year. 

^^yiiilc,  as  the  wheels  of  nature  roll, 
\y  hand  supports  the  steady  pole  ; 
le  sun  is  taught  by  Thee  to  rise, 
^j^rlcti^ss  when  to  veil  the  skies. 


le  flowery  spring  at  Thy  conmiand 
;inbalms  the  air,  and  paints  the  land  ; 

e  summer  rays  with  vigour  shine, 
b  raise  the  com  and  cheer  the  vine. 


hand  in  autumn  richly  pours 
■"Through  all  our  coasts  redundant  stores  ; 
--And  winter,  softened  by  Thy  cares, 
1  o  more  a  face  of  horror  wears. 


and  months,  and  weeks,  and  days, 
^)emand  successive  songs  of  praise  ; 
StUl  be  the  cheerful  homage  paid 
^^ATith  opening  light  and  closing  shade. 

^lere  in  Thy  house  shall  incense  rise, 
"^  circling  Sabbaths  bless  our  eyes  ; 
-^nd  still  we  make  Thy  mercies  known, 
-A«mnd  Thy  board,  and  roimd  our  own. 

^  may  OUT  more  harmonious  tongues 
^  Worlds  unknown  pursue  these  songs  ; 
-A^  in  those  brighter  courts  adore, 
•Vl^ere  dajrs  and  years  revolve  no  more. 


LYRA  BRITANKICA. 


ON  OPENING  A  PLACE  OF  WORSHr 
And  Bill  ihe  prat  eternal  God 
On  earth  establish  His  abode  T 
And  will  He  from  His  radiant  thttme 
Avow  our  temples  for  His  own! 

We  bring  the  tribute  of  our  praise, 
And  sing  ihal  condescending  grace, 
Which  to  our  notes  wUI  lend  an  ear. 
And  call  such  sinfid  mortals  ne>j. 

Our  Father's  watchful  care  we  blea^ 
Which  guards  our  Churches  here  in  pa 
Thai  no  tumultuous  foes  invade. 
To  make  our  trembling  souls  afnld. 

These  walls  we  to  Thine  honour  raise  ; 
Long  may  they  echo  with  Thy  praise ; 
And  Thou,  descending,  till  the  place 
With  choLctst  tokens  of  Thy  grace. 


Here  lei  the  gre:!!  Reiii 
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'^\'hen  death  o'er  nature  shall  prevail, 
^nd  all  the  powers  of  language  fall, 
Joy  through  my  swimming  eyes  shall  break, 
And  mean  the  thanks  I  cannot  speak. 

3at  oh  I  when  that  last  conflict's  o*er, 

Jind  I  am  chainM  to  flesh  no  more, 

~With  what  glad  accents  shall  I  rise, 
To  join  the  music  of  the  skies  I 

^oon  shall  I  learn  the  exalted  strains 
AVhich  echo  o*er  the  heavenly  plains ; 
And  emnlate,  with  joy  unknown. 
The  glowing  seraphs  round  Thy  throne. 

The  cheerful  tribute  will  I  give, 

^ng  as  a  deathless  soul  can  live ; 
A  work  so  sweet,  a  theme  so  high, 
^^emands  and  crowns  eternity. 


DIVINE  MERCY. 

^  RBAT  Ruler  of  all  nature's  frame. 
We  own  Thy  power  divine  ; 
"c  hear  Thy  breath  in  every  storm. 
For  all  the  winds  are  Thine. 

ide  as  they  sweep  their  sounding  way 
They  work  Thy  sovereign  will ; 
awed  by  Thy  majestic  voice. 
Confusion  shall  be  still. 

ly  mercy  tempers  every  blast 
To  them  that  seek  Thy  face, 

mingles  with  the  tempest's  roar 
The  whispers  of  Thy  grace. 

-fc-^iosc  gentle*  whispers  let  me  hear. 
Till  all  the  tumult  cease  ; 

gales  of  paradise  shall  lull 
My  weary  soul  to  peace. 

o  2 
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GOD  IN  PROVIDENCE. 

O  God  of  Jacob,  by  whose  haad 
Thine  Israel  still  U  Ted, 

Who  through  this  weaiy  pilgrimnge 
Halh  all  our  fathers  led  ; 

To  Thee  our  hnmWe  vows  we  raise. 

To  Thee  adilresj  our  prayer, 
And  in  Thy  kind  and  faithful  breast 

Depodt  all  our  caie. 

If  Thon,  through  each  perplexing  path, 

Wilt  be  OUT  constant  guide  ; 
If  Thou  wilt  daily  bread  supply. 

And  raiment  wilt  provide  ; 

If  Thou  wilt  spread  Thy  shield  aroimd  >_ 
Till  these  our  wanderings  cease^ 

Aud  al  our  Father's  loved  abode. 
Our  souls  arrive  in  peace  : 
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^TTiose  characters  shall  fair  abide 

Oar  everlasting  trust, 
^iVhen  gems  and  monuments  and  crowns 

Are  mouldered  down  to  dust 

So^  gracious  Saviour,  on  my  breast 

May  Thy  dear  name  be  worn, 
A  saa«d  ornament  and  guard, 

To  endless  ages  borne. 


I30D  THE  LIGHT  OF  HIS  SAINTS. 

Ye  golden  lamps  of  heaven,  farewell, 

With  all  your  feeble  light ; 
Farcwdl,  thou  ever-changing  moon. 

Pale  empress  of  the  night 

And  thou,  refulgent  orb  of  day, 

In  brighter  flames  arra/d  ; 
My  soul,  that  springs  beyond  thy  sphere, 

No  more  demands  thine  aid. 

Ye  stars  are  but  the  shining  dust 

Of  my  Divine  abode, 
The  pavement  of  those  heavenly  courts 

Where  I  shall  reign  with  God. 

The  Father  of  eternal  light 
Shall  there  His  beams  display, 

Kor  shall  one  momcnt^s  darkness  mi;^ 
With  that  unvaried  day. 

No  more  the  drops  of  piercing  grief 

Shall  swell  into  mine  eyes, 
Kor  the  meridian  sun  decline 

Amidst  those  brighter  skies. 

There  all  the  millions  of  His  saints 

Shall  in  one  song  unite. 
And  each  the  bliss  of  all  shall  view 

With  infinite  deUght 
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THE  WISE  CHOICE. 
Beset  iritli  soares  on  erciy  band. 
Id  life's  nncertaiii^ili  I  stand  : 
Saviour  Ditine,  diRiise  Thy  light 
To  guide  mv  doubtful  footsteps  ri^t. 

Eiif^af^  this  loring,  tirachercms  had 

To  lU  on  Maiy's  bctto-  part ; 

To  sconi  thr  trifles  of  ■  day 

Fot  joys  that  dodc  on  take  airay. 

Tbcn  let  the  wildest  xlonns  arise ; 
Let  tempests  mingle  earth  and  skies  £ 
No  CUal  shipwitck  shall  I  fear. 
But  all  my  treasures  with  me  bear. 

If  Thoo,  mt  Jesus,  still  be  nigh, 
Cheerfol  I'll  live,  aikd  jovfxil  die  : 
Secnrr,  when  mortal  comforts  fie^ 
To  find  tea  tbouund  worlds  in  Thee. 


Hi 
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L^saven  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 
Tl^    ^^*^    '^^^  renewed  shall  daily  hear ; 

Xife*s  latest  hour  I  bow, 
l)less  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 


CTHRISrS  MESSAGE. 

^  the  glad  sound  !  the  Saviour  comes. 

Saviour  promised  long ; 
^'very  heart  prepare  a  throne, 

every  voice  a  song. 


Him  the  Spirit,  largely  pour'd, 
erts  its  sacred  fire  ; 
^^om,  and  might,  and  zeal,  and  love, 
^iis  holy  breast  inspire. 

^  comes  the  prisoners  to  release, 
^n  Satan's  bondage  held  ; 

gates  of  brass  before  Him  burst, 
TTie  iron  fetters  yield. 

<  comes  from  thickest  films  of  vice, 
To  dear  the  mental  ray, 
d  on  the  e3rcballs  of  the  blind 
To  pour  celestial  day. 

e  comes  the  broken  heart  to  bind, 
The  bleeding  soul  to  cure, 

with  the  treasures  of  His  grace, 
T*  enrich  the  humble  poor. 

is  silver  trumpets  publish  loud 
The  jubilee  of  the  Lord ; 

debts  are  all  remitted  now, 
Our  heritage  restored ! 


^!Dur  glad  hosannas.  Prince  of  peace. 
Thy  welcome  shall  proclaim  ; 

-^nd  heaven's  eternal  arches  ring 
With  Thy  belovM  name. 


1 


So  may  Thy  Spirit  seal  mj  son]. 

And  mtnild  U  Eo  Thjr  win  | 
~hal  my  fend  heart  no  tacm  majr  ttrvf. 

But  keep  Thy  o^vcmmt  sijll. 

Still  ntiy  WF  gain  supenor  sliength, 

And  press  with  vigour  on, 
Till  roll  perr«:baD  crown  oar  h(>pe% 

And  Gk  OS  near  Thy  throne 


THE  LAW  OF  LO^'E. 
Far  from  Thy  servants,  Cal  of  grace 
The  unftwling  heart  remove  [ 

And  rorm  in  our  obedient  soul* 
The  image  of  Thy  lore. 


O  may  our  sympathiang  brewts 
Thy  generous  pleasure  LnoWi 

Kindly  to  share  in  others'  joj. 
And  weep  for  others'  wo« ! 


d 
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^HE  DEATH  OF  A  VOUNG  CHRISTIAN.* 

^  ieart  was  in  heaven,  and  she  cared  not  for  earth, 

Wot  all  Umt  its  pleasures  afford  ; 

~  death  was  to  her  bat  a  life-giving  birth, 

**  sbe  lived  in  the  joy  of  her  Lord. 

"*  ralley  she  waDc'd  like  an  angel  of  love, 
"**■  to  lighten  our  sonowfiil  shade, 
S''4d  to  revisit  that  r^an  above, 
*^Ere  it  first  was  in  glory  array'd. 

'~'    was  imprcss'd  on  her  sweet-beaming  brow. 
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Ai  (rom  ■  dailc  prison  she  Etrngglcd  umy 

To  a  maiuioD  of  God  in  the  sky  ; 
And  bcr  light  ii  now  lost  in  the  brightness  at4»j, 

In  the  glory  thst  ncvir  &luU  die. 

Sweet  pledge  of  a  sanctified  rest  in  the  skies. 

Her  life  was  a  Sabbath  of  peace  ; 
And  (he  day  that  beheld  her  dear  Saviour  arise. 

Was  the  day  of  her  spirit's  release. 


O  God  of  nature  and  of  gTsce, 
How  loitly  is  Thy  dwelling-place  I 
The  temple  where  Thou  art  adored 
As  nnivcrsal  King  and  Ixird  ; 
\\'hcre  mecl  the  5 ini])lc -hearted  just 
In  holy  awe  and  childlike  trust. 
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O  God  of  nature  and  of  grace, 

How  spadous  is  Thy  dwelling-place  ! 

From  low-roofd  churches,  towers  sublime, 

From  minsters  sanctified  by  time. 

And  homes  where  humble  Christians  dwell. 

What  songs  of  spiritual  gladness  swell ! 

Joining  the  hymn  of  earth  and  sea. 

And  starry  heavens,  that  mounts  to  Thee. 


D.  T.  K.  DRUMMOND. 

tBV.  D.  T.  K.  DKVMlf OND  is  the  youngest  son  of  James  Dnunmond,  of  Aberuchill, 
He  was  bora  st  Edinburgh,  and  educated  for  the  Episcopal  Church.    In  1830,  he 
ia  the  Engfith  Church,  and  for  two  years  held  a  charge  in  the  neighbourhood 
He  Is  at  present  incumbent  of  St.  Thomas's  Episcopal  Chapd,  Edinburgh.  Among 
as  pwHIArd  **  Last  Scenes  in  the  Life  of  Christ,"  and  "  Memoirs  of  Mon- 


"  CHRIST  SHALL  GIVE  THEE  LIGHT." 

Thou  earth,  o'er  which  the  curse  of  sin 

Has  flung  the  shroud  of  night. 
On  thee  the  day-spring  hath  appeared, 

For  Christ  shall  give  thee  light. 

O  sinner  !  on  whose  soul  hath  dwelt 

Sin's  deep  and  deadly  blight, 
Arise  !  hope  dawns  upon  the  tomb. 

For  Christ  shall  give  thee  light. 

Christian  !  does  thy  pathway  seem 

Dark  to  thy  feeble  sight  ? 
Direct  thine  eyes-to  Christ  on  high. 

For  He  shall  give  thee  light 

Soldier  !  does  the  shadowy  foe 

Darken  the  field  of  fight  ? 
Dauntless  hold  up  the  shield  of  faith, 

For  Christ  shall  give  thee  light. 


LYRA  BRITAKKICA. 

Mourner  '.  has  uirrow  bow'f  thj  heart 

In  sad  and  dreary  night  I 
Smile  through  tliy  lean,  the  iaj  i*  al^M 

When  Christ  shall  giyt  tbee  li^iL 

Thou  trembling  one,  who  raoH  mppew 
Before  Christ  in  His  might  I 

He  is  thy  JuJ(>e,  but  He  is  lo*^ 
And  l[i;  shall  give  thee  light 

Dicis'd  hcit  of  glory  !  hast  than  reach'd 
Thy  home  so  pure  and  bright ! 

Thy  heritage  is  sure,  for  Christ 
For  ever  gives  thee  light 


"GOD  IS  LOVE." 

What  is  the  Lord  ?    Survey  the  wodi. 

Each  lull,  each  vale,  each  stream,  adip^ 
From  ever}'  roi:k,  and  field,  and  tre^ 
e  replies,  thai  "  God  is  love  I" 
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Yeto*,^  ^'^ood,  and  stained  with  blood, 
Uttering   /^t  Ijroods  the  holy  Dove, 
'^^^^^  all  eternity, 

small  voice,  that  "  God  is  love  !" 


HEAVEN, 
^rj^lt  glorious  home  above, 

^^  testing-place  of  peace  and  love, 
*he  pilgrim's  sweet  abode. 

Oh  for  an  angel's  wing. 
To  soar  above  the  skies, 
'^JDd  join  the  angelic  choir  who  sing 
Their  hallow'd  symphonies ! 

Pure  mansions  of  the  blest. 
Prepared  by  Jesus'  hand, 
^Tiat  all  His  own  may  sweetly  rest 
Safe  in  Emmanuel's  land. 

May  each  we  love  be  there, 
From  death  and  darkness  free  ; 
Oar  joy  unspeakable  to  share 
Throughout  eternity. 


.'.  -.tn  ^ 


i  1 


.    .._      Mi 


■r!i.**  ■■  «***?  •  "1^  ^^^  ^1^ 


I«£iCr.i:..--     t 

3u^  on  mr'iiiin'  sfi^ 


- .  ■  "••'i  art  :be  Hifp; 
>tr  srii."  iiit:  -"Tbe  1 
aK  pc&  £^  Dr. 


CHARITY. 

C  ^xi  !f;  s  sooni  her  prdse  abra 
>»«c  Cy^-:rr.  ihc  duld  of  God! 

Tijc  i^elur'd  lobes  of  nusoy  rest ; 

\\~hv\  vhan  »he  sees  the  safieier  hi 
Rec'x'.cfo^  of  name,  or  sect,  or  creed 
Coaes  viih  prompt  hand  and  lool 
To  bv&:be  his  wounds  in  oil  and  w& 

Wno  in  her  lobe  the  sinner  hideii 
Ana  >vX>;hcs  and  pities  while  she  c 
Who  lends  an  ear  to  every  cry. 
And  asks  no  plea  bat  misery. 

ll&r  lender  mercies  freelv  hJL 
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Sh^  d^***  *:«s«ei«<l  their  name  or  birth, 

^   -l     ^*^   iaa  heaven,  she  smiled  on  earth  ; 
r^^^^^^^tLial  graces  blest, 

^"~ ^tJie  last — the  greatest — best 

I         ^^^li  and  Hope,  from  earth  set  free, 
__  ^^i.  l)oundless  ecstasy, 

S^'m     ^^^^^li^er  of  the  skies, 

^^^"^"^^  to  heaven,  and  never  dies. 


^    ^  Doming  of  the  lord. 

^  ^^* T^J^  ^^«^  desert  comes  awful  and  shrill : 
••The  A>OTtl   i«,       ,        .  , 

^A  ckf  -r         ^vanang — prepare  ye  the  way ; 

^^^^'^  ^^^  <lajk  world  pour  the  splendour  of  day. 

^'^^^  be  th^^  proud  mountain,  though  towering  to  heaven, 

^^^  lA  Tv=»  ^"^  valley  exalted  on  high  ! 
•r\ic  ^^'g^^^^^^  and  crooked  be  made  smooth  and  even. 
For,        xi,  y^^  j^^^  ^,^^  Redeemer,  is  nigh." 

The  lon^  *  ^^vation  His  progress  illume, 

.«-   -.we*  a^  ^^^"^^JT  wilderness  sings  of  her  God : 
The  rose  an^  ♦v     -^      ,     ,   „      ,  j    ,    , , 
KrA  the     1  .^^  myrtle  shall  suddenly  bloom, 

^^e  of  peace  spread  its  branches  abroad. 


^"^ORY  THROUGH  CHRIST. 

^*^v^  thanks  to  God  the  Lord  I 

"^e  victory  is  ours  ; 
"^^^  hell  is  overcome 

^y  Christ's  triumphant  powers. 
The  monster  sin 

In  chains  is  bound. 
And  death  has  felt 
His  mortal  wound. 


LYRA   BStTANMlCA. 

Oppiesi'd  bf  guilt  and  woe^ 
Id  darlcnr^  long  w«  lay  j 
Till  Chris!  on  earth  appeu'd. 
Then  all  wss  boundless  daj. 
With  terror  slruclc. 
The  host  of  nig^t 
Fl«d  in  (lespiir. 
To  shun  the  light. 

Now  o'er  the  vanquish'd  tomb. 

Behold  the  trophy  blaze  ; 
The  banner  of  the  Cross, 
That  pours  its  streaming  myl. 
To  mark  the  path 

Where  Jesus  trod. 
And  upward  guide 
Oar  steps  to  God. 

Give  thanks  to  God  the  Lord ! 

The  victory  is  won  ; 
And  up  the  path  to  heaven 
Our  march  is  now  begun. 
The  hymn  of  joy 
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VThik  sounds,  with  high  ecstasy  filling 

My  soul,  all  around  me  should  rise ; 
From  harps  of  blest  seraphim  thrilling 

Unseen  as  they  float  through  the  skies. 


JOHN   DRYDEN. 


of  Brfdsh  poets,  JOHN  DRYDEN,  was  born  at  Aldwinkle,  Nortluuiiptoii* 
c  ^  A«c«Mt,  1631.  He  was  educated  at  Westminster  School,  and  Trinity  CoQegCt 
.  He  pomed  the  career  of  a  poet  and  man  of  letters,  under  a  Tariety  of  external 
rci.  His  poena,  pisys.  and  prose  works  hare  been  edited  by  Sir  Walter  Scott,  ia 
ta«o  vohoBca.  Dryden  <fied  on  the  ist  May,  1700.  He  was  interred  ia  Westminster 
is  hia  tnnslation  of  VirgiL 


CREATOR  SPIRIT  I  BY  WHOSE  AID. 

Creator  Spirit !  by  whose  aid 
The  world's  foundations  first  were  laid, 
Come,  visit  every  pious  mind ; 
Come,  pour  Thy  joys  on  human  kind  ; 
From  sin  and  sorrow  set  us  free. 
And  make  Thy  temples  worthy  Thee. 

O  Source  of  uncreated  light  ! 
The  Father's  promised  Paraclete  ! 
Thrice  holy  fount,  thrice  holy  fire, 
Oor  hearts  with  heavenly  love  inspire  ; 
Come,  and  Thy  sacred  unction  bring. 
To  sanctify  us  while  we  sing. 

Plenteous  of  grace,  descend  from  high, 

Rich  in  Thy  sevenfold  energy  ! 

Thou  strength  of  His  Almighty  hand. 

Whose  power  doth  heaven  and  earth  command. 

Proceeding  Spirit,  our  defence, 

Who  dost  the  gift  of  tongues  dispense. 

And  crown*st  Thy  gift  with  eloquence, — 

Refine  and  purge  our  earthly  parts. 
But  oh  I  inflame  and  fire  our  hearts ! 


,-A^  the  Infe""  "* 

__     131.11="  f»°^ 


j^^ROM^^ 
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TkNigh  the  night  be  dark  and  dveaxy, 

DtikneBs  cannot  hide  from  Thee  ; 
Thoa  art  He,  who^  never  weary, 

Watdiest  where  Thy  people  be. 

Though  destruction  walk  around  a% 

Though  the  arrow  past  us  fly. 
Angel-guards  from  Thee  surround  us  ; 

We  are  safe  if  Thou  aft  nigh. 

Should  swift  death  this  night  overtake  us, 

And  our  couch  become  our  tomb, 
May  the  mom  in  heaven  awake  us, 

Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom. 


THE  SABBATH  EVENING. 

Is  thece  a  time  when  moments  flow 

More  lovelily  than  all  beside  ? 
It  is,  of  all  the  times  below, 

A  Sabbath  eve  in  summer  tide. 

Oh,  then  the  setting  sun  smiles  fair ; 

And  all  below,  and  all  above 
The  diflerent  forms  of  nature  wear 

One  universal  garb  of  love. 

And  then  the  peace  that  Jesus  beams, 
Tlie  life  of  grace,  the  death  of  sin. 

With  nature's  placid  woods  and  streams, 
Is  peace  ¥rithout,  and  peace  within. 

Ddii^itfiil  scene  ! — a  world  at  rest, 
A  God  all  love,  no  grief  nor  fear  : 

A  heavenly  hope,  a  peaceful  breast, 
A  smile,  unsullied  by  a  tear  1 

If  heaven  be  ever  felt  below, 

A  scene  celestial  as  this 
May  cause  a  heart  on  earth  to  know 

Some  foretaste  of  unmingled  bliss. 

P  2 


LYRA  BRITAimiCA. 

Ddigfatfiil  bonrl  how  soon  wOl  nigbt 
Spread  her  dark  mantle  o'er  thjr  mga 

And  morrow't  quick  retarning  ligbt 
Must  oil  OS  to  tbc  worid  again. 

Vet  win  there  dawn  al  last  a  day— 
A  mn  th&t  never  sets  shall  rise ; 

Night  will  not  veil  its  ceaseless  ny  t 
The  heavenly  Sabtntb  never  dial 


AS  OFT,  WITH  WORN  AND  WEARY 

As  oR,  with  worn  and  weaiy  feet, 
We  Iread  earth's  ragged  valley  o'a. 

The  thought  how  comfc^ii^  and 
Christ  Irod  this  very  path  before  I 

Onr  wants  and  weaknesses  He  knowi^ 

From  life's  lirst  dawning  to  its  closc^ 


Do  sickness,  feebleness. 
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SPIRITUAL  PEACE. 

Hb,  sacred  peace,  delightful  guest, 
Kise  thj  heaven  within  my  breast ! 
f  soothing  power,  thy  gladdening  raj 
d  gives,  and  none  can  take  away. 

tormy  world,  a  heart  of  sin 
ke  strife  without  and  fear  within  ; 
God  can  give  the  soul  repose, 
w^  toss*d  by  storms  and  press*d  by  foesL 

petual  summer,  cloudless  skies, 
;nshing  spring  which  never  dies;, 
able  in  the  desert  spread, 
•illow  for  the  weary  head, — 

h  is  the  peace  which  God  can  give^ 
sweetest  portion  while  I  live  ; 
I  when  the  last  dark  hour  draws  n^h, 
sweetest  solace  as  I  die. 


lUST  IN  GOD  IN  ANXIETY. 

Y  should  I,  in  vain  repining, 
[oom  the  clouds  that  cross  my  way  ? 
«  my  Saviour's  presence  shining 
oms  the  darkness  into  day. 

:hly  honour,  earthly  treasure, 
11  the  warmest  passions  win, 

I  the  silken  wings  of  pleasure^ 
nly  waft  us  on  to  sin. 

within  the  vale  of  sorrow, 

II  with  tempests  over-blown, 
est  light  and  joy  we  borrow 
rom  the  &ce  of  God  alone. 

Icome,  then,  eadi  darker  token  ; 
lercy  sent  it  firom  above  : 
the  heart,  subdued,  not  broken, 
kiids  in  fear,  and  melts  with  love. 


StraNck  Ihal,  through  grac«,  in  one  * 
Such  diverse  characters  combined  ; 
Son  of  thunder,  vcnce  of  love. 
Eagle  strength  in  gentle  dove. 

And  while  Ite  on  W*  Savioar'*  brcKtf 
Foond  his  place  of  nmsl  rest. 
Burst  on  his  piujdictii:  eye 
Depths  of  nonJroUi  avpAery. 

And  so  wUh  us.  wbcn  once  we  place 
Our  tnist  in  Chnst's  sustaining  giace. 
The  .iprit,  erst  bow  G«rcc  utd  wil<l, 
Tunis  to  Him  as  conSdiag  child, 

ProspMtivr  breaVs  a  'brighter  ifaf  ; 
And  at  icencs  present  pan  sway. 
The  fOul,  'mid  noise  nnd  strife  set  free. 
Hears  one  voice  only,  "  Follow  mc" 


TRUST  IN  CHRIST. 

The  CThristinn's  voice'  it  low  and  naeek,  ■ 

The  Christian's  strength  is  faint  and  weaik  [   J 
Vet  that  meek  Trace  .^  :, 
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The  foremost  of  the  warrior  band. 
Who  bore  the  cross  o'er  sea  and  land  ; 
The  first  in  perils,  toils,  and  woes, 
*Midst  stripes  and  deaths  and  fiercest  foes ; — 

He  boasts  but  of  infirmities, 

In  those  his  chiefest  glory  lies  : 

So  doth  our  all  on  God  depend, 

Our  Strength,  our  Guardian,  and  our  Friend. 


CHARLOTTE  ELIZABETH. 

:  EUZABBTH  wms  born  at  Norwich,  on  the  ist  October,  1790.  Sh«  was  the  only 
the  RcT.  Mkhad  Browne,  rector  of  St  Giles'  parish  fai  that  city.  At  an  early 
sccpccd  the  hand  of  Captain  George  Phclan.  of  the  60th  Rifles,  but  this  union 
ihapfijr  one.  Thrown  upon  her  own  reNources.  she  contributed  to  the  Dublin 
f,  sad  otherwiM  sooi^t  a  ttrelihood  by  lettered  indttstry.  She  resided  suc< 
DubfiB.  CfiitoiW  Sandhitrai.  and  Ijondon.  In  1^34,  she  became  editor  of  The 
Her  hnsband,  Captnin  Phelaxi,  who  had  sought  to  deprive  her 
ified  in  1837.  After  th»f  years  of  widowhood,  she  married  Mr.  L.  H. 
to  retain  her  two  Christkn  names  as  her  literary  desipiation.  She 
wiik  her  necood  husband,  at  Blackheath.  Kent,  till  her  death,  which 
aath  Joly.  zl4&    Her  works  are  very  numerous. 


THE  ROSE  OF  SHARON.* 

Ross  of  Sharon,  far  excelling 

Every  flower  of  mortal  birth. 
From  the  glories  of  Thy  dwelling. 

Look  upon  us  plants  of  earth. 
Here  Thou  once  didst  suffer  anguish. 

Drought,  and  floods,  and  darkened  sky  ; 
Here  beneath  the  tempest  languish, 

When  the  storm  of  wrath  was  high. 

Rose  of  Sharon  !  then  debased, 

None  can  now  with  Thee  compare  ; 
In  seraphic  anthems  praised, 

Fahest  plant  of  all  the  fair. 

nd  dw  two  foUawixkg  hymns  are  transcribed  from  "  Posthumous  and 
ns,"  by  Oirlottc  Efiabeth.    London,  1846. 


T.VKA    URITANNICA, 

Ever  fregnot  and  unfading, 
ThoD  dost  in  perfection  grow, 

Hiough  deslnictioD  BlUpervading 
Devastate  the  irorld  below. 

Rose  of  Shsron  I  may  we  never 

Blush  the  deep-red  tint  of  shaiii^ 
If  the  world  in  sconi  should  sever 

From  the  plants  thai  bear  Th;  atat 
Us,  Thy  feeble  saplings,  noniilh 

By  Thy  wisdom,  power,  and  love  j 
May  we  blossom  here,  and  flourish 

In  Thy  paradise  above. 


EARTHLY  TRIALS  AND  HEAVENLY  • 

TRiBitLATiON,  pain,  and  woe 
Are  Ihe  Christian's  lot  below  ; 
Glory,  [Humph,  peace,  uid  love 
Are  the  Chrisllan's  crown  above. 

Shall  we  sporl  a  little  while 
In  the  world's  deceitful  smSe, — 
Careless  how  we  waste  oar  breath. 
Thoughtless  of  eternal  death! 

No  ;  if  Christian  souls  we  b^ 
live  to  Thee  ; 
■niRhlynftme, 
jrief  and  ^haine. 
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the  bond  of  sweet  commimiott 
^very  distant  soul  embrace, 
^U,  in  everlasting  union, 
'W'e  attain  our  resting-place. 

'tis  sweet,  each  other  aiding, 
companionship  to  move  ; 
pure  flame  and  heart  pervading, 
C^e  our  Lord,  our  faith,  our  love, 
when  each  can  bend,  imploring, 
oothing,  for  his  brother's  pain ; 
the  stumbling  foot  restoring, 
C^heer  him  to  the  race  again. 


&re  a  passing  breath  may  sever 
friends  in  dearest  union  tied ; 
■^t  created  power  shall  never 
Tear  us  from  our  Shepherd's  side. 
e,  and  death,  and  hell  combining, 
X^resent  things,  and  things  to  come, 
sumot  cloud  the  promise  shining, 
<^amiot  bar  us  f^om  our  home. 


ow  we  part  in  tearful  sadness, 
bearing  forth  the  precious  grain  : 
e  shall  yet,  in  mirth  and  gladness. 
Bring  our  harvest  sheaves  again. 
us,  while  fond  affection  weepeth, 
Paifli  exalts  her  cheering  voice ; 
e  that  soweth,  he  that  reapeth 
Will  together  soon  rejoice. 


THE  TRUE  PROTECTOR.* 

^^OLY  Saviour,  mighty  King, 
0*cr  me  spread  Thy  guardian  wing : 
A?Vhcn  by  trembling  fears  distressed, 
X^t  me  flee  to  Thee  and  rest. 


i*« 


(C^4^y^  ^^iaor  Poems  of  Charlotte  Elizabeth,  written  especially  for 
DubUn.    3aino,  pp.  93. 


LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

Cill  me,  keep  me  by  Thy  Mt, 
Teach  me  there  alone  to  hide : 
Where  for  safety  should  I  fiee^ 
If  my  footsteps  stiay'd  from  Thee! 

Wani  me  with  Thy  gentle  voice  ; 
Point  my  path,  and  guide  my  choice; 
Lei  me.  Lord,  in  Thee  possess 
Wisdom,  peace,  and  righteousnesL 


CHARLOTTE  ELLIOTT. 


CHARLOTTE  SLLIOTT.  3x9 

)b,  ever  pntent,  ever  nigh, 
esuS)  00  Thee  I  fix  mine  eye  ; 
Thoa  hear'st  the  contrite  spirit's  sigh  : 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  ! 

rf  7  only  Intercessor  Thoo, 
din^^  Thy  fragrant  incense  now 
^ith  eveiy  prayer  and  every  vow  ; 
Smile  on  my  evening  hour  1 

^nd  oh  I  when  life's  short  course  shall  end, 
^nd  death's  dark  shades  around  impend. 
If  y  God,  my  everlasting  Friend, 
Smile  on.  my  evening  hour  I 


THE  HOUR  OF  PRAYER. 

^Y  God,  is  any  hour  so  sweet, 
Fxom  blush  of  mom  to  evening  star, 
^  that  whidi  calls  me  to  Thy  feet— 
The  hour  of  prayer  ? 

lesl  is  that  tnmquil  hour  of  mom. 
And  blest  that  solemn  hour  of  eve, 
/hen,  on  the  wings  of  prayer  upborne, 
The  world  I  leave. 

or  then  a  Day-spring  shines  on  me, 

Bri|^Mer  than  mom's  ethereal  glow  ; 
Old  richer  dews  descend  from  Thee, 
Than  earth  can  know. 

*1ien  is  my  strength  by  Thee  renew'd  ; 
Tlien  are  my  sins  by  Thee  forgiven  ; 
rhen  doet  Thou  cheer  my  solitude 
With  hopes  of  heaven. 

^o  words  can  tell  what  sweet  relief 

Here  for  my  every  want  I  find, 
J^Vbat  strength  for  warfiure,  balm  for  grief ! 
What  peace  of  mind  1 


LVRA   GRITANNICA. 

HiUh'd  is  each  daubt,  gooe  every  fear, 

Mj  fpiiit  seems  in  heaven  to  lUjr  j 
And  e'en  tiie  penitentia]  tear 
I*  wiped  away. 

Lotd,  tlU  I  reach  yon  bUsafnl  Aon, 

No  privll^re  go  dear  ihall  he. 
As  thus  ray  inmost  soul  to  piMK 
In  prayer  to  The& 


PRAYER  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

O  HOLY  Savlaar,  Friend  unseen ! 
The  faint,  the  weak  on  Thee  may  leu  ; 
Help  me,  throughout  life's  Tarying  scene 
By  faith  to  ding  to  Tbec 

Blest  with  communion  so  Divine, 
Take  what  Thou  wilt,  shall  I  repine. 
When,  as  the  bunches  to  the  vin^ 
My  soul  may  ding  to  Thee  I 

Far  Trom  her  home,  IktigDed,  oppiea^da 
Here  she  has  found  a  place  of  rett ; 
An  eiile  still,  yet  not  nnblest. 
While  she  can  ding  to  Thee. 
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longh  fidth  and  hope  awhile  be  tried, 
isk  not,  need  not,  aught  beside ; 
3W  Mie,  how  calm,  how  satisfied 
The  lonls  that  cling  to  Thee  ! 

ley  fear  not  life's  rough  storms  to  brave^ 
ice  Thou  art  near,  and  strong  to  save ; 
v  shudder  e*en  at  death's  dark  wave, 
they  ding  to  Thee. 


est  is  my  lot,  whatever  befall ; 
hat  can  disturb  me,  who  appal, 
bile  as  my  strength,  my  rock,  my  all. 
Saviour,  I  ding  to  Thee  ? 


JUST  AS  I  AM. 

rsT  as  I  am, — ^without  one  plea 
It  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
nd  that  Thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

jt  as  I  am, — and  waiting  not 
0  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 
0  Thee  whose  blood  can  deanse  eadi  spot, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

ist  as  I  am, — ^though  toss'd  about 
f  ith  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
l^htings  and  fears  within,  without, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

BSt  as  I  am, — ^poor,  wretched,  blind  ; 
igfat,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
^ea  all  I  need,  in  Thee  to  find, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  I 

ast  as  I  am, — ^Thou  wilt  receive, 
VUt  wdcome,  pardon,  deanse,  relieve, 
Thy  promise  I  bdieve ; 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come. 


O  Lamb  of  God,  I  o 


"THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 

My  God  and  FbHict  I  wlide  I  Stimj 
Fni  from  my  home,  on  life*!  taii^  «■}, 
O  teach  me  from  my  heart  to  taj, 
"  Thy  wiU  be  done," 

Though  dnrV  m;  path,  and  swi  wf  lo^ 
Lei  me  "be  stjll"  and  mUTTDirr  not  j 
Or  brealTic  the  prayer,  Divindj'  Ixaglfl, 
"Thy  will  be  done." 

WhM  thoogh  In  lonely  grief  1  sigh 
For  friends  beloved,  no  lonec  nigh, 
Snbmissive  slill  ntmld  I  reply, 
"Thy  wai  he  done." 


Though  Thou  hast  call'd  ir 
What  raosl  I  piinrd,  il  ne'e 
I  have  but  yielded  what  was  ^InDei 
"Thy  will  bedoH." 
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'Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day ; 
Blend  it  with  Thine,  and  take  away 
All  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 
"Thy  will  be  done." 


RALPH  ERSKINE. 

IKOIB  wm  bora  at  Monilaws,  Northumberland,  on  the  X5th  March,  x68$.  Ho 
x  l^ahrcnfty  of  EtBnbuiiKli.  where  be  graduatcKl  in  1704.  He  was  licensed  to 
■Sk  <Bd  in  1711  was  ordained  to  the  ministry  at  Dunfermline.  In  1733  be  adhered 
''  Ebeaexcr,  and  two  other  minivters  when  they  constituted  the  Associate  Pres- 
'^'^'VHBjr  aeceded  in  1737,  and  in  the  year  following  was  deposed  by  the  General 
fth  deadi  todk  place  00  the  6ch  Norember.  1752.  Ralph  Erskine  composed  a 
f^*ut  of  ch*  Sang  of  Solomon,  the  Book  of  Lamenutions,  and  portions  of  the 
''b  "Gospd  Sonnets  "bare  been  often  reprinted.  Many  of  them  are  Ytriationa 
'•'Dr.Watta. 


GLORY  OF  GOD  IN  CHRIST.* 

All  nature  spreads,  with  open  blaze, 

Her  Maker's  name  abroad  ; 
And  erery  work  of  His  displajrs 

The  power  and  skUl  of  Gkxi. 

Bat  in  the  grace  that  rescued  man 

His  brightest  glory  shines  ; 
Here,  on  the  cross,  'tis  fairest  drawn. 

In  precious  bloody  lines. 

Here  His  whole  name  appears  complete  ; 

And  who  can  guess  or  prove. 
Which  of  the  letters  best  are  writ. 

The  wisdom,  power,  or  love  T 

Justice  and  mercy,  truth  and  grace, 

In  all  their  sweetest  charms. 
Here  met,  and  joined  their  kind  embrace 

With  everlasting  arms. 

'^^■aplete  edidan  of  Ralph  Erskine's  poetical  worics,  8vo.  The  preiace 
*nr,  SepL  34,  X77«. 


LYRA  BRITAHHICA. 


PROSPECT  OF  GLORY. 
On,  lend  me  down  a  dhught  of  loi^ 
Ot  Uke  me  hence  to  drink  above  i 
Here  Marah's  waler  fills  my  cup ; 
But  there  all  griefs  are  swallow'd  up. 

Love  here  U  scarce  >  faint  desire  ; 
But  there  the  spark's  a  flaming  fire  ; 
Joys  here  are  drops  that  passing  flee, 
But  there  on  overflowing  sea. 

H7  faith,  that  sees  so  darkly  here. 
Will  there  resign  to  vi^on  clear  ; 
My  hope,  that's  here  ■  weaiy  graaB, 
Will  to  fruition  yield  the  throne. 

Here  fetters  hamper  freedom's  win^ 

But  there  the  captive  is  a  king  ; 
And  grace  is  like  a  buried  seed. 
But  sinners  there  are  saints  indeed. 
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JOHN  FAWCETT. 

^Tt  *as  bom  at  Lidget  Green,  near  Bradford,  Yorkshire,  on  the  x8th  January 
'^^^Tnili  year,  be  was  awakened  to  serious  convictioDS  by  listening  to  a  discourse 
^  ^  17^  ^  entered  the  ministry  of  the  Baptist  Church,  and  after  two  years, 
^dttrje  of  a  congretfation  at  Wainsgate.  He  removed  to  Hebden  Bridge,  in  the 
"^viiOQd,  in  X777.  In  1782,  his  volume  of  "  Hymns  adapted  to  the  circumstances 
""^  and  Private  Devotion,"  was  published  at  Leeds.  A  second  edition  was 
'  '^'*cctt  shortly  before  hb  death.  He  died  on  the  asth  July,  2827.  He  composed 
V>cal  works.    His  memoirs  have  been  published. 


SUPPORT  IN  AFFLICTION. 

Afflicted  soul,  to  Jesus  dear, 
Thy  Saviour's  gracious  promise  hear ; 
His  faithful  word  declares  to  thee, 
That  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 


Let  not  thy  heart  despond  and  say, 
"  How  shall  I  stand  the  trying  day  ?" 
He  has  engaged  by  firm  decree 
That  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 

Thy  faith  is  weak,  thy  foes  are  strong  ; 
Yet  sure  the  conflict  shan't  be  long  : 
Thy  Lord  shall  make  the  tempter  flee, 
For  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 

The  Christian  race  with  patience  run. 
Till  grace  complete  the  work  begun  ; 
Wrestle  and  strive  for  victory, 
For  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 

Should  persecution  rage  and  flame. 
Still  trust  in  thy  Redeemer's  name ; 
In  fiery  trials  thou  shalt  see. 
That  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 

When  called  to  bear  the  weighty  cross, 
Or  sore  afflictions,  pain,  or  loss, 
Or  deep  distress,  or  poverty, 
Still  as  thy  days  thy  strength  shall  be. 


Its  light,  dacending  from  kbove^ 
Our  gloomj  world  to  cheer. 

Displays  a  Saviour's  booudlen  Ion, 
And  brings  His  gloria  near. 

It  shows  to  man  his  wand'rli^  inj^M 
Artd  where  his  feet  have  trod  ; 

And  brings  to  view  the  matchlcK  g^^ 
Of  a  foi^ving  God. 

When  once  it  penetrates  the  mind, 

It  conquers  ev'ry  sin  ; 
Th'  enlighten'd  soul  begins  to  find. 

The  path  of  peace  divine. 


It  sweetly  cheeis  our  drooping 
In  this  darlt  vale  of  tears  j 

Life,  light,  and  joy  it  still  imp*it% 
And  quelb  our  rising  lean. 
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DELIGHT  IN  GOD. 

Parent  of  good.  Thy  works  of  might 
I  trace  with  wonder  and  delight ; 

Thy  name  is  all  divine  ; 
There's  nought  in  earth,  or  sea,  or  air, 
Or  heaven  itself,  that's  good  or  fair. 

But  what  is  wholly  Thine. 

Immensely  high  Thy  glories  rise, 
They  strike  my  soul  with  sweet  surprise, 

And  sacred  pleasure  yield  ; 
An  ocean  wide,  without  a  bound. 
Where  every  noble  wish  is  drown'd. 

And  eveiy  want  is  fill'd. 

The  riches  of  Thy  matchless  grace, 
I^ispla/d  in  my  Redeemer's  face, 

Attract  my  wond'ring  mind  ; 
Here  wisdom,  love,  and  mercy  meet^ 
^H  all  their  various  rays  complete. 
With  truth  and  justice  join'd. 

^o  Thee  my  warm  affections  move 
^  sweet  astonishment  and  love. 
While  at  Thy  feet  I  fall ; 
pant  for  nought  beneath  the  skies, 
t^o  Thee  my  ardent  wishes  rise, 

0  my  eternal  All. 

?Vcre  I  deprived  of  all  below, — 
AT'ould'st  Thou  Thy  gracious  smile  bestow, 

1  should  be  richly  blest ; 
Vhj  love  is  my  unfailing  store ; 
In  darkness  I  Thy  light  implore, 

To  set  my  heart  at  rest. 

This  all  my  gloomy  path  shall  cheer, 
And  banish  every  painful  fear 

That  can  my  soul  invade  ; 
Should  earth  and  hell  against  me  join, 
The  beamings  of  Thy  love*  divine 

Would  give  me  sov'reign  aid. 

Q2 
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What  shall  I  do  to  spread  Thy  pniM*. 
Ky  God,  Ihro'  mjr  remaining  dap  T 

Or  how  Thy  name  adore  ! 
To  Thee  I  consecrate  my  brealh ; 
Lei  me  be  Thine  in  life  and  deall^ 

And  Thin. 


And  ihro'  a  blest  ctcmily 

I'll  raise  a  humble  song  to  Thee, 

In  yon  divine  abode  ; 
Oh  hasten  on  the  happy  day  ; 
Ye  toiious  hours,  tly  swift  away. 

And  bring  me  to  my  God. 

My  thoughts  wiih  \-nsl  delight  shall  re 
O'er  all  the  wonders  of  Thy  love,— 

A  most  divine  employ  ; 
In  Thee  alone  th'  enlarged  mind 
Shall  constant  entertoiiunent  filtd, 

And  everlasting  joy. 
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U  to  Thee  resign  ; 
let  Thy  will  be  mine  ; 
It  all  Thy  dealings  prove 
>f  Thy  paternal  love. 

•  cVrywhere  attends, 
'  hope  on  Thee  depends  ; 
supported  by  Thy  arm, 
loldly  fiice  the  storm. 

me.  Saviour,  by  Thy  power, 
me  in  the  trying  hour  ; 
y  unremitted  care 
ic  from  the  lurking  snare. 

jr  bounty  I  rely, 
lall  all  my  wants  supply  ; 
tiould  doubts  my  faith  assail  ? 
wiU  Thy  promise  fail. 

'  few  remaining  days 
«ted  to  Thy  praise  ; 
last,  the  closing  scene 
« tranquil  and  serene. 

y  will  I  leave  the  rest : 
me  but  this  one  request, — 
1  life  and  death  to  prove 
i  of  Thy  special  love. 


HARVEST  HYHN. 

Fountain  otmenj,  God  of  Ia*«t 

How  rich  Thy  bonntia  mn  I 
The  rolling  seasons,  a&  thef  moi^ 

FrDcIain)  Thy  constant  cue. 

When,  tn  th«  bosom  or  the  earth. 

The  sower  hid  the  grain. 
Thy  gooiineas  mark'd  Us  (ccret  Uid^ 

And  sent  the  early  r«ia. 

The  spring's  sweet  influence,  Lotd,  wnTV 

T^e  plants  in  beauty  grew  ; 
Thou  gav'&t  refulgent  suns  to  ihine, 

And  mild,  refreshing  dew. 

These  various  mercies  from  abore 

Matured  the  swelling  grain  ; 
A  yellow  harvest  crowns  Thy  lorc^ 

And  plenty  fills  the  plain. 
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CHARLES  LAWRENCE  FORD. 

rwLgxCM  FORO  h  the  son  of  a  disttn^^shed  lurtist  in  Bath.  He  wms  educated 
t.  A.  cftkt  Uahrersity  of  London.  Six  hymns,  from  his  pen,  are  inserted  in  tiw 
la,"  •#■•  Iqr  tiw  Rer.  Robert  H.  Baynes.  He  has  also  contributed  to  Mr. 
iaBor«2^IUhLjrica." 


MARAH.* 
Exodus  zv.  93. 

God  sends  Qt  bitter,  that  the  sweet, 

By  absence  known,  may  sweeter  prove ; 
As  dark  for  light,  as  cold  for  heat 
Brings  greater  love. 

God  sends  us  bitter,  as  to  show 

He  can  both  sweet  and  bitter  send  ; 
That  both  the  might  and  love  we  know 
Of  our  great  Friend. 

He  sends  us  bitter,  lest  too  gay 

We  wreathe  around  our  heads  the  rose, 
And  count  our  right  what  Heaven  each  day 
As  alms  bestows. 

Ood  sends  us  bitter,  lest  we  fail 

That  bitterest  grief  aright  to  prize, 
\Vliich  did  for  all  the  world  avail 
In  His  o^oi  eyes. 

Ood  sends  us  bitter,  all  our  sins 

Embittering ;  yet  so  kindly  sends. 
The  path  that  bitterness  begins 
In  sweetness  ends. 

He  sends  us  bitter,  that  heaven's  sweet, 

Earth's  bitter  o'er,  may  sweeter  taste, — 
As  Canaan's  ground  to  Israel's  feet, 
For  that  great  waste. 

*  Fnwi  "  English  Lyricft.**    London,  1865,  8va 


Onr  paxsilons  mormnr  and  rebel, 

Bui  faith  cries  out  unto  the  Lord, 
And  pnyer  by  patience  worketh  well 
Its  own  reward  : 

For  if  our  heart  Ihe  lesson  draws 

Aright,  by  Wtter  chasteiung  taught. 
And  keep  His  statutes  and  His  laws. 
Even  as  we  ought. 

He  opencth  our  ej^es  to  see 

(Eyes  that  our  pride  of  heart  hod  scaled). 
The  sweetness  of  life's  heavenly  tree. 
And  grief  is  hoUed  ; 

And  lo  before  us  in  the  way 

We  view  the  fountains  and  ihc  paJm^ 
And  drink,  and  pitch  oiir  tents,  and  ctay 
Singing  sweet  psalms. 


STRENGTH  IN  W-EAKNESS.' 

^,  for  Thy  kindest  ' 
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O  remember  Him  who  died, 

With  His  life  my  soul  to  save ; 
Let  me  clasp  the  Crucified, 

Till  I  reach  the  awful  grave  ; 
Then,  the  light  affliction  o'er, 
Heaven  is  mine  for  evermore. 


CHRISTINA  FORSYTH. 


OtSTTH  «ms  tlie  sixth  daughter  of  the  late  Thomas  and  Jane  Handlton  For* 
<  ban  at  Lhrerpool,  in  1825.  From  her  childhood,  she  was  deeply  Impressed 
nth,  and  devoted  to  her  Saviour.  Possessed  of  a  deUcate  constitution,  ihc  was 
0  cooiaed  to  her  bed-chamber.  Latterly  her  illness  was  attended  with  much 
•  but  die  bore  her  affliction  not  only  without  a  murmur  but  with  tmvaryinnf 
)he  ieened  to  think  always  of  others,  and  never  of  herself,  and  by  the  singular 
T  disposhloo  she  won  the  love  of  all  who  knew  her.  GiAed  with  superior 
iBposed  a  considerable  number  of  sacred  lyrics,  which  were  collected  into  a 
bMwd  after  her  decease,  under  the  title  "  Hymns  by  C.  F.,"  London,  z86z. 
'  the  owner  of  the  copyright,  Mr.  C.  Caswell,  o(  Birmingham,  we  have  trans- 
e  fwapwiticins  to  our  pages. 

died  at  Hastings,  oo  the  i6th  March,  1859.  Of  her  brothers,  the  late  Rev. 
Hirsyth  is  known  by  his  sermons  and  interesting  memoir.  Her  two  surviving 
Kts  of  honour.  The  ekleU,  William  Forsyth.  Esq.,  Q.C,  lately  sat  hi  Parlia- 
r  for  Cambridge ;  and  the  youngest,  Douglas  Forsyth,  Esq.,  C.B.,  is  a  com- 
PMtfabiB  India. 


"  HIMSELF  HATH  DONE  IT." 

Himself  hath  done  it"  all. — Oh  how  those  words 
Should  hush  to  silence  every  murmuring  thought ! 
fiimself  hath  done  it," — He  who  loves  me  best, 
He  who  my  soul  with  His  own  blood  hath  bought. 

tfimself  hath  done  it :"  Can  it  then  be  aught 
Fhan  full  of  wisdom,  full  of  tenderest  love  ? 
>t  one  unneeded  sorrow  will  He  send. 
To  teach  this  wandering  heart  no  more  to  rove. 

Himself  hath  done  it:"  Yes,  although  severe 
May  seem  the  stroke,  and  bitter  be  the  cup, 
is  His  own  hand  that  holds  it,  and  I  know 
He'll  give  me  grace  to  drink  it  meekly  up. 


W^iac  'ir-iiLsi  z:rtar3^  'lanaan  n!&tt  ■■at  pnr 
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THOMAS  GIBBONS,  D.D. 


BBONS  «ms  bon  in  the  ndghbourfaood  of  Swaffham  Prior.  Cambrid^esbire,  on 
.  tfao.  In  174a,  be  became  asustant  minister  at  Silver  Street,  and  in  the  foDowinip 
cted  nint»tcr  of  the  Independent  congrcfjpation  at  Haberdashers'  Hall,  London. 
i  A  Gfe  at  Dr.  Watts,  and  other  bioKraphical  and  phflosophical  works,  in  acknow' 
^■Mch  the  degree  of  D.D.  was  cooferred  on  liim  by  tlie  University  of  Aberdeen. 
i^npntlifaediDiTfli^   Dc.  Gibbons  died  on  the  amd  Febnuqr,  178^ 


GOODNESS  OF  GOD. 


Thy  goodness,  Lord,  our  souls  confess, 

Thy  goodness  we  adore ; 
A  spring  whose  blessings  never  fail, 

A  sea  without  a  shore. 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars  Thy  love  attest, 

In  every  cheerful  ray  ; 
Love  draws  the  curtains  of  the  nigh^ 

And  love  restores  the  day. 

Thy  boimty  every  season  crqpvns 
With  all  the  bliss  it  yields  ; 

V^ith  joyfhl  clusters  bend  the  vines, 
With  harvests  wave  the  fields : 

■^iit  chiefly  Thy  compassions.  Lord, 

Are  in  the  Gospel  seen ; 
•r^»e,  like  the  sun,  Thy  mercy  shines 

Without  a  doud  between. 

Tty  Son,  Thy  noblest,  richest  gift, 

Was  fix)m  Thy  bosom  sent. 
To  bear  from  off  our  guilty  world 
Its  load  of  punislmient 

Pinion,  acceptance,  peace,  and  joy 

Arc  publisVd  in  His  name  : 
Oars  is  the  Ufe,  the  glory  ours, 
Aiid  -His  the  death  and  shame. 


Tci  il  nrr  prrsn  I : 


>  IN  .\JTIJCT10S. 
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MRS.  GILBERT. 

3fcT,  net  Ann  Taylor*  is  connected  with  a  giifted  family.  Her  grandfather,  lane 
a  cdctwatcd  engraver.  He  educated  his  sons,  Charles  and  Isaac,  to  his  own 
The  tonaa  b  to  be  remembered  as  the  industrious  editor  of  Calmet ;  the  latter 
rt,  a&d.  directinf;  himself  towards  the  ministry,  accepted,  in  1796,  the  charge  of  an 
.  coacrestioa  at  Cokhester.  afterwards  at  Ongar.  in  Essex.  His  wife,  whose 
Ann  Martin,  composed  sereral  worics  for  the  domestic  drcle,  which  enjoyed 

Their  children.  Ann,  Jane,  Isaac,  and  Jeffre)rs  were  intended  as  en> 

I  were  early  employed  in  acquiring  a  knowledf^e  of  the  art.     Isaac  became  a 

d  pfailaaopfaical  writer ;  he  died  in  1864.    Jeffreys  composed  many  small  works  of 

haMoor;  be  died  in  1853.     The  sisters  obtained  reputation  for  their  poetical 

ae  is  noticed  sabscqaently  in  the  present  woric    Ann.  the  subject  of  the  present 

Isiingtoo,  in  1780.  She  married  the  Rev.  Joseph  Gilbert,  successively 
coagregattoos  at  Hull  and  Nottingham.  Mr.  Gilbert  died  at  Notting* 
k.  Mn.  Gjibcit  continues  to  reside  at  Nottingham.  Conjointly  with  her  sister, 
ed  enrly  fai  the  century,  "Original  Poems,"  "Hymns  for  Infant  Minds,"  and 
ar  tbm  Nonery.**  She  has  contributed  x8  hymns  to  Dr.  Leifchild's  collection. 
ilJTihri  wotk  is  a  memoir  of  her  husband,  which  appeared  in  1853.  The  foUowioK 
%  knvn  been  cootribated  by  Mis.  Gilbert  to  the  present  work. 


THE  CURSE  AND  THE  BLESSING. 
(C(mtributed,) 

Scatter'd  to  every  wind  they  roam. 
The  seed  of  Abraham,  Thy  friend  ! 

Call,  gnunous  God,  Thy  wanderers  home^ 
Thine  outcasts  to  their  Zion  send  ! 

How  long,  O  Lord  ?    How  long,  till  they 

With  Gentiles  share  the  gospel  day  ? 

True, — as  the  fathers,  so  the  sons, — 
Stiff-neckM  and  rebellious  found ; 

Yet  are  they  not  Thy  chosen  ones, 
Once  heirs  of  Palestina's  ground, — 

Possessors  there,  by  gift  Divine, 

Of  temple,  promise,  rite,  and  sign  ? 

And  is  there  in  those  hearts  a  stone 
Too  hard,  almighty  Love,  for  Thee? 

Can  they  be  harder  than  our  own. 
Ere  steep'd  in  mercy's  crimson  sea  ? 

Oh,  if  from  them  we  differ  now, 

"Who  made  us  differ  ?    Who  but  Thou  ? 
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Thj  imnsom'd  Church  sends  up  its  07^ 

Nor  rest  would  take  or  give. 
Till  Love  shall  pass  in  mercy  by. 

And  say  to  Israel,  Livcl 


MRS.  GODWIN. 

GOZTWix,  met  ELJZABmTH  Ayton  Eth£KITx;b.  is  the  daocrhter  of  the  late  Mr.  W. 
htjidifc,  Tboipe  Hamlet,  Norfolk.  Id  1&49,  bliu  was  iiurricl  t>  Mr.  Christopher  Godwin. 
mtk  wriitea  maaj  infaresdiy  Mcred  Ijrrics.  sontc  of  whic!i  havu  appeared  in  different 
licalai.  Mr.  and  Mss.  Godwin  reside  at  Clifton.  Gloucestershire.  The  foUowinif  lyrics 
coatribatcd  by  Mrs.  Godwin  at  our  request. 


THE  CROSS. 

{Contributed.) 

**  Lord,  I  would  follow  Thoe  ;  but  must  I  take 
The  weary  cross,  and  bear  it  for  Thy  sake  ? 
Is  there  no  other  path,  no  smoother  way  ? 
Pity  my  weakness,  Jesus  !  Master,  say  ! 

I  have  bright  hopes  ;  must  they  be  laid  aside — 
My  soul's  ambition,  and  my  restless  pride  T 
But  I  have  dearer  joys  ;  and  must  they  fly. 
Like  a  pale  meteor  in  the  evening  sky? 

Nay,  spare  them  to  me  :  sure  *tis  death  to  part 
With  the  deep  love,  the  treasure  of  my  heart ; 
Life  would  be  dark  :  oh,  any  cross  but  thi.s, 
And  I  will  follow  Thee  to  heaven  and  bliss." 

'Twas  thus  I  murmured,  thus  I  held  my  will: 
I  could  not  give,  and  cheerfully  be  still  ; 
Binding  my  treasures  close,  I  sought  the  way, 
The  narrow  path  to  heaven  and  endless  day. 

But  soon  I  found  that  I  was  lefl  alone 
To  win  my  way  to  an  immortal  cruwn : 
My  hopes  were  darkened  ;  tlu»e  I  ca-st  asic'  , 
And  parted  quickly  with  my  spirit's  pride. 


Take  up  ihy  cross,  and  dty  the  murmuriiig  f        — ■ 


No  burden  held  me,  and  no  fellers  boand 
Giadly  I  folloVd  in  His  rteps,  who  trod 
The  p«lh  of  sorrows  to  Hi*  Futbei  God. 


"SAVE,  LORD,  OR  I  PERISH- " 

iCim/rfiutai.) 
My  Saviouc,  'mid  life'*  vtricd  tctae,  1 

Be  Thoa  mir  slay ; 
Guide  me,  through  each  perplering  pa 

To  perfect  day. 
In  weaJine^  and  in  sin  I  slnud,  1 

"A  1 


My  Savionr,  I  have  nought  If 
Worthy  of  Thee; 

A  broken  heart  Thou  wilt  uoi 
Accept  of  me. 

1  need  Thy  r<»M-m.«T»™  am 
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'mid  heaven's  glorious  throng 

I  see  Thee  there, 
ling  with  all  Thy  matchless  love, 

And  tender  care, 
or  the  angd-forms  around, 
3r  lost  souls  in  fetters  bound, 
they  maj  hear  salvation's  sound. 

avionr,  thus  I  find  my  rest 

Alone  with  Thee ; 
ith  Thy  wing  I  have  no  fear 

Of  what  may  be. 
gthen'd  with  Thy  all-glorious  might, 
U  be  conqueror  in  the  fight, 
give  to  Thee  my  crown  of  light 


BENJAMIN  GOUGH. 

bom  at  Sotithboroagh.  Kent,  in  x8d$.  For  many  yean  engaged  In 
iom,  be  has  kttcrly  retired,  and  now  resides  on  his  estate  of  Moont- 
r.  Googh  pablisbed,  in  (633,  "  An  Indian  Talc,  and  other  Poems.** 
fra  Sabbadca,"  a  Tolome  of  hymns  and  poems.  He  occadonaDy 
al  periodical!,  and  b  a  local  preacher  among  the  Wesleyans. 


'  AN  AFFLICTED  CHILD. 

NTLEST  lamb  of  Jesu's  fold, 

'ailed  to  suffer  from  thy  birth. 

Ice  of  heaven  a  firmer  hold, 

inoe  thou  art  not  made  for  earth  ; 

7  lie  at  Jesu's  feet, 

31  afiUction  will  be  sweet. 

sp  thy  tiny  hands  in  prayer  ; 
*ell  the  Saviour  all  thy  heart ; 
St  Him  with  thy  every  care, 
'.rery  grief  to  Him  impart ; 
r  to  Him  the  suppliant  knee, 
«  He  was  a  child  like  thee. 

R 


Never  murmur  or  complain  ; 
Cheerful  songs  and  holy  prayer 

East  am!  Mnclify  thy  pain. 
Sing  of  Jesiu  and  His  love  : 
So  the  aitgdt  dt%  aboTc 

Genileil  lamb  of  Jem't  foltl. 
Called  10  iiiffei  tmmJhy  HiHt, 

Take  of  heaven  a  (inner  hold. 
Since  thou  ail  not  made  for  eaitb 

Only  lie  al  Jesu's  feel, 

Then  affliction  will  be  sweet. 


FOR  SATURDAY  NIGHT. 
Chafed  and  worn  with  worldly  eu 
Sweelly,  LonI,  my  heart  prepare  ; 
Bid  Ihis  inward  tempest  cease, 
Jems,  come  and  whisper  peace. 
Hash  the  whiriwind  of  my  wOl ; 
With  Thyself  my  spirit  fill  ; 
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Draw  the  cnrtain  of  rqx>se, 

While  my  wearied  eyelids  close  ; 

Seal  my  spirit  while  I  rest, 

Give  me  dreamings  pare  and  blest. 

Kaise  me  with  a  cheerful  heart ; 

Holy  Ghost,  Thyself  impart ; 

Then  the  Sabbath-day  will  be 

Heaven  brought  down  to  earth  and  me. 


^he  conversion  of  the  world. 

Uplift  the  blood-red  banner, 

Unsheath  the  Spirit's  sword ; 
iHit  on  the  Christian's  armour — 

The  armour  of  the  Lord  : 
Tlie  helmet  of  salvation. 

And  £dth's  victorious  shield  ; 
Oo  forth  with  acclamation. 

The  world  your  battle-field. 


battle  of  the  warrior. 

Who  fights  by  land  or  flood, 
^  with  confiis^  noise, 

And  garments  rolled  in  blood  ; 
^at  this  shall  be  with  burning. 

From  heaven  its  light  shall  shine, 
Ood's  Spirit  overturning : 

The  fire  of  love  Divine. 

TJplift  the  blood-red  banner. 

And  shout  with  trumpet's  sound 
Ddlveranoe  to  the  captive. 

And  freedom  to  the  bound  ; 
Earth's  jubilee  of  glory, 

The  year  of  full  release  : 
O  tdl  the  wondrous  story,  ^ 

Go  forth  and  publish  peace. 

Go  forth,  confessors,  martyrs, 

With  zeal  and  love  im  priced. 
And  preach  the  blood  of  sprinkling, 

And  live  or  die  for  Christ. 

R  2 


GOD'S   UNCHANGEABLE  LOVE. 

O  Ziox,  tSiaed  wiUi  wave  upon  wstc,— 
~     Id  mail  comfbtted,  whom  aa  nun  <aa 
By  darimfts  snironndeil,  by  temore  vadoue  ; 
In  toiling  and  rowing  thy  Urength  il 
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my  hetrt  all  thy  sighs  and  thy  groans, 
^^Mi  ait  most  near  me,  my  flesh  and  my  bones ; 

^liy  distresses,  thy  Head  knows  the  pain ; 
■^1>  are  most  needful,  not  one  is  in  vain. 

^nst  me,  and  fear  not ;  thy  life  is  secure ; 
"Wdom  is  perfect,  supreme  is  my  power ; 
*^^  I  correct  thee,  thy  soul  to  refine, 
^^^  thee  at  length  in  my  likeness  to  shine. 

^^^olish,  the  fearful,  the  weak  are  my  care  I 
^^«>pe]es8,  the  helpless  I  hear  their  sad  prayer; 
^   aU  their  afflictions  my  glory  shall  spring ; 
'^lie  deeper  their  sorrows,  the  louder  the/11  sing." 


SUFFICIENCY  IN  CHRIST. 

IirFlNlTB  wisdom,  power,  and  grace 

In  our  Redeemer  shine  ; 
O  let  me,  by  a  lively  faith, 

Make  these  perfections  mine. 

In  this  dark  world  of  sin  and  grief. 

My  steps  I  can't  direct ; 
Nor  can  I  from  surrounding  foes 

My  fieeble  heart  protect 

By  force,  or  fraud,  they  enter  here. 
And  lead  my  thoughts  astray ; 

Poor  captive  !  I  forsake  my  God, 
And  wander  from  His  way. 

This  poor  diseasM,  treacherous  heart. 
Thus  wandering  from  the  road, 

All  nature's  skill  can  never  heal. 
Nor  turn  my  face  to  God. 

But  since  in  Thine  eternal  word, 
Wisdom  and  power  and  grace 

In  wondrous  love  are  there  bestowed 
On  mankind*s  helpless  race, — 
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Since  wretdied,  mnfdl  men  m  I 

Tlie  pRunisc  h&ve  bdiered. 
And  heocx  in  emy  time  of  need 

A  fit  rapply  receiTed, — 
I,  too,  will  on  Thy  record  rest. 

On  bilhfulness  divine ; 
For  wiidom,  power,  and  gntcc  VU 

The  promise  makes  them  mine. 
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lAaityn  there,  and  prophets  high, 
Bhue — *  glorious  company ; 
While  inunortal  music  rings 
From  unnumbered  seraph  strings. 
Oh,  that  world  is  passing  fair ; 
Yet,  if  Thou  wert  absent  there. 
What  were  all  its  joys  to  me  ? 
Whom  have  I  in  heaven  but  Thee? 

Lord  of  earth  and  heaven  !  my  breast 
Sedcs  in  Thee  its  only  rest : 
I  was  lost ;  Thy  accents  mild 
Homeward  lured  Thy  wanderii^  child : 
I  was  blind;  Thy  healing  ray 
Charmed  the  long  eclipse  away. 
Source  of  every  joy  I  know, 
Solace  of  my  every  woe, 
O  if  once  Thy  smile  divine 
Ceased  upon  my  soul  to  shine. 
What  were  earth  or  heaven  to  me  ? 
Whom  have  I  in  each  but  Thee  ? 


LITANY. 

Saviour  I  when,  in  dust,  to  Thee 
Low  we  bow  th'  adoring  knee ; 
When,  repentant,  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  weeping  eyes  : 
Oh,  by  all  Thy  pains  and  woe, 
Suffered  once  for  man  below. 
Bending  from  Thy  throne  on  high. 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany. 

By  Thy  helpless  infant  years, 
By  Thy  life  of  want  and  tears, 
By  Thy  days  of  sore  distress 
In  the  savage  wilderness, 
By  the  dread  mysterious  hour 
Of  the  insulting  tempter's  power  ; 
Turn,  O  turn  a  favouring  eye. 
Hear  our  solemn  Litany. 


tnU  BKITANNICA. 

Bf  Ok  na«d  eriefa  dul  vept 
O'o-  (be  erne  wboc  Luanis  ilqiC ; 
B*  tlK  bodi^  xtan  Unl  Bow'd 
Onr  S>la>'i  lor'd  abode  ; 
By  the  ^fBuh'd  dgh  that  toM 
TnadKiT  larked  wiHun  Thy  fold, 
Frmd  Tbr  (eat  abore  tfae  Aj, 


By  Tfaiae  hov  of  diic  d«i)iair, 
Br  TliiDe  agDoj  of  ptaj'r, 
B;  the  aoas,  tbc  nail,  the  thom, 
PieniBg  ipcar,  and  loitiuiiig  soorn, 
Bf  the  ^oon  that  rol'd  the  ddei 
O'cf  the  dtodin]  aoifice, 
Liiun  (o  ooT  hnmbk  ay, 
Hcai  «v  sotono  Utanjr. 

Br  Ak  deep  ggpiripg  groao, 
Bt  (be  wt  sepolchral  stone, 
Bj  the  vaoll  whose  dark  abode 
Hdd  in  vain  the  rising  God  : 
O  from  arth  lo  brav'o  rcslot'd. 


cmg  mougnts  witnm  me  nse, 
sore  dismay'd,  my  spirit  dies ; 

He  who  once  vouchsafetl  to  bear 

>ickttning  anguish  of  despair, 
sweetly  soothe,  shall  gently  dry, 

ihrobbing  heart,  the  streaming  eye. 

n  sorrowing  o'er  some  stone  I  bend, 
h.  covers  what  was  once  a  friend, 
firom  his  voice,  his  hand,  his  smile, 
tes  me — for  a  little  while, 
,  Savioor,  mark*st  the  tears  I  shed, 
rhoa  didst  weep  o'er  Lazarus  dead. 

O  when  I  have  safely  past 
ugh  every  conflict — but  the  last, 

still,  michanging,  watch  beside 
•inlbl  bed — for  Thou  hast  died ; 

point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day, 
wipe  the  latest  tear  away. 


V  AND  GOODNESS    OF  GOD. 
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This  eulh,  with  ill  store  of  wondeit  nntotd. 
Almighty  ',  Thy  power  hath  founded  of  old; 
Hath  stablish'd  it  fast  by  a  changeless  decree 
And  round  it  balh  cast,  like  a  mantle,  the  sea. 

Thy  bountiful  care,  what  tongue  can  redte  t 
It  bfeathes  in  the  air,  it  shines  in  the  light ; 
It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  descends  to  Ihe  pli^" 
And  sweetly  distils  ia  the  dew  and  the  rain. 

Ftail  children  of  dust,  and  feeble  as  frail. 
In  Thee  do  we  tntsi,  nor  find  Thee  lo  ^; 
Thy  mercies  how  lender,  how  linn  10  the  end. 
Our  Maker,  Defender,  Redeemer,  and  Friojd ! 

O  measureless  Might !  ineffable  Love  ! 
While  angels  delight  to  hymn  TTiee  above. 
The  humbler  creation,  tho'  feeble  their  lays, 
With  true  adoration  shall  lisp  to  Thy  praise. 


BENEFIT   OF   AFFLICTION. 


MRS.   JAMES  GRAY.  25 1 

I  thouglbt  that  the  course  of  the  pilgrim  to  heaven 
Would  be  bright  as  the  summer,  and  glad  as  the  morn ; 

Ttou  sbow'dst  me  the  path,  it  was  dark  and  uneven; 
AH  ragged  with  lock,  and  all  tangled  with  thorn. 

1  main'd  of  celestial  rewarxls  and  renown ; 

grasp'd  at  the  triumph  which  blesses  the  brave ; 
™e<i  lor  the  palm-branch,  the  robe,  and  the  crown 
*^  ^»  and  Thou  show'dst  me  a  cross  and  a  grave. 

^^'m  *'^  *»d  instructed,  at  length  to  Thy  will, 
y  "Opes  and  my  longings  I  fein  would  resign ; 
V  ^^  n^e  the  heart  that  can  wait  and  be  still, 
^  Icno^w  of  a  wish  or  a  pleasure  but  Thine  ! 

The»  » 
^  **^  xnansions  exempted  from  sin  and  from  woe, 

--^  tlicy  stand  in  a  region  by  mortals  untrod ; 


rivers  of  joy,  but  they  roll  not  below; 
°^*^  is  rest — ^but  it  dwells  in  the  presence  of  God. 


MRS.  JAMES  GRAY. 

•••■'  *»  '■"MySto.  ^I? '*™  ■*  Maidenhead  Thicket,  Berks,  on  the  a4th  September,  x8ia. 

ioa  of  ••  nj  Z*^  chiUDiood.  she  mppeared  as  an  authoress  in  her  fifteenth  year,  by 

^^^e»  •  Jte^^***  ^*anc  and  other  Poems,"  dedicated,  by  permission,  to  the  Princess 

•  P^*^C9t  w^^^J^j'^,  ahe  produced  another  poetical  rohime,  entitled  "  Ada."    Her 

*^"  "'Wfc^Jr*  ''*"•  "  '^«P«*»*»^«'  "»<*  *»'•*«'  ^ocna,"  ••  The  Coronal,"  "  The 

^  '^W.  "fc^^^**"  "  Sacred  Poetry,"  and  "  Sketches  from  the  Antique,  and  other 

^    J!^'  ''tt   ^j^|*'>ied  Mr,  James  Gray,  a  nephew  of  the  Ettrick  Shepherd.    On  the 

r^f^:,-^*^^^  *****  *****  ***  *'*'  **"'^  ****■    ^^  ^^^^  **°  ****  '****  °^  '*'*  **"* 

rv  rm^m^"'*'^^^'    ■.P^"0'*  ^  eminent  piety  and  amiable  manners.     She  contributed  to 

•^  ^  »i      ''^•^  rn  trine  and  occaaionallv  furnished  verses  to  Chatnber^  foumai. 


^^^uMtttt,  and  occasionally  furnished  Terses  to  Chamber^  yourrtai. 


*«THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 


'"^  is  a  short  and  simple  prayer, 
^ut  'tis  the  Christian's  stay, 

>agh  every  varied  scene  of  care, 
Xlntil  his  djring  day. 

through  the  wilderness  of  life 
Calmly  he  wanders  on, 
"^is  prayer  in  every  time  of  strife 
Is  stiU,  "Thy  will  be  done." 
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When  in  bis  happjr  infuit  jean 

He  treads  'midst  thoralcst  flowen  ; 
When  pass  away  his  smiles  and  teus, 

Like  April  snns  and  showers  : 
Then,  kneeling  by  his  parents'  health, 

Playlired  al  set  of  sun  ; 
What  is  Ihe  prayer  bis  heart  poni^  form 

"  Father,  Thy  will  be  done." 

When  the  bright  summer  sky  of  lime 

Cloudless  is  o'er  him  spread  j 
When  love's  bright  wreath  is  in  its  pri 

With  not  one  blossom  dead  : 
Whilst  o'er  his  hopes  and  prospects  ^3i 

No  mist  of  woe  hath  gone  ; 
Still  he  rcp^'Hls  his  (irst-taught  prayer — 

"  Father,  Thy  will  be  done." 

But  when  his  sun  no  longer  beams, 
And  love's  sweet  flowers  decay  ; 

When  ali  hope's  ralnbovi-coloured  diw* 
Arc  sadly  swept  away  ; 


gn  tne  neavy  tear-arops  start, 
it  the  cloud  is  on  thine  heart,— 
gh  Ihy  hope  sends  nol  a  glance 
His  hidden  countenance, — 
can  (hy  trials  see, 
as  tempted  once  like  thee. 

gh  thy  blth  li  veak  and  din, 

alvatioD  tnut  In  Him ; 

le  pRunlied  Id  His  word 

1*  a  while  deferT'd  ; 

I  He  vowed  thy  prayer  to  grant, 

f  Savlonr'i  treanuy 
.  gunetd  Qp  for  thee. 

>,  nor  &int,  though  o'er  thy  soul 

w'a  heavy  billows  roll ; 

gh  thy  heart  icarce  form  a  prayer. 

It  the  evU  (welling  there  : 

IhlDe  eyes  through  good  and  HI 

uU  bleaiid  Saviour  still ; 

thy  prayer  !    Here  look  and  see  I 

prayeth  now  for  thee. 

rW  that  Ihv  fiilh  shall  loil. 
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Art  tiioa  a  weeper?    Grief  shall  fly. 
For  who  can  weep  with  Jesus  by  ? 
No  terror  shall  thy  hopes  annoy, 
No  tear — except  the  tear  of  joy. 

Admit  Him ;  for  the  human  breast 
Ne'er  entertained  so  kind  a  guest. 
Admit  Him ;  for  you  can't  expel ; 
Where'er  He  comes,  He  comes  to  dwell. 

Admit  Him ;  ere  His  anger  bum, 
His  feet  depart,  ne'er  to  return  ; 
Admit  Him ;  or  the  hour's  at  hand, 
'Vrhen  at  His  door  denied  you'll  stand. 

"Yet  know  (nor  of  the  terms  complain), 
JKi  Jesus  comes.  He  comes  to  reign ; 
"-I'o  reign,  and  with  no  partial  sway ; 
Thoughts  must  be  slain  that  disobey. 

Sovereign  of  souls !  Thou  Prince  of  peace ! 
^Jh  may  Thy  gentle  reign  increase ! 
Tlirow  wide  the  door,  each  willing  mind, 
-^XKi  be  His  empire  all  mankind. 


"ASHAMED  OF  ME." 

J^irs  !  and  shall  it  ever  be  ! 
"^  mortal  man  ashamed  of  Thee  ? 
^Com'd  be  the  thought  by  rich  and  poor ; 
^^  may  I  scorn  it  more  and  more  I 

.^^shamed  of  Jesus  !  sooner  far 
''^-^t  evening  blush  to  own  a  star. 
rV^l^^'™^  of  Jesus  !  just  as  soon 
-^-^t  midnight  blush  to  think  of  noon. 

'X'is  evening  with  my  soul  till  He, 
Xliat  Morning  Star,  bids  darkness  flee  ; 
*^e  sheds  the  beam  of  noon  Divine 

O'er  all  this  midnight  soul  of  mine. 


,Trf*«* 
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Oh,  let  nothing  lure  my  heart 

That  would  came  my  Saviour  smart ; 

Let  me  nothing  slight  or  shun 

That  would  please  Him,  borne  or  done  : 

What  my  Friend  of  friends  would  grieve, 

Let  me  with  love's  instinct  leave ; 

What  His  smile  would  honour,  still 

Do  it  with  a  cheerful  wilL 

In  my  lot  of  joy  or  care. 

Thus  may  nought  my  heart  ensnare  ; 

fiat  Thy  Spirit,  ever  near. 

Draw  me,  guard  me,  guide,  and  cheer. 

Most  at  last  when  most  I  need. 

Be,  my  Saviour,  mine  indeed  ; 

Tm  1  rest,  aU  trials  o'er. 

In  Thy  presence  evermore. 


:art,  the  seat  of  peace  or  pain. 

All  may  be  outwardly 

Desert  and  gloom  ; 
While,  in  the  secret  soul. 

Summer  may  bloom. 
Health  may  depart ; 

Yet,  from  above, 
Jesus  may  give  the  heart 

Peace,  hope,  and  love. 
All  may  be  desolate 

Round  us  the  while. 
Yet  a  sweet  paradise 

Inwardly  smile. 

All  may  be  sunshiny, 

Summer-like  scene, 
Yet  may  the  heart-ache  lie 

Heavy  within : 
Wealth  may  increase, 

Friends  may  be  nigh  ; 
Friends  cannot  give  us  peace, 

Wealth  cannot  buy. 


«S8 


LTRA  BRTmnncA. 


SuuhlDc  aad  aeoib 
Yet  the  poor  hewt  m 
iBlrtbewUk; 


Nor,  vtiere  that  ht»Tm  ledde*, 

Turn  il  to  woe. 
Lord,  ifTboaUcM, 

Where  b  dWnss  T 
Where,  iTHiou  wound  Am teut, 

Balm  for  Ibe  tnurt  T 
Til  not  in  culhly  Odngi 


Let  roe  then  faithfully 
Seek,  in  the  Lord, 
Peace  which  none  else  csn  n 
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Bat  oh,  the  prospect ! — ^'tis  too  bright ; 

And  i£,  when  faith  is  strong, 
A  glimpM  of  gloiy  glads  our  sight, 

Tis  £idcd,  lost,  ere  long  : 
Yet  dying  saints,  with  rapt  delight, 

Hare  seem*d  to  catch  the  song. 
Far  echo'd  from  those  harpers  white, 

Heafen's  holy,  happy  throng. 

Though  once  the  favoured  three  might  share 

Their  Lonf  s  transfigui'd  blaze. 
And  drink  celestial  accents  there, — 

How  brief  diat  sweet  amaze  ! 
But  wen  the  shades  of  grace  we  bear. 

Ere  glory  suit  our  gaze  ; 
And  well  our  voice,  with  sighs  of  prayer, 

Attnne  to  songs  of  praise. 


JOHN  HAMPDEN  GURNEY. 


PDBSt  GtnutBY  WM  MB  of  Mr.  Baton  Gnmey ;  he  was  born  in  the  year  1803.  He 
y  jftmn  cwate  at  LmUmwortb,  where  he  enjoyed  the  friendship  of  Dr.  Arnold.  He 
oi  St.  Mavy'a  Chorch,  Marylebone,  and  was  aiade  an  Honorary  Canon  of  St. 
*  Sci»oo»  on  Old  Testament  Histories,"  "  Sermons  on  Texts  from  the 
t  CoafMis,'*  and  nnmeroas  miscellaneous  discourses.  His  death  took  place  on  the 
tjKm,  im  Ma  Ifty  ninth  year.  The  diree  foOaming  hymns  have  been  selected  from 
■scoHtribiilkHB  to  "  PuJma  and  Hymns  for  Public  Worship,"  a  collection  pabUshed 
r  tb«  oee  of  Ike  cinrchca  in  Marylebone  f  London,  x^ ;  iteM. 


GOD'S  GOODNESS. 

Yes,  God  is  good  ;  in  earth  and  sky, 

From  ocean  depths  and  spreading  wood. 
Ten  thousand  voices  seem  to  cry, 

God  made  us  all,  and  God  is  good.'' 


««i 


The  son  that  keeps  his  trackless  way. 
And  downward  pours  his  golden  flood ; 

Night's  sparkling  hosts, — all  seem  to  say 
In  accents  dear,  that  *'  God  is  good." 

s  3 
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^^Shonld  firiends  misjudge,  or  foes  defame. 
Or  brethren  faithless  prove, 

like  Thine  own,  be  all  our  aim 
To  conquer  them  by  love. 

^ept  peaceful  in  the  midst  of  strife, 

Foigiving  and  forgiven, 
Oh  may  we  lead  the  pilgrim's  life, 

And  follow  Thee  to  heaven. 


^URRECTION  AND  ETERNAL  LIFE. 

"  Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust :" 
Lord,  we  own  the  sentence  just ; 
Head,  and  tongue,  and  hand,  and  heart. 
All  in  guilt  have  borne  their  part 
Righteous  is  the  common  doom ; 
All  must  moulder  in  the  tomb. 

Like  the  seed  in  spring-time  sown, 
Like  the  leaves  in  autumn  strown. 
Low  these  goodly  frames  must  lie. 
All  our  pomp  and  glory  die ; 
Soon  the  spoiler  seeks  his  prey. 
Soon  he  bears  us  all  away. 

Yet  the  seed,  upraised  again, 
Clothes  with  green  the  smiling  plain  ; 
Onward  as  the  seasons  move, 
Leaves  and  blossoms  deck  the  grove  ; 
And  shall  we  forgotten  lie, 
Lost  for  ever  when  we  die? 

Lord,  from  nature's  gloomy  night 
Turn  we  to  the  Gospel's  light. 
Thou  didst  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 
Thou  wilt  all  Thy  people  save ; 
Ransom'd  by  Thy  blood,  the  just 
Kise  immortal  from  the  dust. 


LYKA  BRTTANNICA. 


WILLIAM  HAMMOND. 


COD'S  UNCHANGEABLE  LOVT 
I?  Jems  is  yours 

You  have  >  tme  Fricad 
Whose  goodness  endiiK* 

The  nine  to  the  eul : 
Vour  tempers  majr  vnrjr, 

Vour  comforts  decline  j 
You  cannot  miscany. 

Your  aid  is  Kvine. 
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Then  Israel's  de£ection 

And  treacherous  ways. 
Shall  cause  their  rejection 

From  glory  and  grace. 

The  hills  may  depart, 

The  mountains  remove ; 
God's  infinite  heart 

Is  nothing  but  love. 
The  waters  of  Noah 

Shall  sooner  return. 
Than  God  will  for^o  a 

True  oath  He  hath  sworn. 

A  moment  I  hid 

The  light  of  my  face. 
Yet  firmly  decre^ 

To  save  thee  by  grace  ; 
And  though  I  reproved  thee. 

And  still  should  reprove. 
For  ever  I  loved  thee 

And  ever  will  love. 

Then  who  shall  advance 

The  song  of  the  Lamb  ? 
Can  angels  enhance 

The  worth  of  His  name  ? 
Let  every  believer 

Incessantly  praise 
The  bountiful  Giver 

Of  glory  and  grace. 

HYMN  TO  CHRIST. 

Awake,  and  sing  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb  ; 
Time  every  heart  and  every  tongue, 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name. 

Sing  of  His  d3ring  love  ; 
Sing  of  His  rising  power ; 
Sing  bow  He  inter(^es  above 
For  all  whose  sins  He  bore. 


LYRA  BKITAHMICA. 

If  jua  bmTC  felt  His  grscq 
Yoa'H  not  refuse  to  sin^ 
Bat  tammon  dl  yoar  potnn  to  p^^ 
Vonr  Saviour  uid  jour  King. 

Lode  back,  and  see  the  state 
Wherein  ronr  nature  1^ ; 
Tben  vonder  at  His  lore  so  grta^r  - 
Who  did  your  nnsom  pajr. 

His  faithlulnesi  proclaim. 
While  life  and  health  ue  giTCta    ^ 
Join  hands  and  hearts  to  praise  HX  b 


Maj  Jesu'i  word  take  place. 
And  wisdom  in  us  dwell. 
That  we  His  miradn  of  grace 
Id  psalms  and  hjrmns  ma;  tell 
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Whien  Paul  and  Silas  sung, 
The  earth  began  to  quake ; 
e  prison  doors  were  open  flung ; 
Her  firm  foundations  shake. 

The  prisoners'  bands  were  loosed  ; 
Who  can  the  Lord  control  ? 
ay  equal  power  be  now  diffused. 
And  free  each  captive  soul. 


Sing  till  you  feel  your  hearts 
Ascending  with  your  tongues ; 
ing  till  the  love  of  sin  departs, 
And  grace  inspires  your  songs. 


Sing  till  you  hear  Christ  say 
**  Your  sins  are  all  forgiven ;" 

on,  rejoicing  all  the  way, 
And  sing  your  souls  to  heaven. 


i^MN  FOR  PUBLIC  WORSHIP. 

Lord,  we  come  before  Thee  now  ; 
At  Thy  feet  we  humbly  bow. 
Oh,  do  not  our  suit  disdain  I 
Shall  we  seek  Thee,  Lord,  in  vain  ? 
In  Thy  temple,  lo,  we  wait. 
Knocking  at  Thy  mercy's  gate ; 
Now  let  all  Thy  chosen  race 
Sec  with  joy  Thy  blessM  face. 

Oh,  that  we  might  lift  our  eyes  ! 
Oh,  that  our  poor  hearts  would  rise 
To  the  throne  of  grace  above. 
And  enjoy  the  sweets  of  love  I 
Lord,  on  Thee  our  souls  depend ; 
In  compassion  now  descend  : 
Fill  our  hearts  with  Thy  rich  grace, 
Tune  our  lips  to  sing  Thy  praise. 


Lamp"""" 
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Sin  mad  Satan,  Lord,  dethrone, 
Rule  and  reign  in  us  alone ; 
Save  ns  all  from  sin  and  wrath; 
Make  us  heirs  of  God  through  fidth. 

Stablish,  Lord,  our  hearts  with  grace, 

Gire  us  an  abiding  peace ; 

Then,  though  floods  around  us  flow. 

Though  winds  from  all  quarters  blow, 

Built  upon  Thyself,  the  Rock, 

We  endure  the  mighty  shock ; 

We  are  over  and  above 

Conquerors  through  Thy  matchless  love. 


GE  WASHINGTON  HANGFORD. 

'^ttif  HAMCFOaD  held  aa  appofattmeiit  in  India,  where  he  died  a  few 
^^oaal  hiitnry.  we  have  been  unable  to  ascertain  any  further  particulais. 
^^Piriar  kyna  "Spealc  gently,"  which  originally  appeared  in  Sharf^s 
*L«:,pbS^it«7— a  It  was  let  to  music  by  Miss  Lindsay,  and  is  pabUshed. 
'^i.  Cocks  ft  Coi,  New  Burlington  Street,  London. 


SPEAK  GENTLY. 

Speak  gently  1  it  is  better  far 

To  rule  by  love  than  fear : 
Speak  gently  !  let  not  harsh  words  mar 

The  good  we  might  do  here. 

Speak  gently  !  Love  doth  whisper  low 
The  vows  that  true  hearts  bind ; 

And  gently  Friendship's  accents  flow  ; 
Affection's  voice  is  kind. 


gendy  to  the  little  child  ; 
Its  love  be  sure  to  gain. 
Teach  it  in  accents  soft  and  mild ; 
It  may  not  long  remain. 


LYRA  BRITAHNICA. 

Speak  gently  lo  the  young ;  (or  tlie7 

Will  have  enough  to  bear: 
Pus  through  this  worid  u  bext  tbef  ui 

'Tts  full  oruixhMU  caie. 


Speak  gently  to  the  aged  one ; 

Grieve  not  the  caie-wom  heul; 
The  sands  of  life  are  nearly  ran; 

Let  soch  in  peace  depart. 

Speak  gently,  kindly,  to  the  poor; 

Let  no  harsh  tone  be  heard ; 
They  have  enongh  they  must  cndor^ 

Without  an  unkind  word. 

Speak  gently  lo  the  erring ;  know 
They  must  have  toiled  in  vain ; 

Perchance  unkindness  made  them  so  ; 
Oh !  win  them  back  again. 


Speak  gently  :  He  who  gave  Hti  lil 
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YILLIAM  VERNON  HARCOURT. 

tUjAJC  Vernon  HarcourT,  canon  residentiary  of  York  Cathedral.  Isyotxogtx 
RcT.  Edward  Vernon  Harcourt,  Archbishop  of  York,  and  Anne,  third  daughter 
arqueiB  of  Scaflbrd.  He  was  bom  in  1789,  at  Sudbury  Hall.  Derbyshire.  He 
i*^  at  Orford  and  Cambridge,  and  is  a  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society.  In  1840,  he 
i^  drndediDo  volume  of  "  Psalms  and  Hymns."  but  the  compositions  in  this  work 
Kfaded  in  the  **  Symmetrical  Psalmody,"  which  appeared  from  his  pen  in  1855. 
'*vt  «w  one  of  the  originators  of  the  British  Association  for  the  Advancement  of 
^  iKi,  he  succeeded,  on  the  death  of  his  elder  brother,  to  the  property  of  M une- 
P'^o'ibhire.  The  foUowii^;  hymns  have  been  transcribed  from  the  "  Symmetrical 
*  «idi  Mr.  Harconrf  s  kind  penaission. 


THE  MILLENNIUM. 

A  Seedling  of  Jesse  shall  flower, 
A  Ruler  descend  from  his  line, 

Instinct  with  the  Spirit  of  power, 
The  Spirit  of  wisdom  Divine. 

A  Judge  to  reprove  for  the  meek, 
The  mantle  of  justice  to  wear, 

^o  render  their  rights  to  the  weak, 
The  wrongs  of  the  poor  to  repair. 

■^lien  none  shall  devour  or  hurt, 

"When  God  has  His  dwelling  with  men ; 

babe  with  the  scorpion  shall  sport, 
And  play  on  the  cockatrice'  den. 


en  children  the  tiger  shall  lead  ; 
The  wolves  shall  lie  down  with  the  flocks ; 
lie  kid  with  the  leopard  shall  feed. 
The  lion  eat  straw  with  the  ox. 


e  word  that  goes  forth  from  His  mouth 
A  light  to  the  nations  shall  be, 
b  spread  from  the  north  to  the  south. 
And  flow  like  the  tides  of  the  sea. 


LTKA  BKITAMHICA. 


DELIVERANCE. 

For  racctnu  to  my  God  I  cried. 
While  many  mocked  my  [»>ycr^ 

When  compassed  ronnd  on  eraj  sd 
With  troubles  haid  to  beu. 

He  heud  me  &om  Hi*  holy  hill, 
Wlut  time  the  waves  lan  high ; 

His  mocy  bade  the  lea  be  still. 
And  calmed  the  stotmy  slcy. 


Recorered  irom  my  mortal  pain, 
I  laid  me  down  and  slept, 

To  tread  Thj  courts,  my  God,  agus, 
Bj  Thee  in  nlety  kept. 


Thy  power  to  redeem  Thine  own, 


JOSEPH  HA&T« 

the  Lord,  who  heeds  oar  cfll^ 
flesh,  and  feeds  them  all ; 

the  Lord  whose  love  has  given 
an  the  bread  of  life  from  heaven. 
Full  of  mercy  evermore. 
Him,  the  Lord  of  lords,  adore  I 
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hi  Loodon.  in  171^  Hit  parents  were  God-feailnff  penons,  and  were 

hb  proper  upbringing.  He  did  not  repay  their  anxiety,  for  hit  conduct 

Wfdi  occasioiial  intervals  of  reflection,  he  plunged  recklessly 

Be  became  a  teacher  of  languages,  but  emidoyed  much  of  his  time 

About  Us  forty-third  year,  he  became  seriotuily  imprened,  but  at 

7^^  cnon  of  Antinomianism.    The  truth  dawned  upon  him  after  hearing  a 

In  1739,  be  began  to  preach,  and  to  compose  hymns.    Settled,  in 

^^  Independent  Chapel,  Jewin  Street,  he  became  most  acceptable  as  a 

were  much  blessed.    He  died  on  the  a4th  May,  1766,  in  his  fifty- 

editioa  of  Mr.  Harf  s  hymn-book  appeared  in  1759.    It  contained  a  nar- 

tiafai  Bfie,  and  set  forth  the  blessedness  of  that  change  which,  under  grace. 

In  sabseqoeat  editions,  other  hymns  from  his  pen  were  added.    His 


TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Descend  from  heaven,  celestial  Dove ; 
Wiih  flames  of  pure  seraphic  love 

Our  ravish'd  breasts  inspire. 
Fountain  of  joy,  blest  Paraclete, 
Warm  oor  cold  hearts  with  heavenly  heat. 

And  set  oor  souls  on  fine. 


Bneatheon  diese  bones  so  dry  and  dead  ; 
Thy  iweetest,  softest  influence  shed 

In  all  our  hearts  abroad^ 
Fofait  out  the  place  where  grace  abounds  ; 
Direct  us  to  the  bleeding  wounds 

Of  our  incarnate  God. 


Water  to  quench  the  fiery  law. 

And  blood  lo  pui^e  our  sin, 
\Ye'U  tell  Ihe  Father  in  that  day 
(And  Thou  shall  H-ilneu  what  we  nj),--^  ^ 

"  We're  dean,  jusc  God,  we're  dafc- —       , 

Teairh  ui  for  what  la  pra;,  and  hov ; 

And  iiooe,  kind  God,  "ti.  only  Tbon  - 

The  throne  of  grace  am  move,  ^_^  -j 
Pray  Thou  for  us,  that  we.  thnJufih  ftltC^-^^ 
May  fed  ih'  cffeels  of  Jisa'a  death, 

Thioogli  failh  that  works  by  lore. 

Thou,  with  ihc  Foiher  and  the  Son, 
An  that  myntcriouii  Tlirec  in  One, 

God  blesl  for  evamiore  ; 
Whom,  though  we  axunoi  tomptBheod,^         ' 
Feeling  Than  «rt  theAinner'i  Friend, 

We  love  11i«e  and  lOfK.  ' 


REDEEMING  LOVE. 


rs  of  redeeming  love  I 

ond  what  words  express, 
s  can  feel,  or  angels  guess, 
it  hjrmn  the  great  I  Atn^ 
and  veil  before  the  Lamb. 

t  heavens  are  short  of  this ; 
than  the  vast  abyss ; 
ban  thought  can  e'er  conceive, 
pecty  or  £uth  believe. 

i>od  sigh'd  human  breath  ; 
)f  life  experienced  death  ; 
{ done  we  can't  discuss, 
\  know,  'twas  done  for  us. 

Ehis  £sdth,  then  let  us  raise 
in  love^  our  voice  in  praise  ; 
o  ns  matt  work  for  good, 
the  Lord  hath  shed  His  blood. 


t>ress  of  every  sort ; 

36  sore — they  must  be  short ; 

'arv,  but  soon  shall  vUw 


:.w.  r!-*j v->. 
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Dinners  invited  to  christ. 

Come,  je  sinners,  poor  and  wretched. 

Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore; 
B^csns  ready  stands  to  save  you. 

Full  of  pity,  joined  with  power  : 
He  is  able, 

He  is  willing  :  doubt  no  more. 

<^ome,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome  ; 

God's  free  bounty  glorify  ; 
Tnie  belief  and  true  repentance. 
Every  grace  that  brings  us  nigh, — 

Without  money 
Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy. 

Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger. 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream ; 
An  the  6tness  He  requireth 

Is  to  feel  your  need  of  Him. 
This  He  gives  you — 

nis  the  Spirit's  rising  beam. 

Come,  ye  weary,  heavy  laden. 

Bruised  and  broken  by  the  fall ; 
If  yoo  tarry  till  you're  better, 

Yoo  will  never  come  at  alL 
Not  the  righteous. 

Sinners  Jesus  came  to  calL 

View  Him  groVling  in  the  garden, 

Lo,  your  Maker  prostrate  lies  I 
On  the  bloody  tree  behold  Him  ; 

Hear  Him  cry  before  He  dies — 
"Itisfinish'd!" 

Sinners,  will  not  this  suffice  ? 

X^o,  the  incarnate  God  ascended, 

Pleads  the  merit  of  His  blood  ; 
V*enture  on  Him,  venture  wholly, 

Let  no  other  trust  intrude. 
None  but  Jesus 

Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 

T  2 
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ec^  wbcn  athwart  the  azure  sky 
Vhj  stany  hosts  their  mazes  lead, 
td  when  Thou  sheddest  from  on  high 
Thj  dewdrops  on  the  flowery  mead. 

lee,  when  my  cap  of  bliss  overflows  ; 
Hiee,  when  my  heart's  best  joys  are  fled ; 
lee,  when  my  breast  exulting  glows ; 
Thee,  while  I  bend  beside  the  dead. 

tike  in  joy  and  in  distress, 
O  let  me  trace  Thy  hand  Divine  ; 
igfateons  in  chast'ning,  prompt  to  bless, 
SUII9  Father,  may  Thy  will  be  mine. 


FAITH  AND  HOPE. 

Thou,  who  for  our  fallen  race, 
Didst  lay  Thy  crown  of  glory  by ; 
jod  quit  Thy  heavenly  dwelling-place^ 
To  clothe  Thee  in  mortality. 

y  whom  our  vesture  of  decay. 
Its  frailty  and  its  pains,  were  worn  ; 

iTho^  sinless,  of  our  sinful  clay 
The  burden  and  the  griefs  hast  borne. 

VhOy  stainless,  bore  our  guilty  doom ; 

Upon  the  Cross  to  save  us  bled  ; 
Old  who,  triumphant  from  the  tomb, 

Captivity  hast  captive  led ; 

>  teach  Thy  ransomM  ones  to  know 
Thy  love  who  diedst  to  set  them  free  ; 

^jid  bid  their  torpid  spirits  glow 
With  love  which  centres  all  in  Thee. 

\nd  come,  triumphant  Victim,  come, 
In  the  brightness  of  Thy  holy  love  : 

And  make  this  earth,  our  purchased  home. 
The  image  of  Thy  courts  above. 


LTKA  BUTANNICA. 

EHmly,  O  Lord,  cnu  feeUe  tjf» 
The  dawning  nj%  of  ^(ny  tee ; 

But  btigfatlf  ihaU  the  moniing  iIm, 
Which  hidi  tzeatioo  bend  to  Thee. 

RlM,  Snn  of  il^teoiuDa^  and  tbed 
Thy  beams  of  KUcUng  liglit  abroad, 

Tbat  earth  na-y  luiow  (her  rtarlmew  Oed) 
Her  King  in  Thee,  Inotmate  God  1 

And  oil,  wlille  yet  Thj  mercy  ipeak^ 
So  may  the  vordi  of  lore  penO, 

That  when  the  mom  of  jndgment  biMks, 
Uanjr  may  Thine  appearing  haU  I 
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Downwards,  from  His  star-paved  dwelling, 

Comes  the  incarnate  Son  of  God : 
Countless  voices  thrilling,  swelling. 

Tell  the  trinmphs  of  His  blood. 
Shoot  I  He  comes  thy  tribes  to  bless. 
With  His  spotless  ri^teousness. 

See  His  glowing  hand  uplifted  ! 

Clustering  bounties  drop  around : 
Rebeb  e'en  are  richly  gifted  ; 

Pardon,  peace,' and  joy  abound. 
Shout,  O  earth  I  and  let  thy  song 
Ring  the  vaulted  heavens  along  1 

Call  Him  UessM  1  on  thy  mountains. 

In  thy  wilds  and  citied  plains  : 
Call  Him  bless^  I  where  thy  fountains 

Speak  in  softly  murmuring  strains. 
Let  thy  captives,  let  thy  kings. 
Join  the  Ijrre  of  thousand  strings. 

Blesskl  Lord,  and  Lord  of  blessings  ! 

Pour  Thy  quickening  gifts  abroad  ; 
Raptured  tongues,  Thy  love  confessing, 

Shall  extol  the  living  God. 
BleaM,  blessH  blessM  Lord  I 
Heaven  shall  chant  no  other  word  1 


"  GATHER  THE  LAMBS." 
Isaiah  zL  xz. 

{Contributed,) 

To  praise  our  Shepherd's  care. 
His  wisdom,  love  and  might. 
Your  loudest,  loftiest  songs  prepare. 
And  bid  the  world  unite  I 

Supremely  good  and  great. 
He  tends  his  blood-bought  fold  ; 
He  stoops,  though  throned  in  highest  state. 
The  feeblest  to  uphold. 


S;^V.VAT10S. 

„,n*i»* '-^"^^^^  ,h>i  It'll- » 
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HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 
{Contrihuted.) 

HoSANNA  !  raise  the  pealing  hymn 

To  David*s  Son  and  Lord ; 
With  cherubim  and  seraphim 

Exalt  th'  incarnate  Word. 

• 

Hosanna  I  Lord,  our  feeble  tongue 

No  lofty  strains  can  raise  : 
Bat  Thou  wilt  not  despise  the  young, 

Who  meekly  chant  Thy  praise. 

hosanna !  Sovereign,  Prophet,  Priest, 

How  vast  Thy  gifts — ^how  free  I 
Xhy  blood  our  life — Thy  word  our  feast — 

Thy  name  our  only  plea, 

Kosanna  I  Master,  lo  I  we  bring 

Our  offerings  to  Thy  throne  ; 
^ot  gold,  nor  myrrh,  nor  mortal  thing, 

Bat  hearts,  to  be  Thine  own. 

Kosanna  !  once  Thy  gracious  ear 

Approved  a  lisping  throng  : 
3e  gracious  still,  and  deign  to  hear 

Oar  poor  but  grateful  song. 

O  Saviour,  ifi  redeemed  by  Thee, 

Thy  temple  we  behold, — 
Hosannas,  through  eternity. 

We'll  sing  to  harps  of  gold  ! 

CHRISTIAN  PERSEVERANCE. 
{Contributed.) 

Widely,  'midst  the  slumb'ring  nations. 

Darkness  holds  his  despot-sway  ; 
Cruel  in  his  habitations. 

Ruthless  o'er  his  prostrate  prey. 
Star  of  Bethlehem, 

Rise  and  beam  in  conquering  day  ! 


LTKA  BKITANNICA. 

l^it  of  lilie,  onr  sole  DefendeT, 

RiM  villi  hedioe  on  Thr  wing : 
Rise  in  ill  Tbj  soothing  splendoui. 

Rise,  md  onh  with  joy  (hall  ting 
Imel's  gloiT, 

Gentiles  oil  Thee,  "Lord  and  '""f='-" 


Chmtiuis,  hute  I  the  mora  is  bi 

Darkness  wheek  his  downmrd  fligL^*' 
Bat,  yonr  polished  annoor  taking, 

Stand  !  not  quit  the  waning  fi^it 
Great  Redeemer, 

Gnaid  u  with  Thy  shield  of  Jigfat  1 

Onward,  Christians,  onward  pitsdag 

Ttinmph  in  the  CrudSed  ! 
Endless  hononr,  rest,  and  blessing 

Wait  yon  at  His  ladiant  side. 
Cease  not,  oease  not. 

Till  yon  see  Him  gloiified  I 
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Look  to  Him  who  once  was  willing 

All  His  gloiy  to  resign, 
Tbat,  for  thee  the  law  fiilfilling, 

All  His  merit  might  be  thine. 
Stride  to  follow  day  by  day 
Where  His  footsteps  mark  the  way. 

Look  to  Him,  the  Lord  of  glory, 

Tasting  death  to  win  thy  life ; 
Gazing  on  that  "wondrous  story," 

Canst  thou  falter  in  the  strife  ? 
Is  it  not  new  life  to  know 
That  the  Lord  hath  loved  thee  so  ? 

Look  to  Him  who  ever  liveth. 

Interceding  for  His  own  ; 
Seek,  yea,  daim  the  grace  He  giveth 

Freely  from  His  priestly  throne. 
Win  He  not  thy  strength  renew 
^i^ith  His  Spirit's  quickening  dew  ? 


to  Him,  and  faith  shall  brighten, 
Hope  shall  soar,  and  love  shall  bum; 
»ce  once  more  thy  heart  shall  lighten  : 
Rise  I  He  calleth  thee  ;  return  1 
not  weary  on  thy  way : 

is  thy  strength  and  stay. 


E  THINGS  WHICH  ARE  BEHIND. 
{Contributed,) 

YE  behind  earth's  empty  pleasure. 
Fleeting  hope,  and  changeful  love ; 

ve  its  soon  corroding  treasure : 
There  are  better  things  above. 


oh,  leave  thy  fond  aspirings, 
Bid  thy  restless  earth  be  still ; 
Cease,  oh,  cease  thy  vain  desirings, 
Only  seek  thy  Father's  will. 


LYRA   BKITANNICA. 

Le«*e  bdiind  thjr  Uthloa  lomnr^ 
And  thine  creiy  uulcnu  an ; 

He  who  only  knows  the  morrow, 
Cui  for  thee  its  burden  bear. 

Leave  behind  the  doubting  iinrit. 
And  tby  crushing  load  of  sin  ; 

By  Ihj  mighljr  Saviour's  merit. 
Life  eternal  thou  sbalt  win. 

Realms  of  glory  lie  before  thee, 
Cloud  and  shadow-land  behind ; 

Hasten  I  light  is  breaking  o'er  thee  g 
Enter  t  welcome  thou  shalt  find ! 

Leave  the  darkness  gathering  o'er  llv 
Leave  the  shadow-land  behind. 

Realms  of  glory  lie  before  thee ; 
Enter  in,  and  welcome  find. 
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'^Wio  to  our  charge  shall  lay 

Iniquity  and  guilt  ? 
All  sin  is  done  away, 

Since  His  rich  blood  was  spilt. 
Captivity  is  captive  led. 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 

Now  the  ungodly  dares 

The  holy  God  draw  near  ; 
Justice  itself  declares 

No  cause  remains  for  fear. 
Captivity  is  captive  led, 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 

Christ  hath  the  ransom  paid  ; 

The  glorious  work  is  done ; 
On  Him  our  help  is  laid ; 

The  victory  is  won. 
Captivity  is  captive  led. 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 

Hail  the  triumphant  Lord  ! 

The  resurrection  Thou ! 
We  bless  Thy  sacred  word ; 

Before  Thy  throne  we  bow. 
Captivity  is  captive  led, 
Since  Jesus  liveth  that  was  dead. 


THE  ASCENSION. 

The  Saviour  to  glory  is  gone ; 

His  sufferings  and  sorrows  are  past ; 
His  work  is  completed  and  done. 

And  shall  to  eternity  last. 
For  ever  He  lives  to  bestow 

The  blessings  He  purchased  so  dear; 
Our  bosoms  with  gratitude  glow, 

Whilst  to  Him,  by  faith,  we  draw  near. 


LTKA  BMTAHNICA. 


n  Him  to  reodvG 

All  fblocsi  of  eloi7  u>d  gnoe, 
Rejcudng  in  hope,  w«  beliere, 

Hii  pramises  thankful  embrace. 
Oiu  King  shall  protect  as  bom  haimt, 

Our  AdTocate  make  our  [dea  good ; 
Our  Sbcpfaetd  will  bear  in  His  aim* 

The  sheep  iriiidi  He  bonffat  with  Hitf 

Our  Prophet  trill  point  oot  the  way 

Whicb  leads  to  the  mansions  above  ; 
Onr  Priest  all  onr  ransom  shall  pay, 

Onr  Friend  of  onchangeable  lore. 
Bat  whilst  to  the  Luob  on  His  thnwe 

Onr  heaiti  and  our  voicea  we  laise^ 
His  glory  exalted  we  own 

Above  all  our  Messing  and  pnis& 


THE  DAY  OF  PENTECOST. 
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^lis  loTe  within  us  shed  abroad. 

Life's  ever-springing  well. 
Till  God  in  us,  and  we  in  God, 

In  love  eternal  dwell. 


hSBER  ME,  O  MY  GOD,  FOR  GOOD." 

Nehemiah  riii.  31. 

3t  Thou  from  whom  all  goodness  flows, 

Ilift  my  heart  to  Thee  ; 
n  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  woes, 

Dear  Lord,  remember  me ! 

When  groaning  on  my  burden'd  heart. 

My  sins  lie  heavily, 
lly  pardon  speak,  new  peace  impart : 

In  love  remember  me  ! 

Femptations  sore  obstruct  my  way, 

And  ills  I  cannot  flee  ; 
Dh  give  me  strength.  Lord,  as  my  day : 

For  good  remember  me  ! 

Distress'd  with  pain,  disease,  and  grief. 

This  feeble  body  see  : 
Srant  patience,  rest,  and  kind  relief ; 

Hear,  and  remember  me. 

If  on  my  lace,  for  Thy  dear  name. 

Shame  and  reproaches  be  ; 
All  hail  reproach,  and  welcome  shame. 

If  Thou  remember  me. 

The  hour  is  near ;  consigned  to  death, 

I  own  the  just  decree. 
"Saviour  !"  with  my  last  parting  breath 

m  cry,  "  Remember  me  !" 


•  X«"*'  M  name  ^  """   „VO'>* 
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<• 


^   plan  Himself  had  fonned, 
XXke  slieq>  we  went  astray, 

'*  said  God,  "  shall  call  me  Father, 
riom  me  shall  turn  away.'' 

e  richest  stores  of  pardon 
sets  forth  in  Christ  His  Son, 
e  Spirit's  grace  to  guide  us — 
to  bring  His  children  home. 

Father  1"  makes  all  certain, 
by  word  and  oath  and  blood  : 
ith,  "They  are  my  people," 
they  say,  "The  Lord  our  God." 

through  all  our  changing  seasons, 
ble,  sickness,  sorrow,  woe, 
changeth  God's  affection, 
a's  love  shall  bring  us  through, 
liall  all  Thy  blood-bought  children 
the  throne  their  anthems  raise, 
songs  of  rich  salvation, 
^t  to  Abba  endless  praise. 


An^ 


To 


By 


AMEN  HYMN. 

'^ss  Thee,  O  Thou  great  Amen, 

*s  pledge  to  sinful  men, 
^^*ilinning  all  His  word  ; 
,^**Xises  are  doubtful  then, 
ajre  yea  and  all  Amen, 
Jesus  Christ  our  Lord. 
^  in  this,  the  Church  on  high 
^^*^  'below  unceasing  cry, 

**^«n.  Amen,  Amen  ! 
^     ^^^  O  Lord,  all  praise  is  given, 
^^^  response  of  earth  and  heaven,- 
hail.  Thou  great  Amen  I 


^  ^^Tdinance  of  God  to  bless 

,  the  Lord  our  Righteousness, 


Him  I  say  again  ; 


u 


■,■,:..■  fiJ-Tia:  tr,-a»  Gods  hMid. 
An£  iZ'.  m  Tbee^  His  Son. 

MrCMH  JbM>  *veb  dl  fan. 

Aai  «ftA»  Mft  ewx  fat  God  i>  doves 
T*  GrfV  Aaa  «•  rid  oar  (>«>, 

fwrniiJ  iB  Ai^  die  Omidi,  d>=3 

T«  MiMi  arCod,  'a  ife  n-  jxMtii, 

%  Hte  1  sif  •(»>  ;— 

'       ~  ~       BGodkldtH 

Y«wA)|k>Md€ 
GoACkiftih 
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^ttd  in  the  foOowiac  jrear  gained  the  gold  medal  for  his  poem  of  "  Paks* 
^  A.lClniao&  He  was  elected  to  a  Fellowship  at  AU  Souls' College,  and 
****  Uring  of  Hodnet.  In  z€ba,  he  was  elected  preacher  to  the  benchers  of 
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^^  To  the  duties  of  his  high  office  in  India,  he  applied  himself  with  apo> 
'livable  Bfe  was  cut  short  while  in  course  of  an  episcopal  visitation.  He 
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^>>lor,  and  pnbKshed  some  other  prose  writings.  In  1807,  his  hymns  were 
,  akag  widi  sacred  lyrics  by  Mr.  Milman  and  others.  Wehave 


MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand. 
Where  Afric's  sonny  fountains 

Ron  down  their  golden  sand  ; 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain. 
They  caU  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Java's  isle, 
Though  every  prospect  pleases. 

And  only  man  is  vile; 
In  vain,  with  lavish  kindness, 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strewn  ; 
The  heathen,  in  his  blindness. 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone  ! 

Can  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  Wisdom  from  on  high, 
Can  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation  !  oh,  Salvation  ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  leam'd  Messiah's  name. 

u  2 


Lnu  BUTJunncA. 

T3±.  wtA.  *e  winds.  His  jtofj ; 
\x  ^rm.  TC  wacen,  roll. 

Till  .-"«  ;«r  luuuui'd  atar^ 
TV  Ijmb,  Mr  sanat  siain, 
SitiMffic,  Kaig,  Creator, 


:  BIRTH  OF  CHRIST. 


we  yvU.  Him.  in  cosdr  deroliof*^ 
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Lo,  sach  the  child  whose  early  feet 

The  paths  of  peace  have  trod ; 
Whose  secret  heart,  with  influence  sweet, 

Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

The  lily  must  decay ; 
The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill 

Must  shortly  fade  away. 

And  soon,  too  soon,  the  wintry  hour 

Of  man*s  maturer  age 
Will  shake  the  soul  with  sorrow's  power, 

And  stormy  passion's  rage  ! 

O  Thou,  whose  infant  feet  were  found 

Within  Thy  Father's  shiine, — 
Whose  years,  with  changeless  virtue  crown'd. 

Were  all  alike  Divine, — 

Dependent  on  Thy  bounteous  breath. 

We  seek  Thy  grace  alone, 
la  diildhood,  manhood,  age,  and  death. 

To  keep  us  still  Thine  own. 


'•HELP,  LORD,  OR  WE  PERISH." 

t  through  the  torn  sail  the  wild  tempest  is  streaming, 
o'er  the  dark  wave  the  red  lightning  is  gleaming, 
ope  lends  a  ray,  the  poor  seaman  to  cherish, 
r  to  our  Maker :  ''  Help,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 

IS  I  once  toss'd  on  the  breast  of  the  billow, 
ed  by  the  shriek  of  despair  from  Thy  pillow, 
leated  in  glory,  the  mariner  cherish, 
cries  in  his  danger,  "  Help,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 

»h,  when  the  whirlwind  of  passion  is  raging, 
i  hell  in  our  heart  his  wild  war&re  is  waging, 
in  Thy  strength.  Thy  redeemed  to  cherish  ; 
ce  the  destroyer :  "  Help,  Lord,  or  we  perish." 


LVRA    BRITANXICA. 


AT  A  FUNERAL, 


Thou  ut  gone  to  the  grave,  bat  we  will  sot  deplocs-ie'    <^ 
Though  lOTTOws  tud  daAuaa  cncompaa  the  Ions  tr  r 

Thy  Saviour  hai  post'd  Ihrongfa  its  portal  bdbn  thr-«~» 
And  the  Lunp  of  His  lore  ii  tlijr  guide  thran^  tbe  ^'^ 

Thou  tA  gone  to  the  grave ;  we  no  longer  behold 
Nor  tread  the  rough  psths  of  the  world  by  thy  sid" 

Bui  the  wide  aims  of  mercy  aie  spread  to  sifold  tte< 
And  dnnen  may  die,  for  the  Sin^  has  dkd. 

Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave,  and,  its  m 

Perhaps  thy  weak  spirit  in  fear  lingo'd  loi%  ; 

Bui  the  mild  rays  of  Paradise  beam'd  on  thy  wakiiig. 
And  the  sound  which  thou  heard'st ' 


Thou  art  gone  to  the  grave,  bat  we  will  not  dcjJoctC 
Whose  God  was  thy  ransom,  thy  guardian,  vA  pJ^ 

He  gave  thee.  He  look  thee,  and  He  will  reston  iIkM 
And  death  has  no  sting,  for  the  Saviour  has  died. 


S-*-" 


THE  BEUEVER'S  PRAYER. 
Lord,  whose  love,  in  power  eicellio|^ 

Wash'd  the  leper's  stain  away  : 
Jesus,  from  Thy  heavenly  dwelling^ 

4,  help  us,  wha 
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^-A.YER  FOR  DIVINE  MERCY. 


the  accents  of  early  creation. 
Word  of  Jehovah  came  down  from  above  ; 
^^  of  the  earth  to  infuse  animation, 

their  oold  atoms  to  life  and  to  love  ! 


^ty  the  tones  which  the  firmament  rended, 
*  ou  wheels  of  the  thunder,  and  wings  of  the  wind, 
^^iig^  and  hail,  and  thick  darkness  attended, 
^d  on  Sinai  His  laws  to  mankind. 

^  was  the  voice  of  the  First-bom  of  heaven 
^  poor  His  apparel,  though  earthly  His  form), 
■^  to  the  mourner,  **  Thy  sins  are  forgiven  I " 
^rfaole''  to  the  side,  and  *'  Be  still"  to  the  storm. 

^  of  the  world  I  when,  arrayed  in  Thy  glory, 
^^unmons  again  shall  be  heard  from  on  high  ; 
i-atare  stands  trembling  and  naked  before  Thee, 
Hails  on  Thy  sentence  to  live  or  to  die ; 

be  heaVn  shall  fly  fast  from  the  sound  of  Thy  thunder, 
the  SOB  in  Thy  lightnings  grow  languid  and  pale, 
I  sea  yield  her  dead,  and  the  tomb  cleave  asunder, — 
!  hour  of  Thy  terrors,  let  mercy  prevail ! 


THE  SECOND  ADVENT. 

c  Lord  will  come  !  the  earth  shall  quake, 
hills  their  fixM  seat  forsake, 
iy  withering,  from  the  vault  of  night 
;  stars  withdraw  their  feeble  light 

Lord  will  come  !  but  not  the  same 
>nce  in  lowly  form  He  came, 
lent  Lamb  to  slaughter  led, 
:  Imiis'd,  the  suffering,  and  the  dead. 

i  Lord  will  come  !  a  dreadful  form, 
h  wreath  of  flame,  and  robe  of  storm  ; 
chemb  wings,  and  wings  of  wind, 
minted  Jadge  of  human-kind  I 


.  —(  God  W»'£'^*''  ,„  -n«t 
«*•  ""'i'  2^»1  •'"'"'  f"  «  5=5.  -H"^ 


l"">°"'*'isj« 


...*^"'' 
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IWELL  HEGINBOTHAM. 


Gotham  is  the  author  of  a  Tolame  of  "  Hymns  Prhrateljr  Printed,' 
^tcnonal  history  is  unknown. 


HE  YOUNG  PERSON'S  PRAYER. 

^A&K  !  *tis  your  heavenly  Father's  call. 
How  soft  the  channing  accents  fall : 
"Ask  and  receive,  my  son,"  He  cries, 
With  loving  heart  and  melting  eyes. 

Lord,  I  accept  Thine  ofierM  grace, 
I  come  to  seek  my  Father's  face, 
Nor  will  He  turn  His  ear  away 
Who  taught  my  heart  and  lips  to  pray. 

One  thing  I  ask,  and  wilt  Thou  hear, 
And  grant  my  soul  a  gift  so  dear  ? 
Wisdom,  descending  from  above. 
The  sweetest  token  of  Thy  love. 

Wisdom  betimes  to  know  the  Lord, 
To  fear  His  name  and  keep  His  word ; 
To  lead  my  feet  in  paths  of  truth, 
And  guide  and  guard  my  wandering  youth. 

Then  shouldst  Thou  grant  a  length  of  days, 
My  life  shall  still  proclaim  Thy  praise ; 
Or  early  death  my  soul  convey 
To  realms  of  everlasting  day. 


*^^A1SE  TO  GOD  IN  LIFE  AND  DEATH. 

^Y  soul  shall  praise  Thee,  O  my  God, 

Through  all  my  mortal  days, 
•And  to  eternity  prolong 

Thy  vast,  Thy  boundless  praise. 


Aim  MKjinc  my  pams  lo  rest. 


■;Jll 

i  ■ 
r  , 

.^1 


.  r 


Nor  >h.ill  my  t<»ni^ic  alone  proclaim 
The  honours  of  my  God  ; 

My  life,  with  all  my  active  powers, 
Shall  spread  Thy  praise  abroad. 


i 


And  though  these  lips  shall  cease  to 
Though  death  shall  close  these 

Yet  shall  my  soul  to  nobler  hei^^ 
Of  joy  and  transport  rise. 


Then  shall  my  powers  in  endless  stiaiiif 

Their  grateful  tribute  pay  : 
The  theme  demands  an  angel's  tonguei 

And  an  eternal  day. 


I  • 


■■.11 


[" 


THE  GOD  OF  SEASONS. 

Great  God,  let  all  our  tuneful  powen 
Awake  and  sing  Thy  mighty  name  ; 

Thy  hand  rolls  on  our  drding  booiSi 
The  hand  from  which  our  beii^  cunt 

Seasons  and  moons,  revolving  round. 
In  beauteous  order  speak  Thy  pnuse ; 

AnH  v<virc    TvifVi  cmilmor  m^rrv  nrrvmn*A. 
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cor  health,  our  friends,  we  owe 


\|^      *^*hy  vast  unbounded  love  ; 
^^^^    VisiukI  precious  gifts  below, 
*iope  of  nobler  joys  above. 


MRS.  HEMANS. 

^  t^Jj^^^^'^l*'  wM  bora  at  Liverpool,  on  the  «stli  September,  1794.  Her 
CQ^^^^MBt  When  his  daughter  was  very  yoiu>g,  he  removed  his  family 
Ik^  •^T*'^  The  rocnantic  nature  of  her  early  home,  an  old  mansion  by  the 
ir^^^^'^kckyhiDs,  exercised  a  powerful  inlhience  on  her  fancy.  In  her  ninth 
t*^^^**»  which  were  included  in  a  volume  of  poetais.  which,  at  the  age  of 
a^^^*  ^orid.  In  x8za^  she  published  a  second  volume,  entitled  "  Domestic 
■be  year,  married  Captain  Hemans.  After  some  years,  her  husband 
her  to  vndertake  the  upbringing  of  their  five  sons.    She  continued 


^^->«>  compoaition,  and  her  numerous  lyrics  are  to  be  renuuiced  for  their 

^^^OcbhieM,  alflce  of  expression  and  ihougbL    After  residing  in  different 

1^*^^^  «p  her  abode  in  Dublin,  where  she  died  on  the  i6th  May,  1835.    Her 

^  kar  filter,  and  published,  with  a  memoir,  in  seven  volumes,  8vo; 


THE  HOUR  OF  PRAYER. 

Child,  amidst  the  flowers  at  play, 
While  the  red  light  fades  away ; 
Mother,  with  thine  earnest  eye^ 
Ever  following  silently ; 
Father,  by  the  breeze  of  eve 
Called  Thy  harvest-work  to  leave  : 
Pray,  ere  yet  the  dark  hours  be  ; 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee  I 

Traveller  in  the  stranger's  land. 
Far  from  thine  own  household  band 
Mourner,  haunted  by  the  tone 
Of  a  voice  from  this  world  gone  ; 
Captive,  in  whose  narrow  cell 
Sunshine  hath  not  leave  to  dwell ; 
Sailor,  on  the  darkening  sea  : 
Lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee  I 


THE  FOUNTAIN  OF  MARAH  

Wbkmi  1>  the  ti«e  the  prophet  thmr 

Into  the  bluer  wave  T  I 

L«n  it  no  scion  wheK  It  gnnr,  J 

The  thirsting  sonl  to  mts  t  I 

Hath  nilure  lost  the  hidden  pcrvct 

Its  precious  rolla{^  xhed  T 
Ii  there  no  duUnl  eastern  bower. 

With  iach  Eweel  Uaves  o'eispicad ! 


Nay,  wherefore  ask  !  since  giftt 

Which  jet  may  well  imbue  ^ 

Eanh's  many  tioubled  rouoti  villi  jhu»itf*^ 

Of  heaven's  own  balmy  dew. 

Oh,  mingled  with  the  cop  of  grief 

L«I  faith's  deep  spirit  be  ;  J 

And  eveiy  prayer  shall  win  a  leaf  J 

From  that  Ues'd  healing  tnc !  I 


OKORGS   HERBERT. 

Ai^j  »1^^*^**'*  '''*  feathery  palm-trees  rise. 
Or  't»rr*^  date  grows  ripe  under  sunny  skies  I 
WTj^Zr*****  the  green  Iskndx  of  glittering  seas. 
Atxd  ^^gianl  forests  periiune  the  breere, 

Bes_  Tr*"**lge  bright  birds,  on  their  starry  wings, 
*.  .j^^*^  rich  hoes  of  all  glorious  things  T  " 
^•=»t  Aere.  not  there,  my  child." 
W>)^-^  ^  '^  away  in  wme  region  old, 
TV^l^.*^   *Iie  rivers  wander  o'er  sands  of  gold, 
Ajjrt"^^  '^  bnmii^  rays  of  the  ruby  shine, 
Ajt^   ^^^  dianjond  %hts  up  the  secret  mine. 
Is  ifr    .^t^  pearl  gleams  forth  from  the  coral  strand — 

<•  }^^^  ■weet  mother,  that  better  land  T" 
,  ^         ■'^<»t  there,  not  there,  my  child. 
E^^-^T^  laalh  not  seen  it,  my  gentle  boy ; 
"^  """it  heard  its  sweet  songs  of  joy  ; 

not  picture  a  world  so  fair  ; 
'  and  death  may  not  enter  there ; 
P'»^  ^,^"''  ""^  breathe  on  its  fadeless  bloom  ; 
J-    y^Srand  the  clouds,  and  beyond  the  tomb, — 
**    there,  tt  is  there,  my  child." 


GEORGE  HERBERT. 

a,  DO  the  jM  Apin.  i^ 


~  "  '  Kc  dtnl  in  i6jt.  In  hU  lU 


GRACE. 
^Y  stock  lies  dead,  and  no  increase 
Doth  my  dull  husbandry  improve  ; 
O  let  Thy  grace*  without  cease 
Drop  from  above  I 


LYRA  BRITAKNICA. 

If  itiU  the  tun  shonld  bide  tus  nee. 

Thy  house  wonid  but  ■  dnsgmo  |ji«j^  • 
Thj  works  night's  captives.     O  let  gnd>« 
Drop  from  above  [ 

The  dew  doth  erety  monung  Wl  i 

And  shall  the  dew  outstrip  Th;  Dofi^ 
The  dew,  for  which  grass  cannot  call, 
Drop  fmia  above  ! 

Death  ts  still  working  like  a  nude. 

And  digs  my  grave  at  each  ttmox ; 
Let  grace  work  too,  and  on  m;  loal 
Drop  Irom  above  1 

Sin  te  still  hammering  my  heart 
Unto  a  hardness  void  of  love ; 
Let  suppling  grace,  lo  cross  his  ait. 
Drop  from  above  I 

O  come  1  for  Thou  dost  know  the  miy        " 

Or  if  to  me  Thou  wilt  not  mov^ 
Remove  me  where  1  need  not  say. 
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Man  had  straight  forward  gone 
To  endless  death  ;  but  thou  dost  pull 
And  torn  us  round  to  look  on  One 
Whom,  if  we  were  not  very  dull. 
We  could  not  choose  but  look  on  still ; 
Since  there  is  no  place  so  alone 

The  which  He  doth  not  fill. 


Sundays  the  pillars  are, 
Oq  which  heayen*s  palace  archM  lies  ; 
The  other  days  fill  up  the  spare 
\iid  hollow  room  with  vanities. 
riiey  are  the  fruitful  beds  and  borders 
^H  God's  rich  garden  :  that  is  bare 

Which  parts  their  ranks  and  orders. 


The  Sundays  of  man's  life, 
riireaded  together  on  time's  string, 
^ake  bracelets  to  adorn  the  wife 
l>f  the  eternal,  glorious  King. 
Z>n  Sundays  heaven's  gate  stands  ope  ; 
Blessings  are  plentiful  and  rife. 

More  plentiful  than  hope. 

This  day  my  SaViour  rose, 
\nd  did  inclose  this  light  for  His, 
(*hat,  as  each  beast  his  manger  knows, 
S/Lan  might  not  of  his  fodder  miss. 
whrist  hath  took  in  this  piece  of  ground, 
And  made  a  garden  there  for  those 

Who  want  herbs  for  their  woimd. 


The  rest  of  our  creation 
Our  great  Redeemer  did  remove 
V^ith  the  same  shake,  which  at  His  passion 
X>id  th'  earth  and  all  things  with  it  move. 
•As  Samson  bore  the  doors  away, 
^Hirist's  hands,  though  nail'd,  wrought  our  salvation, 

And  did  unhinge  that  day. 


LYRA   BRITAMKICA. 

The  brightness  of  that  dtj 
We  lullied  by  our  foul  oBence  ; 
Whei^ore  that  robe  we  cast  vnj. 
Having  a  new  at  His  etpense, 
Whose  drops  of  blood  paid  the  fall  pc. 
Thai  was  required  to  make  as  gay, 

And  fit  for  Paradise. 


Thou  art  a  day  of  mirth, 
And  where  the  week-days  trail 
Thy  flighl  Is  liigher,  as  Ihy  birth 
O  lei  me  lake  Ihee  at  the  bound. 
Leaping  with  thee  from  seven  to 
Till  that  we  both,  being  toss'd  f 

Fly  hand  in  hand  to  beaveo. 


THE  ELIXIR. 

Teach  me,  my  God,  my  Kin& 
In  all  things  Thee  to  see  [ 
And  what  I  do  in  anything. 
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^1^  is  the  £unous  stone 
tumeth  all  to  gold  ; 
which  God  doth  touch  and  own 
^^Kimot  for  less  be  told. 


SIGHS  AND  GROANS. 

O  DO  not  use  me 
"    sins  1  look  not  on  my  desert, 
^    Thy  glory  ;  then  Thou  wilt  reform, 
**efusc  me,  for  Thou  only  art 
^-i^ty  God,  but  I  a  silly  worm  ; 
O  do  not  bruise  me  ! 

O  do  not  urge  me  ! 
^   account  can  Thy  ill  steward  make  ? 

mbused  Thy  stock,  destroyed  Thy  woods, 
^1  Thy  magazines.     My  head  did  ache, 
^oond  out  how  to  consume  Thy  goods. 
O  do  not  scourge  me  ! 

O  do  not  blind  me  ! 
^sserved  that  an  Egyptian  night 
^  thicken  all  my  powers,  because  my  lust 
^■1  sew'd  fig-leaves  to  exclude  Thy  light ; 
^un  frailty  and  already  dust ; 

O  do  not  grind  me  ! 

O  do  not  fill  me 
^  tum*d  vial  of  Thy  bitter  wrath ; 
^ou  hast  other  vessels  full  of  blood, 
thereof  my  Saviour  emptied  hath, 
unto  death  ;  since  He  died  for  my  good, 

O  do  not  kill  me  ! 

But  O  reprieve  mc  !. 
ou  hast  life  and  death  at  Thy  command  ; 
art  both  Judge  and  Saviour,  feast  and  rod, 
and  corrosive.     Put  not  Thy  hand 
the  bitter  box  ;  but,  O  my  God, 
My  God,  relieve  me  I 

X 


3o6 


LTRA  BRITAHNICA. 


ROBERT   HERRICK. 


LITANY  TO  THE  HOLY  SHRI 

In  tile  hour  of  my  distms. 
When  temptatloiu  me  oppres. 
And  when  I  my  tUu  confesi. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  t  lie  vithln  my  bed. 
Sick  in  hcttTt  uid  lick  in  bead. 
And  with  donbu  ditcomfoited. 
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VThen  the  tsipers  now  bum  blue, 
And  the  comforters  are  few, 
And  that  number  more  than  true, 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

"When  the  priest  his  last  hath  prajr'd, 
And  I  nod  to  what  is  said, 
*Cause  my  speech  is  now  decayM, 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

l^lien,  God  knows,  I*m  tossM  about, 
Either  with  despair  or  doubt. 
Yet  before  the  glass  be  out. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  tempter  me  pursueth 
With  the  sins  of  all  my  youth. 
And  half  damns  me  with  imtruth. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  flames  and  hellish  cries 
Fri^t  my  ears  and  fright  mine  eyes. 
And  all  terrors  me  surprise. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 

When  the  judgment  is  reveal'd 
And  that  opened  which  was  sealed. 
When  to  Thee  I  have  appealed. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me. 


X  2 


\-    ■    '       •  .'  ■  •:•<:  •  V   ■  ftr  ..*r.  I.--:  t'."-   tl-.ir-.^?'o  i!  ^v.o  f-T  r.  •:  :  \:\r 
.■■.fi-.  :h.i!  I  ::i.i'.  ,;  >  up  .iii'l  J.iun  \\\^>i\  the  inr-uni.iir.>." — /i.: 

Tiifrk's  .1  wail   u]>on   the  mountains  ;   it  resounds  o'e 

heights ; 
Tis  the  en-  of  Jcphthah's  daughter,  for  her  girlhood's  lost 

Krc  the  summer  miton  declincth,  she,  too,  shall  pass  oycxi 
Tntimely  croppM  in  l>eauty,  as  a  Ijudding  thorn  of  Maj. 

**  Ala-i !  thy  vow,  my  father  !  'Twas  a  bitter  vow  for  ihc 
Am!  what  caretl  I  for  Amnion,  while  the  earth  was  green 
Shall  my  days  of  youth  l>e  jjather  d  ere  the  fcr\id  noon  be 
A.s  the  grass  l>eneatli  the  sickle,  as  the  leaf  l>efore  the  bias) 

There,  in  silence,  on  the  mighty  hills,  the  stars  are  seen  t< 
Where  she  l>ow!»  her  heatl  o'er  Ciilead  in  the  meekness  of  1 
Across  her  breast  her  arms  she  folds  ;  and,  kneeling  on  th 
With  steadfast  gaze,  looks  upwanl,  as  the  mountains  look 

*M)  Thou  that  dwellest  al)ove  the  cloud,  and  ridest  on  th< 
I,av  Thv  commandment  on  me,  as  the  glorv  of  a  dream  ! 
(.'oulfl  I  hear  the  voice  that  Moses  heard,  whatever  my  doom 
The  ground  whereon  I  treail  .should  l)e  as  Horeb  unto  mc 

There  are  steps  along  the  mountain -side,  where  beautiful  s 
T)i»scenils  the  child  of  Tenhthah.  with  a  halo  round  her  hrr 
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ROWLAND   HILL. 

if  n  *  L  tb«  celebrated  preacher  and  wit.  was  sixth  son  of  Sir  Rowland  Hill,  Bart. 
ikdtett  estate  of  Hawkstone,  Shropshire,  on  the  23rd  Auinist,  1744.    He 
i  at  the  University  of  Cambridi^c,  where  he  graduated.    Contrary  to 
ii  him  tamOft  be  entered  the  Church,  receiving  orders  in  1774.    He  subsequently 
tiM  Caliinhtir  Methodistai    In  1783,  Surrey  Chapel,  Blackfriars  Road,  London, 
i  for  bin  unc    There  he  afterwards  preached  during  six  months  each  year,  employ- 
car  cbieiy  hi  itinerating.    He  died  on  the  ztth  April,  1833.    He  published 
entitled  "  Divine  Hymns,  attempted  in  Easy  Language,  for  the  Use  of 
hymn  to  tnmcribed  from  his  "  Collection  of  Psalms  and  Hymns." 


GLORY  OF  THE  SAINTS. 

Exalted  high  at  God's  right  hand, 
Nearer  the  throne  than  cherubs  stand, 
With  glory  crown'd,  in  white  array, 
My  wond'ring  soul  says,  Who  are  they? 

These  are  the  saints  beloved  of  God, 
Wasb*d  are  their  robes  in  Jesu's  blood ; 
More  spotless  than  the  purest  white, 
They  shine  in  uncreated  light. 

Brighter  than  angels,  lo  !  they  shine. 
Their  glories  great,  and  all  Divine ; 
Tell  me  their  origin,  and  say 
Their  order  what,  and  whence  came  they. 

Through  tribulation  great  they  came  ; 
They  bore  the  cross,  and  scom'd  the  shame ; 
Within  the  living  temple  blest. 
In  God  they  dwell,  and  on  Him  rest. 

And  does  the  cross  thus  prove  their  gain? 
And  shall  they  thus  for  ever  reign. 
Seated  on  sapphire  thrones,  to  praise 
The  wonders  of  redeeming  grace? 

Hoqger  they  ne*er  shall  feel  again. 
Nor  burning  thirst  shall  they  sustain  ; 
To  wells  of  living  waters  led. 
By  God,  the  Lamb,  for  ever  fed. 


DominioD  and  eternal  pnise. 

Amen  they  cry  lo  Him  alone. 
Who  dares  to  fill  His  Kaihcrs  thrm 
Thej  give  Him  ginTj,  and  Again 
RepcM  Hi)  praise,  and  as;  Amen  t 


JAMES  HOLME. 
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,  my  Comforter,  my  Light, 
Dgthen  me  with  holy  might ; 
ic  Thy  dwelling  in  my  heart ; 
h  and  joy  and  hope  impart. 
i,  unnnmber'd  sins  are  mine, 
eternal  love  is  Thine. 

s^  giorions  Trinity ! 
ff  everlasting  Three ! 
r,  O  hear  my  earnest  prayer ! 
my  soul  for  heaven  yrepare  I 
I,  mmomber'd  sins  are  mine, 
eternal  love  is  Thine. 


»R  TIME  OF  SICKNESS. 

are  onrs  ;  how  abundant  the  treasure, 
i  which  heaven  or  earth  can  afford  ! 
thanks,  like  His  grace,  without  measure, 
;o  the  glory  and  praise  of  our  Lord  1 

jne  ours ;  be  it  sickness  or  healing, 

red  alike  for  our  infinite  good  ; 

by  grace,  and  for  ever  revealing 

1,  that  we  love  and  are  loved  of  our  God. 

le  ours ;  though  the  body  may  perish, 
not  to  feel  it  fast  wasting  away  ; 
bright  visions  of  glory  will  cherish, 
gthen  in  holiness  day  after  day. 

re  ours  ;  yea,  the  present  affliction 
through  the  gloom  of  mortality  viewed ; 
all  we  joy  in  the  blissful  conviction, 
it  was  good  to  be  tridd  and  subdued. 

ne  ours  ;  thro*  the  Saviour's  merit, 

e  of  His  cross,  which  must  needs  be  our  own, 

n  the  glory  that  circles  the  spirit 

des  like  gems  in  our  heavenly  crown. 


c  the  cUy  of  God's  wralh  U 


Obc  hcavca-born  hope  will  the  Christian  ^t^^ 

Before  Ac  uibuul  of  God ; 
A  hope  vhich  Hit  Spiiii  tloae  on  mUbld.. 
A  daini  in  (he  deed  of  redcmpUan,  eai«tla^ 

And  wolol  by  the  SavioBT'i  lilood. 

O  Lcml,  mj  ibe  Sua  of  Thf  ilgliteaiuaa^ 

Aad  tbcd  oo  the  gmpd  a  might 
To  »ficn  all  hearb.  lo  mnmine  all  eyes. 
To  Dukc  OS  aspin  to  the  Chililian'i  priK, 


And  WW  lo  thi:  regioti^  of  light 


THE  SABBATH. 
Ok  each  letoni  of  bolj  res^ 


d 


JAMES   HOLME. 

rVhen  gospel  messages  I  hear, 
)  may  the  Holy  Dove  be  near 
Po  seal  Thy  promises  to  me, 
\nd  give  new  confidence  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

Vhcn,  humbly  kneeling  at  Thy  throne, 
Vith  deep  distress  my  guilt  I  own, 
riien  let  my  contrite  spirit  see 
Unougfa  of  pardoning  grace  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

Vhen  in  Thy  temple  I  adore, 
Lnd  truth^s  unfi^ithomed  mines  explore  ; 
)r  trembling  praise  the  One  in  Three, 
'resh  glories  let  me  view  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 

iThcn  to  Thy  table  I  repair, 
e  Thou,  my  Saviour,  with  me  there  ; 
ix  my  whole  soul  on  Calvary, 
ill  it  is  all  absorbed  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 


3^3 


hus,  on  each  day  of  holy  rest 
!ay  I  with  heavenly  joy  be  blest, 
nd,  in  a  bright  eternity, 
lave  my  undying  bliss  in  Thee, 
In  Thee,  my  God,  in  Thee. 


LVKA  BRITANMICA. 


THOMAS  HOLME. 


THE  BELIEVER'S  PORTION 

Almighty  Father,  God  of  love, 

Whose  wisdom  niles  the  circling  j"      — 
Grant,  as  I  nin  my  destined  coaisc. 

That  faith  may  triumph  over  fear  ; 
May  ill  my  cares  on  Thee  be  IhrawiK, 
Be  Tliou  my  portion.  Thou  alone 

Let  favoun  past  conlinn  my  hope 
That  Thou  hast  greater  things  tn  sto  -^* 

That  love  enjoyed  through  Christ  onta^* 

U  nchanged  shall  last  for  cvcrmoie : 
Far,  far  rach  faithless  doubt  be  gone; 
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"  THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 

^OliiGHTY  Father,  King  of  kings  I 

In  Thee  I  live,  and  think,  and  move ; 
^rom  Thee  each  earthly  blessing  springs. 

And  richest  streams  of  heavenly  love. 
Assist  me.  Lord,  with  wUUng  speed 

In  duty's  happy  paths  to  run  ; 
Sixf  every  thought,  and  word,  and  deed 

Confirm  this  prayer,  **  Thy  will  be  done." 

And  should  some  wish,  that's  near  my  heart, 

Conceal  no  sin,  nor  hurtful  be. 
Kindly  the  wish'd-for  gift  impart ; 

The  time,  and  way,  I  leave  to  Thee. 
But  would  that  gift  ensnaring  prove, 

Oh  then  the  rebel  thought  dethrone ; 
My  anxious  prayer  denied  in  love, 

Help  me  to  say,  **  Thy  will  be  done." 

"When  life's  bri^t  scenes  shall  fade  away. 

And  darkening  clouds  of  grief  appear, 
^Bt  Thou  my  light,  my  hope,  my  stay. 

And  still  each  murmur,  doubt,  and  fear, 
^ith  heart  and  eyes  upraised  to  Thee, 

When  joys  and  health  are  gone, 
TTien  shall  my  prayer  through  Jesus  be, 

*•  Thy  will,  good  Lord,  not  mine  be  done  ! " 


DIVINE  LOVE. 

•OvE  Divine,  all  love  excelling 
AVhich  a  changing  world  can  give, 

tidce  my  soul  Thy  favoured  dwelling  ; 
Then  to  God  I'll  wholly  live. 

'cace  with  Thee,  my  kind  Creator, 
Peace,  through  Christ,  I  humbly  crave  ; 

*ho'  my  guilt  is  gr^it,  yet  greater 
Are  Thy  power  and  love  to  save. 
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^"vening  time  it  shall  be  light ;" 
•"^ins  the  promise  dear, 
'^^^er  the  pilgrim's  fainting  heart, 
^^^n  death's  dark  hour  draws  near ; 
■^r^idst  the  gloom  of  nature's  night, 
^-vening  time  it  shall  be  light" 


HENRY  HOPE. 

^^ire  of  Bdbst.  He  was  there  apprenticed  to  a  bookbinder.  Since 
^^•d  in  the  ftniathhig  department  of  the  Messrs.  Chambers,  sutioners, 
'  "hymn  was  printed  by  Mr.  Hope  in  1852,  for  private  circulation.  Like 
^  las  been  ahered  bjr  the  editors.    It  is  here  printed  firom  a  copy  kindly 


JESUS  IS  MINE. 

Now  I  have  found  a  friend, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 
His  love  shall  never  end, 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Though  earthly  joys  decrease. 
Though  earthly  friendships  cease. 
Now  I  have  lasting  peace, 

Jesus  is  mine. 

Though  I  grow  poor  and  old, 
Jesus  is  mine  ; 
Though  I  grow  faint  and  cold, 
Jesus  is  mine. 
He  shall  my  wants  supply. 
His  precious  blood  is  nigh. 
Nought  can  my  hope  destroy, 
Jesus  is  mine. 

When  death  is  sent  to  me, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 

Welcome  eternity, 

Jesus  is  mine. 


in  the  g'**'      jesiB 


\ 


TMn" 


.>u.--^f!^'^ 
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v^ftst  their  Rock,  their  Fortress,  and  thoir  Might, 
I^>crd,  their  Captain  in  the  well-fought  fight ; 
^  the  darkness  drear  their  Light  of  light 

Alleluia  I 

-  Apostles'  glorious  company, 
^earing  forth  the  Cross  o'er  land  and  sea, 
9JI  the  mighty  world,  we  sing  to  Thee 

Alleluia  I 

-  Evangelists,  by  whose  blest  word, 
Urfold  streams,  the  garden  of  the  Lord 
^jmI  fruitful,  be  Thy  name  adored. 

Alleluia ! 

i-Ttyrs,  who  with  rapture-kindled  eye 
e  bright  crown  descending  from  the  sky, 
'«d  to  grasp  it.  Thee  we  glorify. 

Alleluia ! 

kzj  IQiy  soldiers,  faithfiil,  true,  and  bold, 
Ls  the  saints  who  nobl^  fought  of  old. 
In,  with  them,  the  victor's  crown  of  gold. 

Alleluia ! 

:  communion !  fellowship  Divine  I 
bly  straggle,  M^  in  glory  shine  ; 
are  one  in  Thee,  for  all  are  Thine. 

Alleluia  ! 

hen  the  strife  is  fierce,  the  warfare  long, 
on  the  ear  the  distant  triumph-song, 
sarts  are  brave  again,  and  arms  are  strong. 

Alleluia  ! 

rfdcn  evening  brightens  in  the  west : 
soon,  to  faithfiil  warriors  comes  the  rest ; 
is  the  calm  of  Paradise  the  blest. 

Alleluia ! 

I  there  breaks  a  yet  more  glorious  day  : 
hits  triumphant  rise  in  bright  array  ; 
^  of  glory  passes  on  His  way. 

Alleluia! 


SoiniERS  of  ihe  cross.  ari<^: 

(Uni  joa  wilh  jour  amiour  bright ; 

Mighlj-  UK  your  enemies. 
Hard  the  baiile  yc  must  fi^ 

O'cT  ft  faithless  filleii  world 
Raise  your  burner  in  the  skj  ; 

Let  it  float  there,  wide  naAul'd ; 
Bear  it  onward,  lifk  it  high. 

Mid  the  homn  of  want  and  woc^ 
Strangers  10  the  living  Wor^ 

Lei  the  Savior's  herald  go. 
Lei  tlie  voice  of  hope  be  hexd. 

Where  the  shadows  deepest  lie. 
Carry  tniih's  unsullied  ncf ; 

\Miere  are  crimes  ofblackatdr^ 
There  the  saving  sign  display. 

To  the  weary  and  the  worn 

Tell  of  realms  where  lonowi  ceaa 
To  Ihe  outcast  and  forlorn 

Speak  of  mercy  and  of  peace. 
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MRS.  HOWITT. 

cod  dafgliter  of  Somd  Botham,  a  member  of  tht  Society  of 
ic  ccBtiny,  at  Uttoseter,  Staflbrdahire.  From  chldbood  iIm 
iMcnratioB  and  lore  of  wading ;  she  composed  verses  ere  dw 
mmiiMiiy  tftcoi  to  popcr.  Her  early  union  with  Mr.  Ho«rilt; 
prrla^j  akin,  taadad  to  promote  her  JuTenile  poedilcctioaai 
periodicals,  botb  !•  pnae  and  verse,  would  oeoipy  many 
atlona  are  **Th«  S&wmn  Temptations,"  a  dnoMtle  poem 
Wood  Le^hton."  a  romance ;  "  Tales  for  the  People ;"  the 
'The  Coat  of  Caerswyn."  Mrs.  Howitfs  name  I*  honotirably 
tmtore,  she  hdatf  the  first  to  introduce  the  works  of  some  of 
)aadlh  attthors  to  the  British  public  The  following  hymns 
lowitt. 


WILLING  DISCIPLE. 

ofTer,  let  me  drain 

up,  vinegar  and  gall : 

rd — dear  Lord,  sustain 

»r  trembling  soul  through  all  ! 

in  and  anguish  cease  to  be, 

hen  the  Spirit  leans  on  Thee  ! 

au"  the  heaWest  cross, 
world  be  crucified  ! 
Lord,  amidst  all  loss, 
found,  whatever  betide, 
«8  or  penury  cannot  be 
» the  soul  enrich'd  by  Thee  ! 

It  e'er  I  treasure  dearest, 
leart,  or  pride  of  eye  ; 
ne  know  Thou  hearest, 
el  that  Thou  art  nigh. 
en  'tia  easy  to  resign, 
lowing  that  my  all  is  Thine, 
id  tiiat  Thou,  dear  Lord,  art  mine  I 

■  Y 


*1 


LYRA  BRITAKNICA. 


THE  CRY  OF  THE  SPIRIT. 
{Canirilmttd.) 

Clothe  me  with  Thjt  saving  grace. 
Mould  roe  to  Thy  wiU  Divine ; 

In  Th<r  blood  my  ^ns  efface. 
Anil  In  service  make  me  Thine  : 
Lord  and  Muter,  mahe  me  Thine  ! 

Wealth  I  do  not  rxvit  to  own. 

Outward  honour,  pomp,  nor  CMS  ; 

All  I  ask  is  this  alone. 
Thee  to  serve  and  Thee  to  please, 
I<>rd  and  Master,  Thee  to  please. 
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Brother,  are  thy  days  of  gladness 

Like  the  dews  of  morning  fled  ? 
Have  the  clouds  of  grief  and  sadness 

All  thy  summer  skies  overspread  ? 
Trust  me,  while  thy  bosom  bleedeth 

O'er  its  jojrs  so  bright  and  fleet, 
Thou  wilt  find  the  help  it  needeth 

Flowing  from  the  mercy-seat. 

Thece  Is  One,  our  nature  wearing, 

Liok'd  for  ever  with  His  own  ; 
All  oiur  bliss  and  sorrow  sharing. 

As  our  kindred  flesh  and  bone. 
Though  as  God  He  rules  the  nations, 

Still  as  man  He  deigns  to  hear 
All  our  groans  and  supplications, 

Ever  kind  and  ever  near. 

Cease  then,  brother,  cease  complaining  ; 

Weep  no  more  thy  lot  forlorn  ; 
Dost  thou  grieve  o'er  sin  remaining  ? 

Dost  thou  for  lost  comforts  mourn  ? 
Does  thy  soul  in  secret  languish 

For  the  Saviour's  presence  sweet  ? 
All  thy  troubles,  all  thine  anguish 

Cany  to  the  mercy-seat 

Say  not  that  thy  sins  are  many, 

Say  not  that  thy  guilt  is  great ; 
Christ  was  never  deaf  to  any, 

None  to  Him  e'er  came  too  late. 
Twas  thy  trembling  hope  to  cherish, 

On  the  cross  thy  crimes  He  bore  ; 
If  beside  that  cross  thou  perish. 

None  e'er  perish'd  there  before. 

Bride  and  Spirit  both  invite  thee ; 

Ransom'd  sinners  bid  thee  come  ; 
Strains  of  welcome  shall  delight  thee. 

Streaming  from  thy  heavenly  home. 

Y  2 


LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

Bowm  of  bliss,  for  ever  venul, 
There  the  ravish'd  sensei  erect  ; 

Joir,  and  love,  and  liie  ctennl 
Blonon  round  the  mercy-iest  I 


SATURDAY  EVENING  HYMN. 

Yk  worldly  cares  and  tbemes,  b^one ; 

Far  otim  thoughts  my  bosom  U: 
Another  week  has  swiftly  Sown, 

And  I  am  spared  and  living  stilL 

Lord,  teach  me  so  to  connt  my  days. 
That  I  my  heart  and  son]  may  gire, 

With  all  their  powei^  to  wisdom's  iny^^ 
And  Id  Thy  praise  and  gloiy  live. 

Soft  let  the  dews  c^sleep  descend 

TTiis  night  upon  Thy  servant's  bead  ;    , 
And,  while  I  rest,  Thy  wings  extend. 
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THE  CHRISTIAN  GRACES. 

What  is  faith  ?    It  is  to  see 
Jesus  bleed,  and  die  for  me  ; 
'Tis  to  trust  that  He  has  won 
All  I've  set  my  heart  upon. 

What  is  hope  ?    It  is  to  know 
Comfort,  'midst  the  deepest  woe ; 
*Ti»  to  fix  the  inward  eye 
On  a  home  beyond  the  sky. 

What  is  love  ?    It  is  to  find 
Brethren,  friends,  in  all  mankind  ; 
Tis  to  bid  the  wretched  share 
In  our  bountyy  feel  our  care. 

Faith  discerof  where  Jesus  trode  ; 
Hope  supports  us  on  the  road  ; 
Love  instructs  us  to  display 
Christian  kindness  by  the  way. 

Heavenly  Dove  !  descend  and  bring 
All  these  graces  on  Thy  wing ; 
That  my  Saviour's  eye  may  see 
Faith,  and  hope,  and  love  in  me. 


ANNA  MATILDA   HULL. 


Hull  «u  born  at  Marpool  Hall.  Esmouth.  Her  father.  Mr.  WnUam 
I  local  inagbtiate.  Miss  Hull  has  deroted  a  lai^e  portion  of  her  time  to  the 
I,  and  the  extension  of  Divine  knowledge.  She  has  published  "  Heart 
Utnr  Trumpet  Answered,"  "  Fruit  from  the  Tree  of  Life,"  and  a  "  Hymn- 


THE  LIFE-LOOK. 

RB  is  life  for  a  look  at  the  crucified  One  ; 
lere  is  life  at  this  moment  for  thee  ; 
1  look,  sinner — look  unto  Him,  and  be  saved — 
ito  Him  who  was  nail'd  to  the  tree. 


Tbe  fao  nbc  itf  kaMM  He  Uk  (bee  pst  on  : 
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JOB  HUPTON. 


rroit  was  bora  in  the  vidi^  of  Burtoo-oo-Trent,  in  March,  1760.  His  conduct  in 
t;  bat.  in  his  twcntjr-cecond  year,  lie  was  brought  under  Christian  influences.  By 
BcwdKord,  who  minbtered  at  Lady  Huntingdon's  Chapel.  Walsall,  his  religious 
1^  w^re  ooBfirraed.  He  became  a  preacher  of  the  Baptist  persuasion,  and  was,  in 
^>  X794»  elected  to  the  pastorate  of  thai  connection  at  Claxton.  His  death  took  place 
Bli  October,  X849,  in  Us  eighty-eighth  year.  He  contributed  extensively  to  TMt  Gospel 
Mu  Hb  proae  writiags  were  collected  in  1843,  in  a  lamo  volume,  entitled  "  The  Truth 
jLaiii."  umI  his  **  Hynms  and  Spiritual  Poems,"  with  a  short  memoir,  were,  in  i86z, 
d  by  Mr.  Setlgwkk. 


PRAISE  TO  JESUS. 

Jesus,  the  Saviour,  praise, 
Who  left  His  throne  above  ; 
Bring  Him,  ye  saints,  your  choicest  lays, 
For  all  His  love. 
For  His  beloved  bride. 
That  He  might  make  her  free, 
He  hung,  and  bled,  and  groan'd,  and  died, 
On  yonder  tree. 

Jesus,  the  Saviour,  praise. 
Who  rose  and  left  the  dead, 
And  lives,  through  everiasting  da3rs. 
Our  glorious  Head. 
All  power  to  Him  belongs  ; 
All  grace  in  Him  abounds  ; 
Praise  Him  in  grateful,  cheerful  songs. 
With  sweetest  sounds. 

Jesus,  the  Saviour,  praise : 
All  praises  arc  His  due. 
Whose  love,  and  grace,  and  righteousness 
Are  ever  new. 
He  was  and  is  the  same, 
And  evermore  shall  be  ; 
And  saints  shall  sound  aloud  His  fame 
Eternally. 


Lxu  mixucncL 

T-aa,  :&e  Soimr.  pone  .- 
But  u  Ha  ^acAL  pl^mm  •»!, 
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PRAISING  CHRIST. 

Now  let  our  hearts  unite 
To  praise  the  Saviour^s  name ; 

Let  ransom'd  souls  delight 
His  triumph  to  proclaim  : 

Till  heav'n  and  earth  shall  hear  our  songs,- 
Salvation  to  our  God  belongs." 


t< 


He  gave  us  to  His  Son, 

In  everlasting  love ; 
And  lo,  our  Lord  came  down 

His  faithfulness  to  prove ; 
Qhefd  and  suffered,  died,  and  rose 
In  triumph  over  all  our  foes. 

Now  He*s  exalted  high. 

And  from  His  glorious  throne 

He  hears  His  people  cry, 
And  claims  them  as  His  own. 

He  bears  them  all  upon  His  breast  ; 

In  Him  we  are  completely  blest. 

For  ever  justified 

In  His  atoning  blood, 
We  shall  be  glorified 

In  presence  of  our  God : 
Ere  long  we  shall  our  Jesus  see. 
For  where  He  is  His  saints  must  be. 


LYRA  BRITANKICA. 


BEN  JONSON. 


HYMN  TO  GOD  I 

Hear  me,  O  God  I 
A  broltai  heart 
Is  my  best  part  ; 

Use  sliU  Thy  rod. 
That  I  msj  proT<e, 
Therein,  Thy  Iotc 

If  Thoo  bad'u  not 
Been  stem  to  me. 
But  teft  me  free, 

I  bad  forgot 
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But  1*11  come  in. 

Before  my  loss 

Me  fiuther  toss, 
As  sure  to  win 

Under  His  cross. 


JANE  ELIZABETH  JOY. 


iBSTH  Joy  is  daughter  of  Henry  Holmes  Joy,  Esq..  Q.C.,  LL.D.,  Dublin.  She 
id  ■•  The  Pearl  of  AnKrogiia :  an  historical  Tale  of  the  Waldenses ;"  "  The  Exiled 
ilkeir  Restorer:  a  Bible  aD^Eory ;"  and  several  other  worics  of  a  religtoos  character, 
a  coatxftmtor  to  Tike  Christtan  Treasury,  The  Evangelical  Magattine,  The 
Hmme,  and  other  serials. 


EBENEZER. 
{Contributed.) 

Hitherto  upon  my  way 

Thou  hast  been  my  guide  and  friend ; 
Watch  Thou  o'er  me  night  and  day, 

'Till  I  reach  my  journey's  end  ; 
Let  mine  ears  a  whisper  hear, 
"  Rise,  depart  I"  or,  "  Linger  here  l" 

I  am  but  a  helpless  child, 

Exiled  from  my  Father's  land  : 

But,  amid  my  wanderings  ^ild, 
I  have  felt  a  Saviour's  hand 

Clasp'd  in  mine,  and  leading  me 

Lovingly,  my  God,  to  Thee. 

Now  I  would  not  let  Thee  go 
For  all  else  that  could  be  given  ; 

For  Thy  love,  with  pain  and  woe, 
Has  no  equal  under  heaven  : 

And  it  would  be  heaven  to  be 

Nearer  to  Thy  love  and  Thee  I 


LnjL  tanxKoa. 


TtlS31 

Tarn  i  m  m\ 

Ktt^  lit  (Sep  Be  don  m  Ike 


A  PTLGRD*  SOXC 
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Though  londy,  not  alone  am  I, 

For  Thou  art  always  near  ; 
And  nought  like  Thy  sweet  sympathy 

The  drooping  heart  can  cheer; 
Through  tempests  wild  Thou  guidest  me, 
Secure  as  on  a  waveless  sea. 

Still  nearer,  nearer  unto  Thee  : 

This  my  heart's  fervent  prayer, 
E'en  though  its  present  answer  be 

A  heavier  cross  to  bear ; 
Through  dangers  lead,  ne'er  let  me  roam. 
Tin  I  "with  Christ"  am  safe  at  home. 


EVENING  HYMN. 
{Cimtributed,) 

As  we  the  busy  day  recall. 
When  shades  of  night  around  us  fall. 
And  from  the  graves  of  memory  start. 
In  living  power  to  wound  the  heart. 
Full  many  an  unrepented  sin. 
Buried  too  long  its  depths  within  ! 
In  galling  chains  we  come  to  Thee: 
O  Saviour,  set  the  captives  free  ! 

Consdence  accuses ;  Satan  tries 
On  tan  and  self  to  fix  our  eyes. 
That  overwhelming  sorrow  may 
Disperse  the  last  faint  streak  of  day. 
O  Christ !  who  hast  temptation  borne, 
Pain,  anguish,  weariness,  and  scorn. 
Give  us,  with  deep  humility, 
A  calm  and  steadfast  trust  in  Thee  ! 

And  should  this  evening  prove  our  last. 
In  grateful  praise  for  mercies  past. 
In  pardon  seal'd,  our  spirits  keep : 
May. we,  like  Stephen,  fall  asleep  ! 


„...«"""-^, 


5"     -j.-^r^ 
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*lTic  works  of  God  above,  below, 

Within  us,  and  around, 
<Are  pages  in  that  book,  to  show 

How  God  Himself  is  found. 

*The  glorious  sky,  embracing  all. 

Is  like  the  Maker's  love, 
AYherewith  encompassed,  great  and  small 

In  peace  and  order  move. 

The  moon  above,  the  Church  below, 

A  wondrous  race  they  run ; 
^ut  all  their  radiance,  all  their  glow. 

Each  borrows  of  its  sun. 


The  Saviour  lends  the  light  and  heat 

That  crowns  His  holy  hill ; 
The  saints,  like  stars  around  His  seat. 

Perform  their  courses  still. 

The  saints  above  are  stars  in  heaven ; 

What  are  the  saints  on  earth? 
Like  trees  they  stand,  whom  God  has  given 

Our  £den*s  happy  birth. 

Faith  is  their  fix'd  unswerving  root ; 

Hope,  their  unfading  flower; 
Fair  deeds  of  charity,  their  fruit. 

The  glory  of  their  bower. 

The  dew  of  heaven  is  like  Thy  grace. 

It  steals  in  silence  down ; 
But  where  it  lights,  the  favoured  place 

By  richest  fruits  is  known. 

One  name,  above  all  glorious  names, 

With  its  ten  thousand  tongues 
The  everlasting  sea  proclaims. 

Echoing  angelic  songs. 


T'av  «-:ridt  tit  aat ;  ^ii  eaij  iB 

F<x^mat  TS  ID  deacay 
Tilt  srRK  hesTvs  »ad  evA  wiO^ 

ni=  af  :lie  so  and  dcf. 

Aakd  i<nT  i^B  i^^  xt  &ir, 
Gm  Be  >  Iian  to  find  on  7^^ 
Aad  itai  Tbee  r 


Ts  GDoc.  dut  bi^u  awl  oUd  Uia^ 
Fxst  iadisg  &i3ca  oar  vblfid  jjuc  ; 
Vi»  nanriiiig  dood  has  hid  fnaa  tiglt 
The  its  fun:  pnkf  of  nuiiaiint  fi^L 


Id  ■^*'^'**"  and  ii 


And 

E 


My 

Be 


JOHN   KEBLE. 

"^^th  dear  friends  sweet  talk  I  hold, 
tlie  flowers  of  life  unfold, 
my  heart  within  me  bum, 
i»3  all  I  Thee  discern. 


c  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
eyelids  gently  steep, 
t  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
on  my  Saviour's  breast. 


'^^"ith  me  from  mom  till  eve, 
out  Thee  I  cannot  live  : 
th  me  when  night  is  nigh, 
out  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 
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^samer  of  the  light  and  dark, 
^^^Tough  the  tempest  Thine  own  ark ; 
le  howling  wintry  sea, 
in  port  if  we  have  Thee. 


«rs  of  this  Christian  land 
Thee  and  us  ordainM  to  stand, — 
ou  their  course,  O  Lord,  aright ; 
do  all  as  in  Thy  sight. 


Thine  own  sad  burthen,  bome 
^:ikly  up  the  hill  of  scom, 
"Thou  Thy  priests  their  daily  cross 
as  Thine,  nor  count  it  loss  ! 


If 

1>^ 


«  poor  wandering  child  of  Thine, 
^pum'd  to-day  the  voice  Divine, 
i-ord,  the  gracious  work  begin  ; 
^         no  more  lie  down  in  sin. 


by  the  sick  ;  enrich  the  poor 
blessings  from  Thy  boundless  store  ; 
^^ly  mourner's  sleep  to-night, 
-^^^liant's  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 


«K,  M  ^  «i^  rf  n?  la<i^ 


THOMAS   KEIXY. 
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Ye  who  think  of  sin  but  lightly, 

Nor  suppose  the  evil  great, 
Here  may  view  its  nature  rightly. 

Here  its  guilt  may  estimate. 
Mark  the  Sacrifice  appointed  ! 

See  who  bears  the  awful  load  I 
Tls  the  Word,  the  Lord's  Anointed, 

Son  of  man,  and  Son  of  God. 

Here  we  have  a  firm  foundation  ; 

Here*s  the  refuge  of  the  lost ; 
Christ's  the  Rock  of  our  salvation  ; 

His  the  name  of  which  we  boast, 
Liamb  of  God,  for  sinners  wounded  ! 

Sacrifice,  to  cancel  guilt ! 
None  shall  ever  be  confounded, 

Who  on  Him  their  hope  have  built. 


THE  RESURRECTION. 

Come,  ye  saints,  look  here  and  wonder, 

See  the  place  where  Jesus  lay ; 
He  has  burst  His  bands  asunder ; 

He  has  borne  our  sins  away ; 
Joyful  tidings ! 

Yes,  the  Lord  has  risen  to-day. 

Jesos  triumphs  !  sing  ye  praises  ; 

By  His  death  he  overcame  : 
Thus  the  Lord  His  glory  raises. 

Thus  He  fills  His  foes  with  shame. 
Sing  ye  praises  ! 

Praises  to  the  Victor's  name. 

Jesus  triumphs  I  countless  legions 

Come  from  heaven  to  meet  their  King ; 
Soon  in  yonder  blessM  regions 
They  shall  join  His  praise  to  sing. 

Songs  eternal 
Shall  through  heaven's  high  arches  ring. 

z  2 


c»»^^'' 


«'"  .,«t»" 


"°1.«"="T^' 
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THOMAS   KELLY.  34I 

Lvicmr,  hasten  Thine  appearing, 
Hring,  oh,  bring  the  glorious  day, 
l&en,  the  awful  summons  hearing, 
I^eaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away. 
*«!,  with  golden  harps,  we'll  sing 
Glory,  glory  to  our  King." 

THE  SAVIOUR  CROWNED. 

>olC^  ye  saints,  the  sight  is  glorious, 
See  the  **  Man  of  sorrows  "  now ; 
Om  the  fight  retum'd  victorious, 
£very  knee  to  Him  shall  bow. 
rown  Him,  croMm  Him  : 
Crowns  become  the  Victor's  brow. 

"own  the  Saviour,  angels  crown  Him  ; 

Kich  the  trophies  Jesus  brings ; 
.  the  seat  of  power  enthrone  Him, 

AVhile  the  vault  of  heaven  rings. 
rown  Him,  crown  Him  : 

Crown  the  Saviour,  King  of  kings. 

jiners  in  derision  crown'd  Him, 

Mocking  thus  the  Saviour's  claim  ; 
lints  and  angels  crowd  around  Him, 

Own  His  title,  praise  His  name. 
rown  Him,  crown  Him  : 

Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  fame. 

ark  !  those  bursts  of  acclamation  ; 

Hark  !  those  loud  triumphant  chords : 
sns  takes  the  highest  station  ; 

Oh  I  what  joy  the  sight  affords  ! 
rown  Him,  crown  Him, 

King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. 

THE  REDEEMER  GLORIFIED. 

:  head  that  once  was  crown'd  with  thorns 
crown'd  with  glory  now  ; 
>yal  diadem  adorns 
he  mighty  Victor's  brow. 


3»« 


) 


^sos. 
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No  temple  made  with  hands 

His  place  of  service  is  ; 
In  heaven  itself  He  stands, 
An  heavenly  priesthood  His  ; 
In  Him  the  shadows  of  the  law 
Are  all  fulfilled,  and  now  withdraw. 

And  though  awhile  He  be 

Hid  from  the  eyes  of  men. 
His  people  look  to  see 

Their  great  High  Priest  again  ; 
In  brightest  glory  He  will  come, 
And  take  His  waiting  people  home. 


*  WE'VE  NO  ABIDING  CITY  HERE." 

"  We've  no  abiding  city  here : " 
This  may  distress  the  worldling's  mind  ; 

But  should  not  cause  the  saint  a  tear, 
Who  hopes  a  better  rest  to  find. 

•*  We've  no  abiding  city  here  : " 
Sad  truth,  were  this  to  be  our  home ! 

But  let  the  thought  our  spirits  cheer. 
We  seek  a  city  yet  to  come. 

"  We've  no  abiding  city  here  ; " 
Then  let  us  live  as  pilgrims  do  ; 

Let  not  the  world  our  rest  appear, 
But  let  us  haste  from  all  below. 

"We've  no  abiding  city  here  ; " 

We  seek  a  city  out  of  sight, 
Zion  its  name — the  Lord  is  there. 

It  shines  with  everlasting  light. 

**  We've  no  abiding  city  here  : " 
Methinks  I  hear  the  worldling  say, 

"  Your  hope  is  vain  ;  ye  fools,  forbear, 
For  pleasure  lies  another  way." 


i 


LYRA  BRITAMNICA. 

No  Tooder  men  should  reason  that. 
And  count  our  expectsaioui  rain ; 

But  did  they  know  the  truth,  like  us. 
They  would  adopt  another  strafai. 

Did  ihey,  like  us,  by  faith  discetn 
The  glorious  city  of  oar  God, 

They  too,  like  u&,  would  quickly  leank 
To  walk  in  Zion's  heaveidy  road. 

ZioD  !  Jehovah  is  her  strength  ! 

S<n:urc  she  smiles  al  all  her  foes. 
And  weary  travellers  at  length 

^Vilhi□  her  sacred  walls  repose. 

O  sweet  abode  of  peace  and  tove, 

AVhcre  pilgrims  freed  from  ttnl  utbtat! 

Had  I  the  pinions  of  the  doTC, 
I'd  riy  to  thee,  and  be  at  rest 

Bui  husli,  my  soul,  nor  dare  repine ! 

e  my  God  appoints  is  best; 


THOMAS    KELLV.  345 

See  the  ancient  idols  falling  ! 

Worshipped  once,  but  now  abhorred  ; 
Men  on  Zion's  King  are  calling, 

2Aon*s  King,  by  all  adored. 

Then  shall  Israel,  long  dispersed, 

Mourning,  seek  the  Lord  their  God, 
Look  on  Him  whom  once  they  piercM, 

Own  and  kiss  the  chastening  rod. 
Then  all  Israel  shall  be  savH, 

War  and  tumult  then  shall  cease, 
While  the  greater  Son  of  David 

Rules  a  conquered  world  in  peace. 

Mighty  King,  Thine  arm  revealing, 

Now  Thy  glorious  cause  maintain ; 
Bring  the  nations  help  and  healing. 

Make  them  subject  to  Thy  reign. 
Angels,  in  their  lolty  station. 

Praise  Thy  name.  Thou  only  wise  ; 
O  let  earth,  with  emulation, 

Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies. 


THE  JUBILEE  OF  SALVATION. 

Hark  !  the  solemn  tnmipet  sounding 
Loud  proclaims  the  Jubilee  ; 

Tis  the  voice  of  grace  abounding, 
Grace  to  sinners  rich  and  free. 

Ye  who  know  the  joyful  sound. 

Publish  it  to  all  around. 


Is  the  name  of  Jesus  precious  ? 

Does  His  love  our  spirits  cheer  ? 
Does  tiis  promise  still  refresh  us. 

By  abating  doubt  and  fear  ? 
Is  He  good  to  us,  and  true  ? 
Such  He'll  be  to  others  too. 


LVRA  BKITAHNICA. 

Were  joa  once,  at  &wfa1  distuic^ 
Wuidering  from  the  fold  of  God ! 

Coold  DO  arm  kff6rd  mssbtuKC, 
Nothing  save  bot  Jna's  Uood  t 

Think  how  many  still  are  foand 

Strangers  to  the  jojful  soand. 

Brethren,  join  in  supplication, 
Join  to  plead  before  the  Lord  ; 

Tis  His  arm  that  brings  salvation, 

^e  alone  can  give  the  word. 
FalhFT,  let  Thy  kingdon 
Bring  Thy  wandering  oi 

Brethren,  let  us  freely  oFTer : 
AU  we  have  is  from  above ; 

1^  ui  give  and  act  and  sufier — 
What  is  this  to  Jesu's  love  ! 

Did  He  die  our  souls  to  save  T 

Then  we're  His,  and  all  we  have. 

Hark  !  the  saints'  triumphant  >•*" — » 
'*  Worthy  is  the  Lamb,"  they  c=j 
Th'"  ti-.-^  ™mM  iVi'  "riw  h*foret 
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Kiscribed  upon  the  cross,  we  see 

The  shining  letters,  "  God  is  Love  : " 
Ic  bears  our  sins  upon  the  tree, 

He  brings  us  mercy  from  above. 

*lie  cross,  it  takes  our  guilt  away, 

It  holds  the  fainting  spirit  up  ; 
t  cheers  with  hope  the  gloomy  day, 

And  sweetens  every  bitter  cup  ; 

t  makes  the  coward  spirit  brave, 

And  nerves  the  feeble  arm  for  fight ; 
t  takes  its  terror  from  the  grave. 

And  gilds  the  bed  of  death  with  light ; 

r*be  balm  of  life,  the  cure  of  woe. 

The  measure  and  the  pledge  of  love, 
rhe  sinner's  refuge  here  below, 

The  angels'  theme  in  heaven  above. 


THE  WORLD  AND  THE  CROSS. 

Ground  of  my  hope,  the  cross  appears  ! 

I  see  the  Man  of  sorrows  bleed  ; 
I  bid  adieu  to  guilty  fears. 

And  in  His  death  my  pardon  read. 

And  couldst  Thou,  O  my  Saviour,  die. 
To  rescue  me  from  endless  woe  ! 

Enough,  there's  none  more  blest  than  I, 
Since  Thou  couldst  love  a  sinner  so. 

3  leave  the  world  its  boasted  store 
Of  pleasures  that  must  quickly  end  ; 

I  prize  its  vanities  no  more. 
Since  I  have  found  the  sinner's  Friend. 

^  Care  not  if  the  world  revile. 

The  world  that  hates  my  Master's  cause  ; 
Hie  world,  I  know,  would  quickly  smile, 

AVere  I  again  what  once  I  was. 


If 
t 


GRACE. 

Grace  is  the  sweetest  sound 
That  e\-er  reach'd  oar  eais  ; 
When  conscience  charged,  and  jnstioe 
*Twas  grace  removed  our  fears. 

Grace  is  a  theme  indeed, 
A  hope-inspiring  theme ; 
*Tis  all  we  can  desire  or  need, 
'Tis  more  than  fancy*s  dream. 

Tis  freedom  to  the  slave, 
'Tis  light  and  liberty  ; 
It  takes  its  terrors  from  the  grave ; 
'Tis  joy  and  \ictory. 

Grace  is  a  mine  of  wealth 
Laid  open  to  the  poor  ; 
Grace  is  the  sovereign  spring  of  heah 
*Tis  life  for  evermore. 


Of  grace  then  let  as  sing^ 
A  joyful,  wondrous  theme  ; 
The  God  of  grace  is  Israel's  Kin& 
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RICHARD   KEMPENFELT. 

Ush  fcntlenuui  in  the  British  service,  who  is  supposed  to  be  the  Captain 
a's  Sptctater,  RICHARD  KEMPENFELT  was  bom  at  Westminster,  in 
B  the  Z4th  January,  1741,  he  obtained  a  commisMon  as  lieutenant  in  the 
vas  made  commander  in  1756.  In  March,  1782,  he  was  appointed  second  in 
*yal  Gtorgr.    The  vessel  having  sprung  a  leak,  she  was  ordered  to  Spithead 

slilfhtly  on  her  side,  in  order  to  enable  the  carpenters  to  perform  their 
ed  that  dreadful  catastrophe,  memorable  in  the  annals  of  the  British  Navy, 
issailed  by  a  «quall,  overset,  filled  with  water,  and  sunk.    Nearly  a  thousand 

Admiral  Kempenfelt,  perished  on  the  occasion.  This  lamentable  event 
19th  Auiemt,  iTfe.  Admiral  Kempenfelt  was  a  distinguished  officer,  and  a 
wer  dt  his  Saviour.    He  associated  with  Whitcfidd,  the  Wesleys,  and  other 

A  tractate,  entitled  '*  Chriginal  Hymns  and  Poem*.,  by  Philotlieorus,"  printed 
ood  be  the  composition  of  the  admiral.  Of  the  nine  compositions  which 
US,  we  have  selected  three.    The  first,  entitled  "  The  Alarm,"  would  almost 

tibe  terrible  event  by  which  the  gallant  author  entered  on  his  eternal  recom- 


THE  ALARM. 

Hark  !  'tis  the  trump  of  God 
Sounds  through  the  reahns  abroad, 

Time  is  no  more. 
Horrors  invest  the  skies  ; 
Graves  burst,  and  myriads  rise  ; 
Nature,  in  agonies, 

Yields  up  her  store. 

Changed  in  a  moment's  space, 
Lo  the  affrighted  race 

Shriek  and  despair ; 
Now  they  attempt  to  flee, 
Curse  immortality. 
And  eye  their  misery 

Dreadfully  near. 

Quick  reels  the  bursting  earth, 
Rock'd  by  a  storm  of  wrath, 

HurlM  from  her  sphere  ; 
Heart-rending  thunders  roll. 
Demons  tormented  howl. 
Great  God  !  support  my  soul. 

Yielding  to  fear. 


\ 
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THE  SOUL'S  LONGING. 

Gentle  Spirit,  waft  me  over 

Jordan's  intervening  flood ; 
Lead  me  to  the  bleeding  Lover ; 

Bear  me  to  the  rest  of  God. 
Glad  I  eye  the  rich  possession, 

Land  of  peace  and  perfect  love  ; 
Joy,  without  an  intermission, 

Ever  streaming  from  above. 

Raise  me.  Lord,  to  solemn  action, 

Breathe  the  energetic  breath  ; 
Crown  me  with  the  true  perfection. 

Previous  to  the  stroke  of  death. 
Now  commence  the  holy  union  ; 

Let  a  living  seeker  prove 
All  the  riches  of  communion. 

All  the  tenderness  of  love. 

0  my  agonizing  spirit, 

Thou  shalt  surely  enter  in. 
Pluck  the  fruit  of  Jesu's  merit, 

And  expel  the  poison  sin. 
Far  must  all  thy  foes  be  driven. 

Hell's  invaders  forced  to  flee, 
'While  the  potent  arm  of  Heaven 

Brings  thee  into  liberty. 

Yes,  through  Jesu's  intercession 

I  shall  reach  the  fruitful  shore, 
There  receive  a  saint's  impression, 

And  be  happy  evermore. 
By  the  force  of  love  attracted. 

Fluttering  spirit,  fly  away  ; 
Jesus  calls  :  by  Him  directed. 

Gain  the  path  of  perfect  day. 


LYRA  BAITAimiCA. 


THE  DlVINTn-  OF  CHRIST. 

HAtL  1  Thou  eternal  Logos,  hail  I 
Before  whose  glory  angels  veil 

Their  rapluie-beammg  eyes ; 
Our  gnilerul  spirils  hnlil  Thee  dear ; 
To  Thee  we  breathe  the  arJent  prayer —  _ 

And  hallelujahs  rise. 


It  shouls  of  prais_ 
Break  from  angelic  ranks,  and  lai^ 

The  concert  of  the  lilessd  ; 
While  all  ihal  tread  the  starry  road 
Announce  the  dear  Rtilecmer  God, 

Be  it  on  canh  confess'd. 

Being  of  lieings  1  Lord  of  all ! 

\Yhile  )T>nder  lucid  orlw  ihal  roll 

DecbM- the  great  I  AM,— 
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FAMIN  HALL  KENNEDY,  D.D. 


'KsMIfBDYvas  born  at  Snmmer  HiU,  near  Binningham,  on  the  6di  Novem- 
^inr«»*«<  at  King  Edward's  School,  BirminifbaM,  and  afterwards  at 
Saterinff  St.  John's  College.  Cambridge,  he  obHined  a  saccearion  of 
■v"  hto  ilawiril  attainments,  and.  in  iSaB,  was  elected  Fellow  and  Classical 
In  ifjo,  he  obtained  an  assistant-mastership  at  Harrow,  and,  in  1896, 
'  of  Shrewibtuy  SchooL    In  1865.  he  was  appointed  Rector  of  West 
Dr.  Kennedy  has  published  a  number  of  clas^cal  works  for  the  use  of 
lifted  ** Hymnologia Christian."  a  coUectloo of  hymns,  and  "The  Psalter 


ADVENT  HYMN. 

ZiON,  at  thy  shining  gates, 
Lo !  the  King  of  glory  waits  ; 
Haste  thy  Monarch's  pomp  to  greet, 
Strew  thy  pabns  before  His  feet. 

Christ,  for  Thee  their  triple  light 
Faith  and  Hope  and  Love  unite  ; 
This  the  beacon  we  display, 
To  prod^m  Thine  Advent  day. 

Come^  and  give  us  peace  within ; 
Loose  us  from  the  bands  of  sin ; 
Take  away  the  galling  weight 
Laid  on  us  by  Satan's  hate  : 

Give  us  grace  Thy  yoke  to  wear ; 
Give  us  strength  Thy  cross  to  bear ; 
Make  us  Thine  in  deed  and  word, 
Thine  in  heart  and  life,  O  Lord. 

Kin  in  us  the  carnal  root, 
TThat  the  Spirit  may  bear  fruit ; 
Plant  in  us  Thy  lowly  mind  ; 
Keep  us  faithful,  loving,  kind. 

So,  when  Thou  shalt  come  again. 
Judge  of  angels  and  of  men. 
We,  with  all  Thy  saints,  shall  sing 
Hallelujahs  to  our  King. 

A  A 


LTIU  BRirjUWICA. 


CHRIST  THE  CRVCIFIUX 

AlX  je  what  gn&t  thing  I  know 
That  ddigbb  ud  itiis  me  so  t 
What  the  high  Tcwaid  I  win  T 
Whow  the  Name  I  giory  in  I 

Jcsos  Chiist,  the  tzndfied. 


What  is  &ith's  foundatioD  strong  ! 
What  awakes  mj  lipc  to  song  T 
He  who  bore  my  sinful  load. 
Purchased  for  me  peace  with  God, 
Jesus  Christ,  the  cmdfied. 


Who  is  He  that  makes  me  wise 
To  discern  where  duty  lies! 
Who  is  He  thai  makes  me  tm^ 
Duty  when  discem'd  to  do  t 
Jesus  Christ,  the  a 
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THE  CHRISTIAN  RACE. 
{CMtrOuUd,) 

Onward,  holy  champion  I 

Run  the  Christian  race  ; 
Leave  the  world  behind  thee. 

Heavenward  set  thy  &ce : 
Fresh  from  cleansing  water, 

Bright  with  oil  Divine, 
Trained  with  wholesome  nurtore. 

Heavenly  bread  and  wine. 

Onward,  holy  champion  I 

Throw  all  weight  aside, 
AH  distracting  pleasure. 

All  encimibering  pride. 
Shun  the  subtle  pitfalls 

Laid  by  Satan's  spite ; 
Let  not  smiles  betray  thee, 

Let  not  frowns  affright. 

Onward,  holy  champion  I 

Angels,  bending  down. 
Watch  thy  brave  endeavour. 

Guard  thy  future  crown. 
Christ,  thy  gracious  Saviour, 

Cheers  thy  striving  soul. 
And  thy  prize  awaits  thee 

At  the  heavenly  goal. 


ABOUNDING  IN  HOPE. 
{Contributed,) 

foPE,  Christian  soul ;  in  every  stage 
f  this  thine  earthly  pilgrimage 
et  heavenly  joy  thy  thoughts  engage  : 
Abound  in  hope. 

ope  ;  though  thy  lot  be  want  and  woe, 
dough  hate's  rude  storms  against  thee  blow, 
liy  Saviour's  lot  was  such  below  : 
Abound  in  hope. 
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Hope  ;  for  upon  that  happy  shore 
Sorrow  and  sighing  will  be  o'er, 
And  saints  shall  meet  to  part  no  more 
Abound  in  hope. 


Hope  through  the  watches  of  the 
Hope,  till  the  morrow  bring  the  ligfa^ 
Hope,  till  thy  faith  be  lost  in  sight : 
Abound  in  hope. 


BISHOP   KEN. 

Thomas  Kbn  wbs  born  at  Little  Berkhunpstcftd.  Hertlfanlsliire.  li  Ji 
Winchater  and  Oxford.    In  1657,  he  became  a  Fdlov  of  New 
was  appointed  Chaplain  to  the  Princets  of  Orange,  and  three 
Chaplain  to  Charles  II.    In  1684,  he  was  consecrated  Bishop  of  BMh 
seat  to  the  Tower  by  James  II.  for  oppodng  his  djipraring  power. 
decliaed«  froni  certain  conscientious  scruples,  to  swear  allectaiice  to 
during  the  remainder  of  his  life,  in  retiranent.    He  died  at 
March,  1710.  The  hymns  of  Bishop  Ken  have  been  pobliihed  in  fbor 
Monung  and  Evening  Hymns  are  held  in  the  highot 
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Thy  predons  time  misspent,  redeem ; 
Cach  present  day  thy  last  esteem  ; 
Improve  thy  talent  with  due  care  ; 
¥or  the  great  day  thyself  prepare. 

In  conversation  be  sincere, 
Keep  conscience  as  the  noontide  clear  ; 
Think  how  all-seeing  God  thy  ways 
And  an  thy  secret  thoughts  surveys. 

By  influence  of  the  light  Divine, 
Let  thy  own  light  to  others  shine ; 
Reflect  all  Heaven's  propitious  rays 
In  ardent  love,  and  cheerful  praise. 

Wake^  and  lift  up  thyself,  my  heart. 
And  with  the  angels  bear  thy  part ; 
Who  all  night  long  unwearied  sing 
High  praise  to  the  eternal  King. 

I  wake,  I  wake,  ye  heavenly  choir ; 
May  your  devotion  me  inspire  ; 
That  I,  like  you,  my  age  may  spend. 
Like  you  may  on  my  God  attend. 

May  I,  like  you,  in  God  delight. 
Have  all  day  long  my  God  in  sight ; 
Perform,  like  you,  my  Maker's  will  : 
Oh  may  I  never  more  do  ill. 

Had  I  your  wings,  to  heaven  I'd  fly ; 
But  God  shall  that  defect  supply. 
And  my  soul,  wing'd  with  warm  desire. 
Shall  all  day  long  to  heaven  aspire. 

All  praise  to  Thee,  who  safe  hast  kept, 
And  hast  refreshed  me  whilst  I  slept ; 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  shall  wake, 
I  may  of  endless  light  partake. 
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Oh  may  my  soxil  on  Thee  repose, 
.And  may  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  dose  ; 
Sleep,  that  may  me  more  vigorous  make, 
To  senre  my  God  when  I  awake. 

'When  in  the  night  I  sleepless  lie, 
^y  soul  with  heavenly  thoughts  supply  ; 
Xjet  no  ill  dreams  disturb  my  rest, 
]*f  o  powers  of  darkness  me  molest. 

X>all  sleep  of  sense,  me  to  deprive ! 
1  am  but  half  my  time  alive  ; 
Thy  fiuthfiil  lovers,  Lord,  are  grieved, 
To  lie  so  long  of  Thee  bereaved. 

Yet,  though  sleep  o'er  my  firailty  reigns, 
Let  it  not  hold  me  long  in  chains  ; 
And  now  and  then,  let  loose  my  heart, 
Tin  it  one  Hallelujah  dart. 

The  fisister  sleep  the  senses  binds, 
The  more  unfettered  are  our  minds ; 
Oh  may  my  soul,  from  matter  free. 
Thy  loveliness  unclouded  see  ! 

Oh  when  shall  I,  in  endless  day, 
Fot  ever  chase  dark  sleep  away  ; 
And  hymns,  with  the  supernal  choir. 
Incessant  sing,  and  never  tire  ? 

• 

Oh  may  my  guardian,  while  I  sleep, 
Close  to  my  bed  his  vigils  keep  ; 
His  love  angelical  instil. 
Stop  all  the  avenues  of  ill. 

May  he  celestial  joys  rehearse. 

And,  thought  to  thought,  with  me  converse  ; 

Or,  in  my  stead,  all  the  night  long. 

Sing  to  my  God  a  grateful  song. 
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J«tllN  KP.NT  wms  born  at  Riilrfonf.  Dcrwshirr.  In  December.  tj«L 
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THE  ROCK  OF  AGES. 


When  ovcn%'helmM  \iith  doubts  and 
Great  Gtxi,  do  Thou  my  spirit  cheer ; 
Let  not  mine  eyes  with  tears  be  fed. 
But  to  the  Rock  of  ages  led. 

When  storms  of  sin  and  sorrows  beat, 
Lead  me  to  this  Divine  retreat ; 
Thy  perfect  righteousness  and  bloody 
My  Rock,  my  Fortress,  and  my  God. 
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Sheltered  by  Thine  omnipotence, 
What  potent  arm  shall  pluck  me  hence? 
On  cvegr  side  I*m  guarded  well. 
With  love  and  grace  immutable. 

High  as  my  sin,  yea,  higher  too, 
This  everlasting  Rock  I  view  ; 
Replete  with  free  eternal  grace. 
Made  from  of  old  my  dwelling-place. 

When  caird  the  vale  of  death  to  tread. 
Then  to  this  Rock  may  I  be  led  ; 
Nor  fear  to  cross  that  gloomy  sea. 
Since  Thou  hast  tasted  death  for  me. 

A  SINNER  SAVED. 

Let  Zion  in  her  songs  record 
The  honours  of  her  dying  Lord, 

Triumphant  over  sin ; 
How  sweet  the  song  there's  none  can  say^ 
But  he  whose  sins  are  wash'd  away, 

Who  feels  the  same  within. 

We  claim  no  merit  of  our  own, 

But  self-condemned,  before  Thy  throne, 

Our  hopes  on  Jesus  place ; 
In  heart,  in  lip,  in  life  depraved. 
Our  theme  shall  be  **a  sinner  saved," 

And  praise  redeeming  grace. 

We*ll  sing  the  same  while  life  shall  last, 
And  when,  at  the  archangel's  blast, 

Our  sleeping  dust  shall  rise  ; 
Then,  in  a  song  for  ever  new. 
The  glorious  theme  we'll  still  pursue 

Throughout  the  azure  skies. 

Prepared  of  old,  at  God's  right  hand. 
Bright,  everlasting  mansions  stand 

For  all  the  blood-bought  race  ; 
And  tUl  we  reach  those  seats  of  bliss, 
We'll  sing  no  other  song  but  this — 

Salvation  all  of  grace. 
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REIGNING  GRACE. 

Haik  !  how  tbe  blood-bongtit  host  iUr 
CoDspite  to  [muse  Tedeeming  Iotc, 

Id  iweet  humoniotu  ilrvins ; 
And  while  Aej  itrtke  their  golden  Ijns, 
Hiii  golden  theme  each  bosom  inx. 

That  GraEC  tiioniphuit  Teigos  1 

Join  thou,  m;  loiil ;  for  them  cuul  lell 
How  Grace  Divine  broke  up  tbjr  cell, 

And  looted  thy  iwtive  chains  ; 
And  still,  from  that  aiupidous  day, 
How  oft  are  thou  coikstnuii'd  to  say, 

That  Grace  iriuraphuit  reigns ! 

When  David  fell,  in  days  of  old. 
This  broogbt  the  wandem  to  tbe  fold, 

A  prisoner  in  its  chains  ; 
Now  free  from  sin,  a  virgin  soul. 
To  iang,  while  endless  ages  roll. 

That  Once  triumphant  reigns. 

Grace,  till  the  tribe*  redeemed  by  blood 
Are  brought  to  know  themselves  and  C(^ 
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LORD   KINLOCH. 
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HOLY  GROUND. 

Tis  not  the  temple's  shrine, 
Which  holy  makes  the  place  : 
Where'er  God  is,  is  power  Divine  ; 
Where'er  God  helps,  is  grace. 

The  bush  on  Horeb's  peak, 
Burning  and  unconsumed. 
The  prophet  bent  to  reverence  meek  ; 
For  God  the  spot  illumed. 

The  sword  at  night  beheld 
By  Jordan's  swelling  bed. 
The  captain  of  the  host  compelled 
To  own  the  Lord  who  led. 

Think  of  thy  God  as  near  ; 
And,  once  His  presence  found. 
Be  sure,  whate'er  around  appear. 
Thou  tread'st  on  holy  ground. 

Put  off,  O  man,  thy  shoes, 
With  which  thou  earth  hast  trod  ; 
Thee  from  earth's  dust  and  toil  unloose. 
And  worship  pay  thy  God. 

So  shalt  thou  find  a  light. 
To  bum  and  still  endure  ; 
A  Leader,  of  all-conquering  might. 
To  make  thy  Canaan  sure. 
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Which  makes  me  still  anew  its  prey ; 

I  can  but  to  Thy  cross  re]">air. 

To  hear  Thee  sj)eak  my  jxirJon  there. 

I  cannot  love  as  I  desire. 
With  bosom  for  Thy  grace  on  fire ; 
I  can  but  view  Thy  love  to  me, 
And  humbled  feel,  so  loved  to  be. 

I  cannot  rise,  as  £un  I  would. 
To  perfect  right,  or  perfect  good : 
I  can  but  think  of  Thee  on  high, 
O  Saviour,  and  be  g^ad  to  die. 

In  vain  are  all  my  efforts  made 
Myself  to  save,  or  lift,  or  aid ; 
The  only  possible  for  me, 
O  Saviour,  is  to  cling  to  Thee : 

In  time  of  dread,  Thy  hand  to  hold ; 
In  loss.  Thy  charter  to  unfold  ; 
On  Thee  to  lean  when  prompt  to  £dl ; 
And,  sought  in  Thee,  in  Thee  have  all 


HEAVEN  REALIZED. 

Fain  would  I  soar  above  this  earth, 
And  sun  my  spirit  in  the  glow 
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Bnt  ah,  so  hard  the  thought  to  frame 

Of  things  nor  eye  nor  ear  explains. 
That  straight  I  falter  in  my  aim, 

And  heavenly  dream  to  earthly  wanes. 

I  rise  from  dust  on  ready  wing, 

But  mists  surround  me  and  depress ; 
And  soon  the  downward  fancy  bring 

To  earth's  distincter  littleness. 

I  cannot  aught  devise,  to  catch 

A  feeling  such  as  heaven  inspires. 
Save,  Lord,  to  work,  and  wait,  and  watch. 

As  e'en  in  heaven  Thy  wUl  requires. 

To  do  Thy  will  not  least  awakes. 

In  heaven  itself,  the  heavenly  glow ; 
And  he  who  does  Thy  will  partakes. 

In  measure,  heaven's  delight  below. 

Fancy  may  fail  to  paint  the  bliss. 
Which  brightens  heaven's  eternal  day ; 

But  working  faith  can  scarcely  miss 
To  feel,  although  unseen,  the  ray. 


LITANY. 

Lord,  when  earthly  pleasures  lure, 
When  the  bad  our  doubts  assure. 
And  to  sin  appears  secure. 
Keep  us  pure. 

Lord,  when  strife  we  meet  and  wrong. 
Judgments  harsh,  and  angry  throng, 
For  that  we  to  Christ  belong. 
Keep  us  strong. 

Lord,  when  in  our  stores  we  find 
Wealth  amassed,  like  idol  shrined. 
And  the  fortune  threats  the  mind. 
Keep  us  kind. 
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Vnien  Them  paint'st  the  traitor's  part, 

Saviour,  well  may  I  reply, 
From  the  depths  of  stricken  heart, 
Is  it  I  ? 

Lord,  preventive  warning  bring  ; 
Question  that  arrests  supply  ; 
Who  would  do  this  treacherous  thing  ? 
Is  it  I  ? 


JOHN  A.  LATROBE. 
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HEAVENLY  LOVE. 

How  strange  is  heavenly  Love  I 

I  never  saw  His  face ; 
I  never  trod  His  courts  above  ; 

I  have  but  known  His  grace. 
Yet  my  affections  cling 

To  His  beloved  side  : 
I  feel  He  is  my  God,  my  King, 

And  I  His  ransomM  bride. 

How  strong  is  heavenly  Love  I 

Stronger  than  aught  below  ; 
Though  wide  and  wild  my  passions  rove, 

I  will  not  let  Him  go ! 
What  though  I  see  Him  not, 

I  feel  the  ardour  bum  ; 
He  hath  for  me  the  victory  wrought ; 

I  love  Him  in  return. 
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How  sweet  is  heavenly  Lore  ! 

'Tb  all  in  ail  lo  me  ; 
I  itiQse  on  Him  in  field  or  giore. 

Or  wandering  by  the  sex  ; 
I  walk  wiih  Jesui  here. 

Not  lonely  though  alone. 
TUl  in  His  mansions  I  appeu, 

And  know  u  1  am  Icoown. 


Let  not  your  heart  be  £unt ; 
My  peace  I  give  to  you, 
Sncb  peace  m  reason  never  planned. 
As  worldlings  never  knew. 
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Then  munnur  not,  nor  mourn, 
My  people  faint  and  few ; 
Thongh  earth  to  its  foundation  shake, 
My  peace  I  leave  with  you. 


MRS.  JEMIMA  LUKE. 
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THE  CHILD'S  DESIRE.* 

I  THINK,  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old. 

When  Jesus  was  here  among  men, 
How  He  call*d  little  children,  as  lambs  to  His  fold, 

I  should  like  to  have  been  with  them  then. 
I  wish  that  His  hands  had  been  placed  on  my  head. 

That  His  arm  had  been  thrown  around  me. 
And  that  I  might  have  seen  His  kind  look  when  He  said, 

"  Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  me." 

Yet  still  to  His  footstool  in  prayer  I  may  go, 

And  ask  for  a  share  in  His  love  ; 
And  if  I  now  earnestly  seek  Him  below, 

I  shall  see  Him  and  hear  Him  above : 
In  that  beautiful  place  He  is  gone  to  prepare 

For  all  that  are  wash'd  and  forgiven  ; 
And  many  dear  children  are  gathering  there, 

"  For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 


in  X841,  for  a  village  school  near  Pouudsford  Park.  It  was  composed 
— Note  tuppUed  by  the  author. 
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EVENTIDE.* 

Abide  vrith  me,  fa&t  falls  the  eventide ; 
The  darkness  deepens :  Lord,  with  me  ab^ 
When  other  hcljx^rs  fail,  and  comforts  flees=- 
Help  of  the  helpless,  oh,  abide  with  me. 

Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life*s  little  dij ; 
£arth*s  jo}*s  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  aw^ 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see ; 
O  Thou  who  changest  not,  abide  with  me= 

Not  a  brief  glance  I  beg,  a  passing  word  p> 
But  as  Thou  dwell'st  with  Thy  disdples, 
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nou  on  xay  head  in  early  youth  didst  smile, 
«_     »  though  rebellious  and  perverse  meanwhile, 
^^^  Hast  not  left  me,  oft  as  I  left  Thee  I 
^^  to  tHe  dose,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me. 


«2r^^  Tliy  presence  every  passing  hour ; 
-^*t  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's  pow 
-.^  ^»  Ulce  Thirself,  my  guide  and  stay  can  be  ? 


Ul^^  **o  foe,  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless  ; 
^y-.  ^*^e  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness  ; 
I  tj^^*^  ^  death's  sting  ?    Where,  grave,  thy  victory? 
^"^Ph  still,  if  Thou  abide  with  me. 

Hold  ti« 

Siii-^    ^*^«re  Thy  cross  before  my  closing  eyes ; 

He^,,^^*''ough  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to  the  skies  ; 

In  ijir^*^  *  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain  shadows  flee : 

^  ^  death,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me. 


HYMN  FOR  ISRAEL. 

Psalm  xir. 

Oh  that  the  Lord's  salvation 

Would  out  of  Zion  come. 
To  heal  His  ancient  nation, 

To  lead  His  outcasts  home. 

How  long  the  holy  city 

Shall  heathen  feet  profane  ? 
Return,  O  Lord,  in  pity ; 

Rebuild  her  walls  again. 

Let  fall  Thy  rod  of  terror, 

Thy  saving  grace  impart ; 
Roll  back  the  veil  of  error. 

Release  the  fetter'd  heart. 

Let  Israel,  home  returning, 

Her  lost  Messiah  see  ; 
Give  oil  of  joy  for  mourning. 

And  bind  Thy  Church  to  Thee. 

B  B  2 


Spteadioe  °°°     ,   priest  il»*^ 
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ise  Him  for  His  gnure  and  favour 
*o  oor  fitthers  in  distress  I 
ise  Him,  still  the  same  as  ever, 
low  to  chide,  and  swift  to  bless  I 

Praise  Him !  praise  Him  ! 

Glorious  in  His  ^sdthfulness. 

lier-like.  He  tends  and  spares  us ; 
7dl  our  feeble  frame  He  knows ; 
Elis  bands  He  gently  bears  us, 
Lescues  us  from  all  our  foes  : 

Praise  Him  !  praise  Him ! 

Widely  as  His  mercy  flows. 

11  as  summer's  flower  we  flourish ; 
tk>ws  the  wind,  and  it  is  gone  ; 
while  mortals  rise  and  perish, 
tod  endures  unchanging  on  ; 
Praise  Him  !  praise  Him  ! 
Pndse  the  High  Eternal  One. 

;els,  help  us  to  adore  Him : 
e  behold  Him  face  to  face ; 
and  moon,  bow  down  before  Him ; 
hrellers  all  in  time  and  space, 

Praise  Him  !  praise  Him  1 

Praise  with  us  the  God  of  grace. 


HE  SAINTS  ASPIRATIONS. 

d  I,  my  Saviour,  the  wings  of  a  dove, 
>n  would  I  soar  to  Thy  presence  above  ! 
>n  would  I  flee  where  the  weary  have  rest, 
e  all  my  cares  in  Thy  sheltering  breast ; 

,  I  struggle,  I  pant  to  get  free  ; 

e  a  captive,  while  banishM  from  Thee  : 

m,  a  stranger,  the  desert  I  roam, 

»k  on  to  heaven,  and  long  to  be  home. 


Oh**** 
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Xet  the  people  praise  Thee,  Lord ; 

3e  by  all  that  live  adored ; 

Xet  the  nations  shout  and  sing  , 

Olory  to  their  Saviour  King ; 

At  Thy  feet  their  tribute  pay, 

And  Thy  holy  will  obey. 

Let  the  people  praise  Thee,  Lord  ; 
Earth  shall  then  her  fruits  afford ; 
God  to  man  His  blessing  give ; 
Man  to  God  devoted  live ; 
All  below  and  all  above, 
One  in  joy  and  light  and  love. 


THE  CROSS. 

Jksus,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 

All  to  leave  and  follow  Thee ; 
I^estitute,  despised,  forsaken, 

Thott  from  hence  my  all  shalt  be. 
^erish  every  fond  ambition. 

All  I*ve  sought  or  hoped  or  known ; 
Vet  how  rich  is  my  condition  ! 

God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own. 

X.>et  the  world  despise  and  leave  me ; 

They  have  left  my  Saviour  too  ; 
Oilman  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me  : 

Thou  art  not  like  them,  imtrue. 
•^nd  while  Thou  shalt  smile  upon  me, 

God  of  wisdom,  love,  and  might  1 
^oes  may  hate,  and  friends  may  shun  me : 

Show  Thy  face,  and  all  is  bright 

C}o,  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure ; 

Come,  disaster,  scorn,  and  pain  : 
^  Tliy  service  pain  is  pleasure ; 

"With  Thy  favour,  loss  is  gain. 
I  have  caird  Thee  Abba,  Father, 

I  have  sta/d  my  heart  on  Thee ; 
Storms  may  howl,  and  clouds  may  gather. 

All  must  work  for  good  to  m:. 


I 


I  '  .i 


Take,  my  soul»  thy  full  salvation ! 

Rise  o'er  sin  and  fear  and  care; 
Joy  to  find,  in  every  station. 

Something  still  to  do  or  bear. 
Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  tfaes- 

What  a  Father's  smUe  is  thine, 
What  a  Saviour  died  to  win  thee ; 

Child  of  heaven,  should*st  thoa 


I- 
•■  I 


Haste  then  on  from  grace  to  gloiy* 

Arm*d  by  faith,  and  wing'd  hf 
Heaven's  eternal  day  's  before  the^ 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  te 
Soon  shall  close  Thy  earthly  mi9>iol^ 

Swift  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days; 
Hope  soon  change  to  full  frmtion, 

Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  pnise- 


i: 


I. 


f 


PARAPHRASE  OF  THE  EIGHTY-FOURTI^ 

Pleasant  are  Thy  courts  above^ 
In  the  land  of  light  and  love ; 
Pleasant  are  Thy  courts  below, 
In  this  land  of  sin  and  woe. 
Oh,  my  spirit  longs  and  fiunts 
For  the  converse  of  TTiy  saints, 
For  the  bricrhtness  of  Thv  face. 
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Jke  the  wandering  dove  that  found 
To  repose  on  earth  around, 
iliej  can  to  their  ark  repair, 
ind  enjoy  it  ever  there. 

lappy  souls !  their  praises  flow 

Cven  in  this  vale  of  woe  ; 

Waters  in  the  desert  rise  ; 

if  anna  feeds  them  from  the  skies ; 

>n  they  go  from  strength  to  strength, 

rill  they  reach  Thy  throne  at  length, 

Kt  Thy  feet  adoring  fall, 

iVIio  hast  led  them  safe  through  all. 

Lord,  be  mine  this  prize  to  win ; 
IjQide  me  through  a  world  of  sin ; 
Keep  me  by  Thy  saving  grace ; 
Give  me  at  Thy  side  a  place. 
Sun  and  shield  alike  Thou  art ; 
Guide  and  guard  my  erring  heart ; 
Grace  and  glory  flow  from  Thee ; 
Shower,  oh,  shower  them,  Lord,  on  me. 


BELOVED  IS  MINE,  AND  I  AM  HIS." 

'  <tid  I  toil,  and  knew  no  earthly  rest ; 

4id  I  rove,  and  found  no  certain  home ; 
^  I  sought  them  in  His  sheltering  breast, 
^  opes  His  arms,  and  bids  the  weary  come, 
^^im  I  found  a  home,  a  rest  Divine ; 

^inoe  then  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 

^«  is  mine  !  and  nought  of  earthly  things, 

^11  the  charms  of  pleasure,  wealth,  or  power, 
^^^le  of  heroes,  or  the  pomp  of  kings, 
'^d  tempt  me  to  forego  His  love  an  hour, 
^^rthless  world,  I  cry,  with  all  that's  thine  ! 
^   my  Saviour's  am,  and  He  is  mine. 


LYRA  BRITANHICA. 

The  good  I  luve  is  (rttm  Hii  ctMCt  inppUcd; 

The  ill  is  odI)'  what  He  deems  the  best ; 
He  for  nr  friend,  I'm  rich  with  non^it  bcade 

And  poor  without  Him,  though  of  aH  pooe 
Changes  may  come — 1  take,  or  I  resign — 
Content  while  I  am  His,  while  He  is  mine. 
Whate'er  may  change,  in  Him  no  change  ii 

A  glorious  sun  (hat  wanes  not,  n 
Above  the  clouds  and  slomu,  He  walks  sc 

Aitd  sweetly  on  His  peo[de's  darknen  ihine:^ 
All  may  depart — 1  fret  not,  nor  repine. 
While  1  my  Saviour's  am,  while  He  it  mine; 
He  stays  me  falling,  lifts  mc  Up  when  dowi^ 

Reclaims  me  wandering,  guards  from  eioy:^' 
Plants  on  my  worthier  brow  the  victor's  ctciwC^ 

Whidi,  in  return,  before  His  feet  I  thtov, 
Grieved  thai  I  cannot  better  grace  His  shiioe, 
Who  deigns  to  own  me  His,  as  He  is  mlDc. 
While  here,  alas  !  I  know  but  half  His  lort, 

Bui  half  discern  Him,  and  but  half  adore; 

i1  when  I  meet  Him  in  Ibc  realms  abor^ 
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aid  with  pleasure,  to  soothe  or  engage, 
s  wfld  measure  and  John*s  simple  page  ; 
n  when  they  pictured  the  blood-sprinkled  tree, 
ii  Tsidkenu  seemed  nothing  to  me. 

tan  horn  the  daughters  of  Sion  that  roll, 
when  the  waters  went  over  His  soul ; 
ought  not  that  my  sins  had  nail'd  to  the  tree 
th  Tsidkenu — 'twas  nothing  to  me. 

free  grace  awoke  me  by  light  from  on  high, 
egal  fears  shook  me,  I  trembled  to  die  ; 
ige,  no  safety,  in  self  could  I  see  ; 
1  Tsidkenu  my  Saviour  must  be. 

Ors  all  vanished  before  the  sweet  name ; 
ty  fears  banished,  with  boldness  I  came 
k  at  the  fountain,  life-giving  and  free  : 
I  Tsidkenu  is  all  things  to  me. 

i  T^dkenu  !  my  treasure  and  boast ; 
i  Tsidkenu  !  I  ne'er  can  be  lost ; 
i  I  shall  conquer  by  flood  and  by  field, 
le,  my  anchor,  my  breast-plate  and  shield  ! 

"eading  the  valley,  the  shadow  of  death, 
Watchword  "  shall  rally  my  faltering  breath  ; 
lile  from  life's  fever  my  God  sets  me  free, 
h  Tsidkenu,  my  death-song  shall  be. 


THE  SEA  OF  GALILEE. 

w  pleasant  to  me  thy  deep-blue  wave. 
Sea  of  Galilee! 

the  glorious  One,  who  came  to  save, 
ith  often  stood  by  thee. 

are  the  lakes  in  the  land  I  love, 
here  pine  and  heather  grow  ; 
thou  hast  loveliness  far  above 
hat  nature  can  bestow. 


-J,  ftt.«  *•"= 


■•I-"" 
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give  me,  Lord,  by  this  sacred  wave, 
reefold  Thy  love  Divine, 
I  may  feed,  till  I  find  my  grave, 
f  flock — both  Thine  and  mine. 


:ndebtedness  to  christ. 

rEN  this  passing  world  is  done, 
len  has  sunk  yon  glaring  sun, 
len  we  stand  with  Christ  in  glory, 
>king  o*er  life's  finished  story, 
m.  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, — 
i  till  then, — ^how  much  I  owe. 

ten  I  hear  the  wicked  call 
the  rocks  and  hills  to  fall ; 
len  I  see  them  start  and  shrink, 
the  fiery  deluge  brink  ; 
:n.  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, — 
.  till  then, — how  much  I  owe. 

en  I  stand  before  the  throne, 
ssed  in  beauty  not  my  own. 
en  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art, 
'e  Thee  with  unsinning  heart, 
:n.  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, — 
:  till  then, — how  much  I  owe. 

en  the  praise  of  heaven  I  hear, 
td  as  thunder  to  the  ear, 
id  as  many  waters'  noise, 
»et  as  harp's  melodious  voice, 
rOf  Lord,  shall  I  fully  know, — 
.  till  then, — how  much  I  owe. 

n  on  earth,  as  through  a  glass, 
kly  let  Thy  glory  pass, 
ce  forgiveness  feel  so  sweet, 
ce  Thy  Spirit's  help  so  meet, 
n  on  earth.  Lord,  make  me  know 
lething  of  how  much  I  owe. 


.  * 

« 
•  I 


t 
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Park  as  midnight's  gloomy  shroud; 
But  when  fear  is  at  the  height, 
Jesus  comes,  and  all  is  light. 
Blessed  Jesus  !  bid  me  show 
Doubting  saints  bow  mocb  I  owe. 

When  in  flowery  paths  I  tread. 
Oft  by  sin  Vm  captive  led ; 
Oft  I  fall— but  stiU  arise; 
The  Spirit  comes— the  tempter  flies 
BlessM  Spirit !  bid  me  show 
Weary  sinners  all  I  owe. 

Oft  the  nights  of  sorrow  reign — 
Weeping,  sickness,  sighing,  pain ; 
But  a  night  Thine  anger  bums — 
Morning  comes  and  joy  returns ; 
God  of  comforts  I  bid  me  show 
To  Thy  poor  how  much  I  owe. 


•  ». 
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rth  He  oometh,  the  Lord,  He  is  near  ; 
h  it  is  reeling,  all  Nature's  in  fear  ; 
bquake*8  approaching  with  terrible  form  ; 
Lord  of  SalMu>th  is  not  in  the  storm. 

th.  He  comeih,  the  Lord  is  in  ire ; 
ke  is  ascending,  the  mount  is  on  fire  ; 
is  Jehovah  revealing  His  name  ? 
&r,  but  Jdiovah  is  not  in  the  flame. 

sth.  He  Cometh,  the  tempest  is  o'er ; 

me,  neither  tempest  nor  storm  shall  be  moreu 

ire  reposes  ;  earth,  ocean,  and  sky, 

as  the  voice  that  descends  from  on  high. 

eet  to  the  soul  are  the  breathings  of  peace, 
le  still  voice  of  pardon  bids  sorrow  to  cease ; 
le  welcome  of  mercy  falls  soft  on  the  ear, 
hither,  ye  laden, — ye  weary,  draw  near  I" 

i  rest  for  the  soul  that  on  Jesus  relies  ; 

a  home  for  the  homeless  prepared  in  the  skies  ; 

a  joy  in  believing,  a  hope  and  a  stay, 

;  world  cannot  give  nor  the  world  take  away. 

the  wings  of  a  dove,  I  would  fly, 
lont  on  the  pinions  of  faith  to  the  sky, 
he  still  and  small  breathing  to  earth  that  was  given, 
:  changed  to  the  anthem  and  chorus  of  heaven. 


CHRIST  IS  ALL. 

Chief  of  sinners  though  I  be, 
Jesus  shed  His  blood  for  me  ; 
Died,  that  I  might  live  on  high  ; 
Lived,  that  I  might  never  die. 
As  the  branch  is  to  the  vine, 
I  am  His  and  He  is  mine. 


Itilin.  to  heal  the  smitten  beait ; 
Pciic  ihal  tloui  from  sin  foi^vtn, 
Jv'V  th.it  1ift>  ihe  aoul  to  heaven. 
Kailh  and  hope  to  walk  with  Gd(^ 
In  tlie  way  that  Enoch  trod. 
CbicT  of  sinners  thongb  I  b^ 
Chiixt  is  all  in  all  to  me  ; 
Att  my  wants  to  Hun  are  know^ 
All  my  tonowi  are  Hit  own ; 
Safe  with  Him  from  eanhlj  oA, 
He  sustains  the  hidden  life. 

O  my  Saviour,  help  aSbrd, 
By  Thy  Spirit  and  Thy  Wori ; 
When  my  wayward  heart  would  rin 
Keep  me  in  the  narrow  way  ; 
Grace  in  time  of  n«cd  supply — 
While  I  live,  and  whm  I  die. 


JOHN   ROSS  MACDUFF,  D 
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k  !  tfaej  break  the  midnight  trance 
h  the  joyous  utterance — 
loij  to  God,  and  peace  to  men, 
ist  is  bom  in  Bethlehem  ! " 

nch,  ye  types,  your  feeble  ray ; 
lows,  ye  may  melt  away  ; 
ihecy,  your  work  is  done ; 
pel  ages  have  begun  ! 
iple,  quench  your  altar-fires  ; 
these  radiant  angel  •choirs 
I  ruin'd  world  proclaim — 
irist  is  bom  in  Bethlehem  ! " 

>w'd  is  His  infant  head 
I  borrowed  manger-bed ; 
around  whose  throne  above 
els  hymn'd  their  songs  of  love, 
r  is  wrapt  by  virgin  hands 
irth's  meanest  swaddling  bands ; 
e  adored  by  seraphim, 
r  a  babe  of  Bethlehem. 

em  sages  from  afar, 
led  by  a  mystic  star, 
ow'd,  till  its  lustre  mild 
ight  them  to  the  heavenly  Child* 
each  providence  to  me 
;  a  guiding  meteor  be, 
ging  nearer  unto  Him, 
e  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem  I 


38s 


OLIVET. 

>  the  day-light  hours  were  gone, 
ai  friends  forsook,  and  foes  beset, 
iviour  of  the  world,  alone, 
red  to  pray  on  Olivet. 


c  c 
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And  MU,  by  M&,  1  cHmb  Us  ttcep, 
A  respite  froin  outJt'i  cuet  to  6c  ~ 

To  hnih  distracting  thooghti  uleep 
Amid  tbe  Smbbalh  al  tbt  mind. 

The  s»int  In  glorj  owns  and  leex 
A  brother  in  the  man  of  prsyer  ; 

The  little  infant  on  his  knees 
Is  kinsman  to  each  seraph  thot; 

Oh,  may  T  cherish  more  and  more 
The  belter  of  this  cahn  relnat. 

And  realize  the  bliss  in  store 

For  tho«e  who  love  the  mercy^s^s^ 

VThen  ends  at  last  life's  little  day. 
Its  waning  sun  about  to  Kt, 

My  Hiul  would  soar  to  heaven  aw«t^ 
On  win{p  of  piayer  from  Oliret. 
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.^^^e  bare  Thine  ann  to  save  ber, 
"^^sr  exiles  cease  to  roam  ; 
^    'promised  time  to  favour, 
^he  let  time,  let  it  come  I 
spread  the  joyful  story, 
the  Lord  of  glory ! 


T 


prostrate  sons  of  Salem, 
^  ^Once  more  is  on  your  side  ; 

^V"  -^^  _?^^^  aliens,  come  and  hail  Him 

your  fathers  crucified. 


^-^X  — J 

^^*^&-    ^^    ^  wondering  world  the  story 

^  love  the  Lord  of  glory  ! 


OUNTAIN  OF  SALVATION. 


lANS  !  hark  what  heavenly  chorus 
es  the  echo  of  the  sky ! 
"^x^^  V)right  spirits,  these  before  us, 
^*'ong  the  blissful  realms  on  high  ? 


they  were  in  tribulation ; 
I,  «^  ^  obscured  their  bright  array, 
^^  the  Fountain  of  salvation 
^'Vash'd  their  guilty  stains  away. 

^^  that  Fountain,  full  as  ever, 
^  All  alike  are  free  to  share  ; 
'^Or  can  guilty  sinners  ever 
Come  too  heavy-laden  there. 

Come  !  all  ye  whose  souls  are  dreary, 
Toss'd  with  fears,  with  doubts  distressM  ; 

Here  is  shelter  for  the  weary. 
To  the  heavy-laden  rest ! 

Lord,  we  come,  not  one  awanting  ; 

By  Thy  grace  our  souls  redeem  ; 
Like  the  hart  for  water  panting. 

All  would  drink  the  sacred  stream. 

c  c  2 
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MR&  MACKAY. 
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ASLEEP  IN  JESUS. 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  blessM  sleep. 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep, 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes  ! 

Asleep  in  Jesus  !  oh,  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet  I 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing 
That  death  hath  lost  his  venom'd  sting. 

Asleep  in  Jesus  I  peaceful  rest. 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe  shall  dim  that  hour. 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

Adeep  in  Jesus  !  oh  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be  ; 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie. 
Waiting  the  summons  from  on  high  ! 

Asleep  in  Jesus  I  time  nor  space 
Debars  this  precious  **  hiding  place  ;" 
On  Indian  plains,  or  Lapland  snows, 
Believers  find  the  same  repose. 

Asleep  in  Jesus !  far  from  thee 
Thy  kindred  and  their  graves  may  be  ; 
Bat  thine  is  still  a  blessed  sleep. 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep  ! 


I- 


11 


By  Thine  holy  office  led. 
Testify  of  Him  who  bleJ  ; 
Testify  how  Jesus  slain 
Rose,  revived,  andrdgns 


I 


Turn  the  sinner  6noin  his  sin. 
Teach  him  how  the  crown  to  win. 
Bring  him  to  Immanuel*s  feet. 
Lead  him  to  the  mercy-sest. 


r 


t! 
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Thoa  canst  make  the  soul  to 
On  the  ever-living  bread  ; 
Thou  canst  calm  his  new-bom 
Dry  his  penitential  tears. 


Bid  him  hear  the  Shepherd's 
Think  of  Jesus  and  rejoioe  ; 
Daily,  though  earth's  woes  i 
Thou  canst  sweetly  whisper 


While,  in  just  avenging  fre^ 
God  is  "  a  consuming  fire,** 
Yet,  Thou  new  life  giving  Doire» 
Thou  canst  show  how  God  is  love. 
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NORMAN  MACLEOD,  D.D. 

ICTTISHKD  ndateer  of  die  Scottish  Church,  NORMAN  MACLEOD  was  born  at 
pmrn^  ArgyfimtMn,  ia  181a.  His  father,  who  bore  the  same  Christian  name,  was 
r  Sc  Cotannln's  church,  Ghusow,  and  Dean  of  the  Chapel  RoyaL  He  studied  at  the 
es  of  dmagaw  and  Edinburgh,  also  in  Germany.  In  1838,  he  was  ordained  minister 
iMi,  Ajmhire:  he  was  translated  to  Dalkeith  in  1843.  and  to  the  Barony  parish, 
Ib  sSsi*  In  iSjB,  he  receired  the  degree  of  D.D.  His  principal  publications  are 
noMt  Sfdent."  1854.  8vo ;  "  The  Home  School,"  1856,  8vo ;  "  Deborah."  1857,  8vo ; 
Id  Tbread."  1861. 8ro ;  "  The  Old  I  Jeutenant  and  his  Son,"  1862,  8vo ;  and  "  East* 
S61,  9ma.  Dr.  Madeod  edited  Tkt  Edinhtrrh  Christian  Maganine.  He  has  con- 
MB  IBS  oclKiB  C«td  Wordi,  a  serial  of  wluch  the  remarkable  success  is  in  no  small 
!■•  to  dw  poputarity  of  the  editor.    Dr.  Madeod  is  one  of  Her  Majesty's  «-hapi«t«^ 


TRUST  IN  GOD. 


Courage,  brother  1  do  not  stumble, 
Though  thy  path  is  dark  as  night ; 
There's  a  star  to  guide  the  humble : 
Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right'' 


S«' 


Let  the  road  be  long  and  dreary, 
And  its  ending  out  of  sight ; 

Foot  it  bravely,  strong  or  weary  ; 
"Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right." 

Perish  "  policy  "  and  cunning, 
Perish  all  that  fears  the  light  1 

Whether  losing,  whether  winning, 
**  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 

Trust  no  forms  of  guilty  passion. 
Fiends  can  look  like  angels  bright ; 

Trust  no  custom,  school,  or  fashion, 
"Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 

Trust  no  ]>arty.  Church,  or  faction; 

Trust  no  leaders  in  the  fight ; 
But,  in  every  word  and  action. 

Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 


S( 


Some  will  hate  thee,  some  will  love  thee. 
Some  will  flatter,  some  will  slight ; 

Cease  from  man,  and  look  above  thee; 
*'  Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right" 


RICHARD   MANT,  D.D. 


RiCHARn  NfA>rT  wa<?  N^rn  .it  S-'-ithampton,  on  the  lath  February. 
M-int,  was  rect-.-r  of  All  Saint*.'  church.  S«)uthainpton,  and  pr>i;se>«e\l  c 
and  general  scholar.  The  suliject  of  this  aJcetcb  «»s  pLkced  at  Wine 
he  aftenrards  entered  Trinity  CoDcire.  Oxford.  He  gntdiuted  M.^ 
fbOowinnf  jear  was  ordained  as  curate  to  his  bther.  After  dtfe 
iSiOt  Vicar  of  Concshall.  Esses.  In  SB13,  he 
bishop  of  Canterbury.  In  1816.  he  obtained  the  rectorf  of  St.  Botolph, 
he  was  oonsecrated  Blsbop  of  Killaloe,  Irdaad.  He  wan  trawiaBBd  ti 
Cocuior,  in  1813.  His  last  promotion  took  place  in  itia,  wImbb  be  aco 
Drootore.  He  dkd  00  the  and  Norember.  1848.  Bishop  Maat  wan  n  1 
Hb  cdUoo  of  the  Bible,  prepared  in  caajoDctloa  wkh  Dr.  G«arce  I 
etteem.  He  pobUshed  an  "  Ei^Elish  Metrical  Venion  of  the  Book 
Hynms  from  the  Romui  Brenary.  for  domettic 
I  spread  over  hb  different ' 


HYMN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

Saviour,  who,  exalted  hi^ 
In  Thy  Father's  majesty. 
Yet  vouchsaf  *st  Thyself  to  Axm 
To  Thy  faithful  flock  below  ; 
Foretaste  of  that  blissful  sight. 
When,  arrayed  in  glorious  lig^t, 
Beaming  with  paternal  graoe^ 
They  shall  see  Thee  fiioe  to  &ce 
Saviour,  though  this  earthly  shr 
Now  my  mortal  vision  doiid. 
Still  Thy  presence  let  me 
Manifest  Thyself  to  me  ! 


e^-.  ^r  r* 1    *«  *m. ▼ 
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Ofl&pring  of  the  Virgin's  womb ; 

By  the  light  through  midnight  gloom. 

Bursting  on  the  shepherds*  gaze  ; 

By  the  angels'  song  of  praise ; 

By  the  leading  of  the  star, 

The  eastern  sages'  guide  from  far; 

By  their  gifts,  with  worship  meet. 

Offered  at  Thy  infant  feet; 

Lord,  Thy  presence  let  me  see ; 

Manifest  Thyself  to  me ! 


Man  of  sorrows,  hear  me  cry ! 
By  Thy  great  humility ; 
By  Thy  meekly  bowed  head ; 
By  Thy  gentle  Spirit,  fled 
To  the  mansions  of  the  dead ; 
By  the  wound,  whence  issuing  flow'd 
"Water,  mingled  with  Thy  blood. 
By  Thy  breathless  body,  laid 
In  the  rock's  sepulchral  shade. 
Where  man  ne'er  before  reposed, 
Straitly  watch'd,  securely  closed ; 
Lord,  Thy  presence  let  me  see ; 
Manifest  Thyself  to  me ! 


Lord  of  glory,  God  most  high, 
Man  exalted  to  the  sky, 
God  and  man,  to  Thee  I  cry : 
With  Thy  love  my  bosom  fill ; 
Prompt  me  to  perform  Thy  wiU ; 
Grant  me,  what  Thou  bidd'st  to  do. 
What  Thou  proifer'st  to  pursue : 
So  may  He,  the  Sire  above, 
Guard  me  with  a  parent's  love ; 
So  may  He,  the  Spirit  blest. 
Whisper  comfort,  hope,  and  rest ; 
So  may'st  Thou,  my  Saviour,  come. 
Make  this  froward  heart  Thy  home, 
And  manifest  Thyself  to  me 
In  the  Triune  Deity. 
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'I'hou  our  1-ight  and  ba\iour  be. 

Lamb  of  Ciod,  to  Thee  we  cry  : 
By  Thy  bitter  agony, 
By  Thy  pangs  to  us  unknown. 
By  Thy  Spirit's  parting  groan. 
Lord,  Thy  presence  let  as  see: 
Thou  our  Light  and  Saviour  be. 

Prince  of  life,  to  Thee  we  ay : 
By  Thy  glorious  majesty. 
By  Thy  triumph  o'er  the  grave. 
By  Thy  power  to  help  and  save^ 
Lord,  Thy  presence  let  ns  see : 
Thou  our  Light  and  Savioiir  be. 

Lord  of  glory,  God  most  high, 
Man  exalted  to  the  sky, 
AVith  Thy  lo^'e  our  bosom  fill ; 
Help  us  to  perform  Thy  will ; 
Then  shall  we  Thy  glory  see. 
Heaven  our  home,  and  we  with  1 


'} 
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JOHN  MARRIOTT. 

JOfOC  ICAKltlOTT  wm  bora  «t  CotteslMch,  near  LutteiwoHh,  Leicestenhlre,  in 

bw     He  ««■  the  jomagtst  son  of  the  Rev.  Dr.  Marriott,  owner  and  incumbent  of 

Il«  jitM  iliewf  at  Ghfist  Chnrch,  Oxford,  and  took  booonrs  at  the  r«aminatinti  in 

■t  year  tbst  pubttc  honours  were  awarded.     He  was  ordained  in  zSdj,  and  after 

fcica  waa  appotased  rvtor  at  Church  H^awford.  Warwickshire.     His  hMer 

Im  tlM  ooonqr  of  Devon.    He  died  on  the  3xst  Mardi,  xSos.  in  his  45th  year. 

which  original^  ^»pcared  in  Dr.  Rallies'  collection,  is  here  printed  firom 

,  by  Uw  aodiof's  son. 

A  MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

Thou,  whose  almighty  word 
Chaos  and  darkness  heard, 

And  took  their  flight ; 
Hear  as,  we  hambly  pray, 
And  where  the  gospel's  day 
Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray, 

Let  there  be  lig^t." 


«< 


Thou,  who  didst  come  to  bring, 
On  Thy  redeeming  wing. 

Healing  and  sight, 
Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind, 
Ohy  now  to  all  mankind 

••Let  there  be  light" 

Spirit  of  truth  and  love, 
Life-giving,  holy  Dove, 

Speed  forth  Thy  flight : 
Move  o'er  the  waters'  face. 
Bearing  the  lamp  of  grace. 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place 

"Let  there  be  light." 

BlessM  and  holy 
And  glorious  Trinity, 

Wisdom,  Love,  Might ; 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide 
Rolling  in  fullest  pride. 
Thro'  the  world,  far  and  wide, 

"Let  there  be  light." 
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JOHN  MASON. 


A  HYMN,  FOR  THE  EVElONa 

Now,  from  the  aJlar  o(  my  beut, 

I^t  incense-flames  arise ; 
Assist  me.  Lord,  (o  offer  ap 

Mine  evening  sacrifice. 

Awake,  my  love ;  airake,  my  joj  ; 

Awake,  my  heart  and  toi^pie  I 
Sleep  not :  when  mercies  loodly  all. 

Break  forth  inlo  a  song. 
Man's  life 's  a  book  of  history  ; 

The  leaves  thereof  ore  days ; 
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SAMUEL  MEDLEY. 

bom  at  Cbeshnnt,  Hertfordshire,  on  the  93rd  Jtme,  tjjfi.  H«was 
I  Ib  Loodoii :  but.  not  rdL<ihinf  this  employment,  he  entmd  the  navy 
At  thb  period  he  was  a  stranger  to  the  concerns  of  religion.  A  seven 
i  in  a  naval  engagement  with  the  French,  off  Cape  Lagos,  in  Aognl; 
'  invaBdcd  fbr  several  months.  He  was  now  brought  to  a  sense  of  hb 
led  to  dose  with  the  offer  of  salvation.  Entering  the  ministry  of  the 
,  be  accepted.  In  1767,  a  call  from  a  congr^ation  at  Watford.  Herts.  In  1770, 
ti  to  Liverpool,  where.  In  1789,  a  new  chapel  in  Byrom  Street  was  erected  for  his 
'  eoHCMfBtSoB.  After  a  period  of  declining  health,  he  died  on  the  17th  July,  1799. 
I  wtm  m.  tfioiipliaat  vindication  of  his  latter  life.  Mr.  Medley's  hymns  originally 
■d  «■  bRMdaideSL  In  1785  appeared  a  second  edition  of  his  "  Hymns  on  Select  Por> 
'  cootaialBg  tMrty-four  hymns.  Of  this  little  woric  a  third  edition,  containing 
byamSk  was  published  in  1789,  lamo.  Iii  1794  he  printed  a  small  coDection  of 
Ing."  A  volume  of  "  Hymns"  from  his  pen,  containing  two  hun* 
I  cooipoaltkma,  appeared  in  xSoa    His  memoirs  were  published  by  his  son. 


CHRIST  OUR  KING. 

Not  of  terrestrial  mortal  themes, 
Not  of  the  world's  delusive  dreams 

My  soul  attempts  to  sing  : 
Bnt  of  that  theme  Divinely  true, 
£ver  delightful,  ever  new — 

My  Jesus  and  my  King. 

Oh  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth, 
Oh  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth, 

Which  in  my  Saviour  shine  ! 
Vd  soar,  iind  touch  the  heavenly  strings, 
And  vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  sings 

In  notes  almost  Divine. 

Upon  the  theme  I*d  ever  dwell. 
And  in  transporting  raptures  tell 

What  I  in  Jesus  see ; 
I'd  sing  with  more  than  mortal  voice. 
And  lose  my  life  amidst  the  joys 

Of  what  He  is  to  me. 

Prostrate  before  His  throne  I'd  fall. 
And  bless  His  holy  name  for  all 

The  riches  of  His  grace ; 
I'd  sing  how  glorious  power  subdued, 
I'd  sing  how  sovereign  love  renew'd 

The  vilest  of  the  race. 


And  all  the  forms  of  love  He  w^^ 

Exiltecion  His  throne: 
In  loftifst  songs  of  sweelest  prais^ 
I  would  to  cverlaiiiog  days 

Mike  til  His  glories  knowiu--" 

Bat  ah  I  Tm  still  in  cUr  eotttn''!.— ■ 
And  mortal  posslont  clog  my  iiilii^ 

And  downw«rd  drag  me  ttOL' 
O  irhen  ihall  I  attain  tbe  ikkt. 
And  to  Immortal  glories  rise 

ODZioD'sbeainil7UU* 

Wetl,  the  ddigliltul  day  will  coirs 
When  He,  dear  Lord  !  will  biin^ 

And  I  shall  see  His  bcc : 
There,  with  my  Savjoar,  brotbcvv 
A  bless'd  eternity  FII  spend. 

Triumphant  in  His  grace. 


CHRIST  OUR  LIFE. 
Jest's,  my  Lord  !  mylifel  mydl! 
Prostrate  before  Thy  throne  1  fall ; 
Fain  would  my  soul  look  ap  ud  sM 
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^    from  creatures  help  I  seek  : 
^i^nly  Thou,  the  word  canst  speak, 
fc^  my  wounds,  and  calm  my  grief, 
^  my  mournful  heart  relief. 

K  am  vile^  and  poor,  and  weak ; 
^  J  I  for  Thy  mercy  seek ; 
^bre  cannot  turn  away, 
^^:3t  to  hear  what  Thou  wilt  say.  - 


^^adc,  and  bid  my  soul  rejoice  ; 
"^o  hear  Thy  pardoning  voice : 
"^     Pfeace,  be  still !  look  up  and  live  ; 
and  heaven  are  mine  to  g^^e." 


"^kit  Thy  peace  and  presence.  Lord, 
^^  the  world  can  help  afford : 
^^  not  frown  my  soul  away  : 
smile  my  darkness  into  day. 

filled  with  grateful,  holy  love, 
^Xil  in  praise  shall  soar  above, 
^*ith  delightful  joy  record 
V-ondrous  goodness  of  my  Lord. 


RESIGNATION. 

tne,  Thou  sov*reign  Lord  of  all, 
'  at  Thy  footstool  humbly  fall ; 
i,  while  I  feel  affliction's  rod, 
e  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God. 


It 


len,  or  wherever  Thou  shalt  smite, 
own  Thee  kind,  I'll  own  Thee  right, 
1,  underneath  the  heaviest  load, 
e  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God." 

t  Thou  my  earthly  comforts  slay, 
I  take  belovM  ones  away  ? 
will  my  soul  revere  Thy  rod, 
e  still,  and  know  that  Thou  art  God." 


LVXA  BRTTAinnCA. 

Tbei  Ik  mjr  triali  great  or  nttll, 
TImk'i  core  ■  needi-be  for  tbem  ■!! ; 
Thn*  tli«n  Thy  dealingi  I'll  k]^ 
"  Be  mil,  u>d  know  tlut  Thoa  ut  G 

I^  me  not  moimur,  nor  repine 
Under  theie  trying  strokes  of  Thine, 
Bat,  while  I  walk  the  moarnlal  roid, 
"  Be  (till,  and  know  that  Tbou  ut  Go 

Still  let  this  truth  support  mj  mind, 
Thoa  ouut  not  err,  not  be  unkind ; 
And  Ihss  may  I  improTC  the  rod, 
"  Be  still,  and  know  that  Thoa  ait  < 

Thy  lore  Thoult  make  in  heav'n  aprrr 
In  all  I've  borne,  or  snflei'd  hen  ; 
Let  mc,  till  brought  to  that  abod^ 
"  Be  still,  and  know  that  Thoa  ut      a 

Then,  when  my  happy  soul  shall  tS^ 
To  joys  and  Jesus  in  ttie  skies, 

I  sImII,  is  ransom'd  by  Hij  blood. 
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iro*  mighty  hosts  of  cruel  foes, 
"X^Thcre  earth  and  hell  my  way  oppose, 
[e  safely  leads  my  soul  along ; 
loving-kindness  Is  so  strong  I 


^X^Hien  earthly  friends  forsake  me  quite, 
I  have  neither  skill  nor  might, 
:'s  sure  my  helper  to  appear  ; 
'Kls  loving-kindness  is  so  near. 

Often  I  feel  my  sinful  heart 
I^rone  from  my  Jesus  to  depart ; 
.And  tho'  I  oft  have  Him  forgot, 
lUs  loving-kindness  changes  not ! 

So,  when  I  pass  death's  gloomy  vale. 
And  life  and  mortal  powers  shall  fail. 
Oh  may  my  last  expiring  breath 
His  loving-kindness  sing  in  death  ! 

Then  shall  I  mount  and  soar  away 
To  the  bright  world  of  endless  day  ; 
Then  shall  I  sing  with  sweet  surprise 
His  loving-kindness  in  the  skies. 

There  with  their  golden  harps  1*11  join. 
And  with  their  anthems  mingle  mine, 
.  And  loudly  sound  on  eVry  chord 
The  loving-kindness  of  the  Lord. 


MISS  MENNEL. 

laodMrof  **  Life's  Morning ;"  "  Life's  Evening ; "  '<  Sooday  Houss.**  and  odtar 
kag.  tMttf  intended  for  the  young.  The  following  hymn,  hitherto  describatf 
the  coHectioas,  was  composed  by  Miss  Mennel,  and  included  by  her.  aloM 
'Ijrvks  from  her  pea.  in  her  volume  of  "  Life's  Morning."  puUislied  by  tfie 
teicfjr.    Mias  Mcmiel  formerly  resided  at  Brighton. 

GOING  HOME. 

i  no  home  but  heaven  ;  a  pilgrim's  garb  we  wear; 
I  is  mark'd  by  changes,  and  strew'd  with  many  a  care ; 
led  with  temptation,  by  varied  ills  oppressed, 
''%  txpaiCDOt  warns  us  that  this  is  not  our  rest 
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Xliliie  e]re  bdield  in  open  view 

The  yet  unfini^'d  plan  ; 
Xlie  shadowy  lines  Thy  pencil  drew, 

And  fonn'd  the  future  man. 

Oh  I  may  this  frame,  that  rising  grew 

Beneath  Thy  plastic  hands, 
studious  ever  to  pursue 

Whate*er  Thy  will  commands. 
"The  soul  that  moves  this  earthly  load. 

Thy  semblance  let  it  bear, 
l^or  lose  the  traces  of  the  God 

Who  stamp'd  His  image  there. 

*rhoii,  who  within  this  earthly  shrine 

Hast  pour*d  Thy  quick'ning  ray. 
Oh  t  let  Thy  influence  on  me  shine, 

And  purge  each  mist  away, 
^ith  carious  search  let  others  ask 

Through  nature's  depths  to  see  ; 
Oh !  teach  my  soul  the  better  task. 

To  know  itself  and  Thee. 


Teach  me  to  know  how  weak  the  mind 

That  yields  to  erring  pride  ; 
And  make  my  doubting  reason  find 

Thy  word  its  safest  guide. 
Let  me  not,  lost  in  learning's  maze. 

Religion's  flame  resign  ; 
For  what's  the  worth  of  human  praise, 

Compar'd,  my  God,  to  Thine  ? 

Keep  in  my  soul  the  strong  delight, 

The  hopes  that  in  me  rise. 
While  £uth  presents  before  my  sight 

The  bliss  that  never  dies. 
O  be  those  hopes  my  only  boast. 

That  £uth  my  whole  employ  ; 
Till  faith  in  knowledge  shall  be  lost, 

And  hope  in  fullest  joy. 
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Where'er  I  tun.  my  irJcefiJ  ihm^ 

Unnumbet'd  foes  I  see  ; 
Guide  of  my  youlh,  forsake  me  Dot^ 

But  lead  n>e  safe  to  Thee. 
A*  on  I  press,  dkciust  and  doobC 

Dissnasive  step  between ; 
While  pleasures  tempt  me  front  »a 

And  passions  war  within. 
Yet,  fii'd  on  Thee,  I  lose  each  fe=» 

Each  vain  assault  I  bmvc ; 
I  know  Thee,  Lord,  not  slow  to  t= 

Nor  impotent  to  save. 
O  cast  my  errors  from  Thy  si^itL^ 

And  lei  them  pass  away 
Unheeded  as  a  watch  by  night. 

Or  as  a  cloud  by  day. 
So,  while  in  secret  thought  anaigis 

O'er  my  past  life  1  go. 
And  mark  how  ofi  1  ute'd  Thy  lu^ 

To  atrikc  th'  avenging  blow  ; 
So  oft  shall  my  i^pealed  lays 
Mv  th:iiikful  h.Lxn  ,loJ3.c. 

^^M 
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^sli,  with  scourges  torn  ; 
wn  of  twisted  thorn  ; 
so  deeply  pierced ; 
burning  thirst ; 
ping  death-dew'd  brow  : 
*tis  Thou  !  'tis  Thou  ! 


c^ 


n  th*  accursM  tree, 
awful,  who  is  He  ? 
at  noon-day  pale, 
rocks,  and  rending  veil ; 
that  trembles  at  His  doom  ; 
saints  who  burst  their  tomb  ; 
r^^^x  promised,  ere  He  died, 
^^on  at  His  side  ; 
^vir  suppliant  knees  we  bow, 
"  Ood,  'tis  Thou  !  'tis  Thou ! 

L  ^^  Upon  th'  accursed  tree, 

^^d  dying,  who  is  He  ? 
^^*^^  last  and  bitter  cry ; 
^^  ^host  given  up  in  agony  ; 

^-MC  lifeless  body  laid 
^    ^^  chamber  of  the  dead  ; 
^^  Uie  mourner  come  to  weep 
Z^'We  the  bones  of  Jesus  sleep  ; 
^radfied !  we  know  Thee  now  : 
^<m  of  man,  'tis  Thou  !  'tis  Thou  ! 

^oond  upon  th'  accursM  tree, 
l)read  and  awful,  who  is  He  ? 
By  the  prayer  for  them  that  slew, — 
••  Lord,  they  know  not  what  they  do  !" 
By  the  spoil'd  and  empty  grave ; 
By  the  souls  He  died  to  save ; 
By  the  conquest  He  hath  won  ; 
By  the  saints  before  His  throne  ; 
By  the  rainbow  round  His  brow  : 
Son  of  God,  'tis  Thou  I  'tis  Thou  ! 


LTKA  BUTAITNICA. 


THE  LAST  DAY. 
Thb  dwriol  I  the  duriot  I  Its  wbe«k  nD  on  fire,^ 
Al  the  Lord  cometh  down  id  Uk  pomp  of  Hti  u»-; 
Self-inovlii^  it  driTci  otx  iti  puhwajr  of  dood, 
And  the  hem*ens  with  the  biuden  of  Godbeid  ti^ra 

The  gIoi7  I  the  glory  t  B]r  mjnjads  are  pour'd 
The  host>  of  the  uigeli  to  wait  on  their  lynd ; 
And  the  glorified  sunts,  and  the  martyrs  ire  tlH::^ 
And  all  who  the  palm-wreath  of  victory  wear. 

The  trumpet  I  the  trumpet !    The  dead  hxrt  fc 
Lo  I  the  depths  of  the  stone-corer'd  chamels  ^^^ 
From  the  lea,  &«in  the  land,  from  the  south  i^^^ 
The  vast  generations  of  man  are  come  forth  ! 

The  jndipnent  I  the  judgment  t    The  thione^^^ 
When  the  Lamb  and  the  white-vested  ddcr^s. 
All  flesh  is  at  once  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord, 
And  the  doom  of  eteniity  hangs  cm  His  wor^c^B 

Oh  mtTcy  !  oh  mncj  !  lorft  down  from  abo**^ 
s,  Thy  »d  children,  with  lovw 

ditkness  Ihe  wicked  a -• 
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hast  bow'd  the  dying  head, 
Tliou  the  hlood  of  life  hast  shed ; 
llum  hast  filled  a  mortal  bier  ; 
Gracious  Son  of  Mary,  hear  I 

When  the  heart  is  sad  within, 
"With  the  thought  of  all  its  sin  ; 
"VThen  the  spirit  shrinks  with  fear, 
Oradoas  Son  of  Mary,  hear  ! 

*Thoa  the  shame,  the  grief  hast  known, 
Though  the  shis  were  not  Thine  own  ; 
Thom  hast  deign'd  their  load  to  bear : 
Oradons  Son  of  Mary,  hear  1 

FUNERAL  ANTHEM. 

Brother,  thou  art  gone  before  us, 

And  thy  saintly  soul  is  flown 
Where  tears  are  wiped  from  every  eye. 

And  sorrow  is  unknown. 
From  the  burden  of  the  flesh. 

And  from  care  and  fears  released  ; 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest. 

The  toilsome  way  thou  'st  travellM  o'er. 

And  borne  the  heavy  load ; 
But  Christ  hath  taught  thy  languid  feet 

To  reach  His  blest  abode. 
Thou  'rt  sleeping  now,  like  Laxarus, 

Upon  His  Father's  breast. 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest 

Sin  can  never  taint  thee  now, 

Nor  doubt  thy  faith  assail, 
Nor  thy  meek  trust  in  Jesus  Christ 

And  the  Holy  Spirit  fail. 
And  there  thou  'rt  sure  to  meet  the  good 

Whom  on  earth  thou  lovedst  best ; 
Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling. 

And  the  weary  are  at  rest 


,  „nA««»^' 


so 


k-"-?' 


^mf. 
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^^^onld'st  thou  know  God*s  wondrous  love  ? 
it  not  beside  the  throne  ; 
not  angels*  praise  above. 
But  come  and  hear  the  heavy  groan 
^y  the  Godhead  heav'd  for  thee. 
Sinner,  in  Gethsemane. 

'When  His  tears  and  bloody  sweat. 

When  His  passion  and  His  prayer. 
When  His  pangs  on  Olivet, 

Wake  within  thee  thoughts  of  care, — 
Remember,  sinner,  'twas  for  thee 
He  suffered  in  Gethsemane  ! 

Hate  the  sin  that  cost  so  dear  ; 

Love  the  God  that  loved  thee  so  ; 
Weep,  if  thou  wilt — ^but  likewise  fear 

To  bid  that  fountain  freshly  flow. 
That  gush'd  so  freely  once  for  thee 
In  sorrowful  Gethsemane. 


REDEEMING  GRACE. 

In  every  season,  every  hour. 
In  every  leafi  in  every  flower, 
In  every  scene,  and  every  sound. 
Amid  creation's  wonders  found. 

My  soul  Thy  providence  discerns  ; 
And  whensoever  I  walk  abroad, 

To  Thee  involuntarily  turns, — 
To  Thee,  my  God  I  td  Thee,  my  God  I 

The  glories  of  the  midnight  sky. 
The  evening  insect  humming  by. 
The  mightiest  and  the  meanest  prove 
Alike  Thy  wisdom,  power,  and  love  ; 

While  heav*n  and  earth  thus  both  combine 
To  raise  the  heart,  and  point  the  road 

That  leads,  thro'  blessings  so  Divine, 
To  Thee,  my  God  !  to  Thee,  my  God  ! 


II 

^^^^ 

I^B^H^H 

1               *** 
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i 

BW  0,  Imiw  m-jch  more  dew  to  trace 

) 

1 

The  wonders  of  Thy  world  of  gnce  1 

I 

The  soul  liial  by  the  eras  can  luecl. 

] 

And  111  ih^Lt  crou't  coialon  fed. 

■ 

1 

Upon  the  SsTiour's  healing  wings, 

■ 

1 

Wash-d  In  the  S.viour'j  predoiu  bloca^. 

Redeem'd— r^cnerjled  springs 

I 

1 

To  Thee,  my  God  !  to  Thee,  my  C<k^^ 

'1 

1 

REST. 
,          Rest  of  the  weaiy. 

Joy  of  Ihe  sad, 
Hope  of  the  dreair. 

Light  Of  the  gild  i 
Home  of  the  stranger, 

Sltengtli  lo  the  end, 
Rekigt  from  danger. 

■1 
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Ever  confessing 

Thee,  I  will  raise 
Unto  Thee  blessing. 

Glory,  and  praise ; 
All  my  endeavour, 

World  without  end. 
Thine  to  be  ever, 

Saviour  and  Friend. 


^OON  AND  FOR  EVER." 

**  Soon  and  for  ever :" 

Such  promise  our  trust. 
Though  ashes  to  ashes, 

And  dust  unto  dust ; 
"  Soon,  and  for  ever,*' 

Our  union  shall  be 
Made  perfect,  our  glorious 

Redeemer,  in  Thee : 
"When  the  sins  and  the  sorrows 

Of  time  shall  be  o'er. 
Its  pangs  and  its  partings 

Remembered  no  more. 
Where  life  cannot  fail,  and  where 

Death  cannot  sever. 
Christians  with  Christ  shall  be 

••  Soon  and  for  ever.^' 

•*  Soon  and  for  ever  " 

The  breaking  of  day 
Shall  drive  all  the  night-clouds 

Of  sorrow  away : 
••  Soon  and  for  ever" 

"We'll  see  as  we're  seen^ 
.And  learn  the  deep  meaning 

Of  things  that  have  been  : 
AVhen  fightings  without  us. 

And  fears  from  within, 
Shall  weary  no  more  in 

The  warfare  of  sin  ; 


i 
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Where  leais,  aod  where  tun. 

Death  ihall  be  m 
Chiisttuu  with  Christ  ihill  be 

"SooD  tnd  ft 


" Soon  uid  for  ewr" 
The  work  ihall  be  done ; 

The  wai&ie  accomplith'd, 
The  liaoij  woD  ; 

"Soon  utd  for  ever" 
The  loldler  iayt  down 

Hii  iword  for  t.  harp,  ani 


Hiid 


I  for  I 


Then  droop  ni 

Deipond  not  in  fear, 
A  ijorious  lo-morrow 

Ii  brighi'nlng  and  near ; 
When  (bleuM  reward  of  eu& 

Faithlid  eodeavoat) 
Cbristiaru  with  Christ  shall  U 

"  Soon  and  for  ever." 
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^^  yet  He  came  to  give 
^^'^aiy  and  the  heavy  laden  rest, 
^   ^id  the  sinner  live, 
^^^othe  our  griefs  to  slumber  on  His  breast. 


It  then  am  I,  my  God, 
^i"tted  thus  the  path  of  peace  to  tread  ? 
^^jce,  purchased  by  the  blood 
^im  who  had  not  where  to  lay  His  head  I 

— ^^ho  once  made  Him  grieve, 

^lio  once  bid  His  gentle  spirit  mourn, 

'^>niose  hand  essay'd  to  weave 

^  His  meek  brow  the  cruel  crown  of  thorn  I 

Oh,  why  should  I  have  peace  ? 
"by  ? — ^but  for  that  unchanged  undying  love 
^^Thich  would  not,  could  not  cease, 
Util  it  made  me  heir  of  joys  above? 

Yes  ;  but  for  pardoning  grace, 
feel  I  never  should  in  glory  see. 
The  brightness  of  that  face 
hat  once  was  pale  and  agoniz'd  for  me. 

Let  the  birds  seek  their  nest, 

oxes  their  holes,  and  man  his  peaceful  bed  ; 

Come,  Saviour  1  in  my  breast 

eign  to  repose  Thine  oft-rejected  head. 

Come,  give  me  rest,  and  take 
he  only  rest  on  earth  Thou  lov'st,  within 

A  heart  that  for  Thy  sake 
ies  bleeding,  broken,  penitent  for  sin.    . 


INGRATITUDE. 
Luke  xviL  17,  x8. 

HERS  are  ten  at  the  feet  of  the  Saviour  ; 
In  wearisome  sickness  they  pine  ; 
hey  are  whole,  but  is  this  their  behaviour  ? 
"  Ten  deansM !— but  where  are  the  nine  ?" 


LVKA  BKITAMNICA. 

They  cune,  all  one  sorrow  conlessiiig  ; 

They  knelt  with  one  prayer  at  His  shrine  ; 
He  sent  Ihem  ill  hack  wiUi  one  blessing  ; 
"Ten  deanied  ! — bul  where  arc  the  mncl" 

They  were  one  in  ihe  season  of  danger : 

How  maoy  own  mercy  Divine  ! 
Only  one  !  and  Ihal  one  is  a  "  stranger  ;" 

"Ten  cleaniW  ! — ^but  where  ate  the  nine  I' 

O  Saviour  !  how  often  in  sadness 
Our  ste|»  lo  1'hine  nltu  indine  ; 

But  return  not  in  sunshine  and  gladness  : 
"  Ten  cleansed  I — but  where  are  the  nine!" 

We  shrink  from  the  piin  of  displeasure. 
Will  not  study  its  loving  design  ; 

All  we  want  seems  Ihe  leisure  of  pleastite  : 
"  Ten  deamM  ! — but  whete  aic  the  ni 


The  v,-.wi  that 
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MTTOOBff BKY  «M  born  at  Irrine,  Aymhire,  on  the  4th  NoTcmber,  jfft.  Hto  ather, 
^imiiij  a  aative  of  Irefauid,  wu  m  cooveft  of  John  Cennick,  and  a  preacher  in  con* 
a  else  MoTBvians.  In  hbiUth  year,  Montgomery  was  placed  at  the  Moravian  settle* 
YovlcaUre.  After  occupjring  a  number  of  uncongenial  situations,  he  became, 
year,  aml^tam  to  a  bookseller  in  Sheffield.  He  acquired  the  property  of  a 
^rWch  he  MOCenfuUy  oondocted.  Having  incidentally  printed  a  patriotic 
bt  was.  in  1794,  sahilected  to  three  months'  imprisonment  in  York 
of  co—phing  against  the  Government.  He  was  subsequently  confined 
for  pubttshing  an  account  of  a  riot  at  Sheffield.  It  was  on  this  occasion  that  ha 
ftrct  Tohnne  of  pocsns,  which,  in  1797.  appeared  under  the  title  of  "  Prison 
tfts."  He  died  at  Sheffield,  in  April.  1854,  in  his  eighty-secoad  year.  For  a  number 
r.  Moartigomefy  a^oftd  a  dvfl  hst  penskm  of  £tSfy.    He  is  one  of  the  most  graceful 


PSALM  SEVENTY-SECOND. 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  anointed  I 

Great  David's  greater  Son  ! 
Haily  in  the  time  appointed, 

His  reign  on  earth  begun  I 
He  comes  to  break  oppression. 

To  let  the  captive  free ; 
To  take  away  transgression. 

And  rule  in  equity. 

He  comes,  with  succour  speedy 

To  thoic  who  suffer  wrong ; 
To  help  the  poor  and  needy, 

And  bid  the  weak  be  strong ; 
To  give  them  songs  for  sighing. 

Their  darkness  turn  to  light. 
Whose  souls  condemn'd  and  dying. 

Were  precious  in  His  sight. 

By  such  shall  He  be  fear^. 

While  sun  and  moon  endure. 
Beloved,  obey'd,  reverW  ; 

For  He  shall  judge  the  poor, 
Through  changing  generations. 

With  justice,  mercy,  truth. 
While  stars  maintain  their  stations, 

Or  moons  renew  their  youth. 
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Re  riiaU  come  down  like  »boiie_a 

Upon  the  fruitful  eatth  ; 
And  love,  jof,  hope,  like  flout g 

Spring  in  His  path  to  birth  t 
Before  Him,  on  the  momitiins.^ 

Shall  Peace,  the  herald,  go  ; 
And  righteoiuncss,  in  fouataiO^ 

From  hill  to  valley  Sow. 
AnUa'i  desert  ranger 

To  Him  shall  bow  the  kneei 
The  Ethiopian  stranger 

Hi* glory  come  to  see; 
With  offerings  of  devodoD 

Ships  from  the  isles  shall  meet, 
To  pour  the  wealth  of  ocean 

In  tribute  at  His  feet 
Kings  shall  Gtll  down  before  Him, 

And  gold  and  incense  bring ; 
All  nations  shall  adore  Him, 

His  praise  all  people  sing  ; 
For  He  shall  have  dominion 
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GLORY  TO  GOD. 
LukeiL  13. 

^ONGS  of  praise  the  angels  sang, 
^eavoD  with  hallelujahs  rang, 
^^Vhot  Jehovah's  work  begun, 
'iVbO^  He  spake  and  it  was  done. 

Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  mom, 
When  the  Prince  of  peace  was  bom ; 
Songs  of  praise  arose  when  He 
Captive  led  captivity. 

Heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away ; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day. 
God  will  make  new  heavens,  new  earth  ; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 

And  can  man  alone  be  dumb 
Till  that  glorious  kingdom  come  ? 
No ;  the  Church  delights  to  raise 
Psalms,  and  hymns,  and  songs  of  praise. 

Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice. 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice  I 
T«eaming  here,  by  faith  and  love. 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 

Borne  upon  their  latest  breath. 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death ; 
Then,  amidst  eternal  joy, 
Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ. 


GOOD  TIDINGS. 

Angels,  from  the  realms  of  glory. 

Wing  your  flight  o'er  all  the  earth ; 
Ye  wfco  sang  creation's  story, 
Now  proclaim  Messiah's  birth; 

Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ  the  new-bom  Khig. 

E  E 
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Skcpherdi,  in  the  ImU  ibidiiie, 
W&tching  o'er  yoaz  Bocki  by  n^B 

God  with  nun  is  now  redding. 
Yonder  shines  the  tnfent'light; 

Come  twd  wonhip, 
WoTthip  Chilst  the  oew-boni  ~S« 

Sage^  Innre  jtrar  contemplatki&a^  ^ 
BrigUv  visions  beam  afir ; 

Seek  the  eieat  Dedtc  oT  nations  ; 
Ye  have  K«n  Hii  nalil  stu. 

Come  and  wonhipv 
Worship  Christ,  the  ncw-bon  I^^ 

S«IdU,  h«foic  the  altar  bending 
lA'atching  long  in  hope  and  feu,   ^ 

8addenly  the  Lord,  descending 
In  His  lempla  shall  appeal; 

Come  and  worship. 
Worship  Christ,  the  new-) 
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is  a  world  above, 

ere  parting  is  unknown ; 

Je  eternity  of  love, 

m'd  for  the  good  alone ; 

dth  beholds  the  dying  here 

ated  to  that  happier  sphwe. 

»tar  by  star  declines, 

all  are  paii'd  away; 

Tning  hig^  and  higher  shines 

rare  and  perfect  day : 

nk  those  stars  in  empty  night, 

lide  themselves  in  heaven's  own  light 


>ARATION  OF  THE  HEART. 

teach  US  how  to  pray  aright, 
h  reverence  and  with  fear : 
h  dost  and  ashes  in  Thy  sight, 
ma|i^  we  must  draw  near. 

lish  if  we  cease  from  prayer ; 
{rant  us  power  to  pray ; 
hen  to  meet  Thee  we  prepare, 
I,  meet  us  by  the  way. 

led  with  guilt,  convinced  of  sin, 
'eakness,  want,  and  woe, 
igs  without  and  fears  within, 
I,  whither  shall  we  go  ? 

r  all  grace,  we  bring  to  Thee 
roken,  contrite  heart  ; 
rhat  Thine  eye  delights  to  see, — 
i  in  the  inward  part. 

eep  humility  ;  the  sense 
yodly  sorrow  give ; 
ng  desiring  confidence 
lear  Thy  voice,  and  live. 

£  £  3 


Give  lh«c,— and  ihen  Tliy  yrX  M 
j  I      I  Thus  strcngUieii'd  with  all  aei_ 

1.  j  "   j  We,  thtougli  Thy  Spirii  md  TZ 

Shall  piay,  uul  piaj  «ri^t- 


Pca^et  ii 
' .  The  tilling  ol 

|_  The  upwani  glandng  of  sa  eje, 

■When  none  but  God  i> 

iPnjK  U  the  simplat  form  of  q 
i,  Tliat  infant  lipi  can  iij 

^  Prajer  the  sublimwt  slrai 

f  1  :•  The  Majealy  oa  higb. 

'  tl'|i  Fftyer  is  the  coDliite  Janet's  ' 
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The  saints,  in  prayer,  appear  as  one 

In  word,  and  deed,  and  mind ; 
'^Vhile  with  the  Father  and  the  Son 

Sweet  fellowship  th^  find. 

Vor  prayer  is  made  by  man  alone  ; 

The  Holy  Spirit  pleads  ; 
.Jind  Jesus  on  the  eternal  throne 

For  sinners  intercedes. 

O  Thon,  by  whom  we  come  to  God  ! 

The  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way  I 
The  path  of  prayer  Thyself  hast  trod. 

Lord,  teach  us  how  to  pray  I 


»>ENING  A  PLACE  FOR  WORSHIP. 

Lord  of  hosts  I  to  Thee  we  raise, 
Here  an  house  of  prayer  and  praise ; 
Thou  Thy  people's  hearts  prepare. 
Here  to  meet  for  praise  and  prayer. 

Let  the  living  here  be  fed 
With  Thy  word,  the  heavenly  bread  ; 
Here,  in  hope  of  glory  blessed. 
May  the  dead  be  laid  to  rest. 

Here  to  Thee  a  temple  stand, 
While  the  sea  shall  gird  the  land ; 
Here  reveal  Thy  mercy  sure. 
While  the  sun  and  moon  endure. 

Hallelujah  !  earth  and  sky 
To  the  joyful  sound  reply  ! 
Hallelujah  I  hence  ascend 
Prayer  and  praise,  till  time  shall  end. 


LYSA  BRTTANNICA. 


HENRY  MOORE. 


^ 


DIVINE  LOVE. 

My  God,  Thj  boondless  love  I  pnbv 
Hov  bright  on  high  its  gloriei  blue 

How  swcdly  bloom  below  I 
It  stresmi  from  Thine  elenul  thioneg 
Thro'  haven  its  jojs  for  ever  nm. 

And  o'a  the  ewth  thej  Sow. 


Tit  love  tluit  paints  the  poiple  n 
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Then  let  the  love  that  makes  me  blest 
With  cheeifiil  praise  inspire  my  breast, 

And  ardent  gratitude ; 
And  all  my  thoughts  and  passions  tend 
To  Thee,  my  Father  and  my  Friend, 

My  soul's  eternal  good. 

# 

I>art  firom  Thine  own  celestial  flame 
One  vivid  beam,  to  warm  my  frame 

With  kindred  energy ; 
^ark  Thine  own  image  on  my  mind  ; 
Vnd  teach  me  to  be  good  and  kind. 

And  love  and  bless  like  Thee. 

ENDLESS  PRAISE. 

"^AIL  to  the  sovereign  power  that  broke 
CTie  strength  of  sin*s  tyxannic  yoke. 

And  freed  our  captive  race, — 
i^d  all  the  rage  of  hell  confound, 
Vnd  gave  to  death  its  fatal  wound  1 

All  hail,  victorious  grace  1 

"^isdi  to  the  Friend  of  human  kind, 
i^Vlio  His  celestial  throne  resigned 

To  succour  man  distrest ; 
0^0  could  unnumbered  wrongs  forgive ; 
liVho  groan'd  the  rebel  to  relieve. 

And  bled  to  make  him  blest. 

K*o  Thee  our  lives,  our  souls  we  owe, 
!Dur  peace  and  sweetest  joy  below. 

And  brighter  hope  above  ; 
Xlien  let  our  lives,  and  all  that's  ours, 
Oar  souls,  our  passions,  and  our  powers. 

Be  sacred  to  Thy  love. 

O  when  shall  that  dear  day  arise, 
^TSThen,  in  full  glories,  to  our  eyes 

Thy  beauties  shall  appear  1 
"Then,  with  a  &i  sublimer  strain, 
^We'll  praise  Thee  on  the  blissful  plain, 

Through  heaven's  eternal  year. 


LYRA  BRITANHICA. 
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MIRIAM'S  SOXG. 

ElodlU  IT.  ». 

Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  ixM 
Jehovah  has  Iriumph'd,  His  people  are  fr« 
Sing, — -for  the  pride  of  the  tyrani  is  brok* 

Hli  chaiiott,  his  horsemen,  all  splQidi(= 
How  vain  was  their  boast,  for  the  Lord  h^ 

And  chariots  and  horsemen  an  sank  iC 
Sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  ^jipl's  darW; 
Jehovah  has  triumph'd  :  His  people  aie 


Praise  to  the  Conqueror  1  praise 
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UsA  Thoa  wilt  heal  that  broken  heart, 

Which,  like  the  plants  that  throw 
riieir  fragrance  from  the  wounded  part, 

Breathes  sweetness  out  of  woe, 

Vhen  joy  no  longer  soothes  or  cheers, 

And  even  the  hope  that  threw 
i.  moment^s  sparkle  o'er  our  tears. 

Is  dinun*d  and  vanished  too  ! 

^h,  who  would  bear  life's  stormy  doom, 

Did  not  Thy  wing  of  love 
^ome,  brightly  wafting  through  the  gloom 

Oar  peace-branch  from  above  1 

tTien  sorrow,  touch'd  by  Thee,  grows  bright 

With  more  than  rapture's  ray ; 
^  darkness  shows  us  worlds  of  light 

We  never  saw  by  day. 


IE  GLORY  OF  GOD  IN  HEAVEN. 

fHOU  art,  O  God,  the  life  and  light 
Of  all  this  wondrous  world  we  see  ; 

tts  glow  by  day,  its  smile  by  night, 
Are  but  reflections  caught  from  Thee  : 

Where'er  we  turn,  Thy  glories  shine. 

And  all  things  fair  and  bright  are  Thine. 

When  day,  with  farewell  beam,  delays 
Among  the  op'ning  clouds  of  even. 

And  we  can  almost  think  we  gaze 
Through  golden  vistas  into  heaven  : 

Those  hues,  that  make  the  sun's  decline 

So  soft,  so  radiant.  Lord,  are  Thine. 

When  night,  with  wings  of  starry  gloom 
O'ershadows  all  the  earth  and  skies. 

Like  some  dark,  beauteous  bird,  whose  plume 
Is  sparkling  with  unnumber'd  eyes  : 

That  sacred  gloom,  those  fires  Divine, 

So  gnmd,  so  countless.  Lord,  are  Thine. 


LVKA  BUTAMNtCA. 

Wboi  Toothfiil  tpdng  iraimd  nsla 

Ttqr  SiHiU  iranils  bcr  &>gruit  a 

Aade*«^  Bower  (be  nun 

Where'er  we  tum  Thjr  glories  shLvia-- 
And  ill  tlungi  &ir  aad  bright  are  ~~" 


HANNAH  MORE 
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^I(  in  pity  to  oar  blindness, 

They  had  brought  the  pardon  needed, 

Still  Jehovah's  wondrous  kindness 
Had  our  warmest  hopes  exceeded. 

3f  iome  prophet  had  been  sent 

With  sedvation's  joyiiil  news, 
"Who  that  heard  the  blest  event 

Could  their  warmest  love  refuse  ? 

But  'twas  He  to  whom  in  heaven 

Hallelujahs  never  cease ; 
He,  the  mighty  God,  was  given — 

Given  to  us — a  Prince  of  peace. 

Nome  but  He  who  did  create  us 

Could  redeem  from  sin  and  hell ; 
None  but  He  could  reinstate  us 

In  the  rank  from  which  we  fell. 

Had  He  come,  the  glorious  Stranger, 
Deck'd  with  all  the  world  calls  great ; 

Had  He  lived  in  pomp  and  grandeur. 
Crowned  with  more  than  royal  state, — 

Still  our  tongues,  with  praise  overflowing, 
On  such  boundless  love  would  dwell ; 

Still  our  hearts,  with  rapture  glowing. 
Feel  what  words  could  never  tell. 

But  what  wonder  should  it  raise. 

Thus  our  lowest  state  to  borrow ! 
O  the  high  mysterious  ways, 

God's  own  Son  a  child  of  sorrow ! 

Twas  to  bring  us  endless  pleasure 

He  our  suffering  nature  bore  ; 
'Twas  to  give  us  heavenly  treasure 

He  was  willing  to  be  poor. 

Come,  ye  rich,  survey  the  stable 

Where  your  infant  Saviour  lies  ; 
From  your  full,  overflowing  table. 

Send  the  hungry  good  supplies. 


il'.m 


LYltA  BILITAmnCA- 

Boait  Dol  yoat  omobled  tttlfa 
Bout  not  Uut  you're  Ughljl 

Jesai — hear  it  all  ye  nadoiu  J- 
Hid  not  vhere  to  iay  Ha  be 

Leun  of  me,  thus  cries  the  Sn 
If  m}'  kingdom  yon'd  inlKilt 

Sinnec,  quit  your  prood  bdiTl 
Le&ni  my  meek  and  ]ow^J^ 

Come,  ye  Kmiils,  see  yonr  S 
Freed  from  all  reproach  ind 

He  who  purcluued  your  alnt 
Bore  a  servant's  humble  nu 

Come,  ye  poor,  some  comiblt 
Fwnt  Dot  in  the  nee  yoa  ra 

Hard  the  loi  your  gnciotu  F« 
G«ye  His  dear.  HU  only  Sil 

ThinV  that  if  your  humbler  St 
Le^  of  worldly  good  bestow 

You  escape  xhom  strong  tempi 
Which  from  wealth  and  gn 


^ 


W  ^^^A  FANNY  MORRIS.  4^9 

^^   ^  '^lion  canst  not  rest 


^  \^^X  ^'^  from  guilt  and  sorrow  fi«e ; 
^V\,^.^^^nnot  make  thee  blest ; 

thy  sofTering,  bleeding  heart  to  me. 


^^^^^^Iten  in  the  hour 

U^     ^\    ^^  would  I  have  succoured  thee  ! 
^^j^  ^*\ou  didst  spurn  the  power, 

^  the  heart  that  loved  so  tenderly. 

^i^^^T/  ^hat  on  earth  appears 
J.         •^^^^'^rt  thy  distress  and  heal  thy  grief, 
^^^  ^  dry  thy  bitter  tears, 

^^cr  diy  poor  sinking  soul  relief? 

i^     T*hy  life  of  sin  has  been 

^^some  path,  without  one  cheering  ray  ; 
J.      Now  on  thy  Father  lean, 
^^  He  will  guide  thee  in  a  better  way. 

Come,  leave  the  desert  land 
And  all  the  husks  on  which  thy  soul  has  fed. 

And  trust  the  faithful  Hand 
That  offers  thee  a  feast  of  living  bread. 

O  sinner  I  *tis  the  voice 
Of  One,  who  long  has  loved  and  pitied  thee  I 

He  would  thy  heart  rejoice, 
And  set  thee  from  all  sin  and  suffering  free. 

Oh,  canst  thou  turn  away  ? 
It  is  thy  Father  that  invites  thee  near  I 

Nay,  sinner,  weep  and  pray  1 
Aod  heaven  shall  hail  the  penitential  tear ! 


I 

i 


REPENTANCE. 

Come,  let  us  to  the  Lord  our  God 
With  contrite  hearts  return  ; 

Our  God  is  gracious,  nor  will  lea^e 
The  desolate  to  mourn. 

His  voice  commands  the  tempest  foitli. 
And  stills  the  stonny  wave  ; 

And  though  His  arm  be  strong  to  smite 
'Tis  also  strong  to  save. 

Long  hath  the  night  of  sorrow  reignM ; 

The  dawn  shall  bring  os  light  ; 
God  shall  appear,  and  we  shall  rise 

With  gladness  in  His  sight. 

Our  hearts,  if  God  we  seek  to  know. 
Shall  know  Him  and  rejoice  ; 

His  coming  like  the  mom  shall  be^ 
Like  morning  songs  His  voice. 

As  dew  upon  the  tender  berb^ 
Difhising  fragrance  round ; 
As  showers  that  usher  in  the  springs 
j  ,  J  And  cheer  the  thirsty  ground : 
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THE  SAVIOUR'S  ADVENT. 

The  race  that  long  in  darkness  pined 
Hare  seen  a  glorious  light ; 

The  people  dwell  in  day,  who  dwelt 
In  death's  surrounding  night 

To  hail  Thy  rise,  Thou  better  Sun, 
The  gathering  nations  come, 

Joyous  as  when  the  reapers  bear 
The  harvest-treasures  home. 

For  Thou  our  burden  hast  removed. 
And  quelled  the  oppressors'  sway  ; 

Quick  as  the  slaughter'd  squadrons  fell 
In  Midian's  evil  day. 

To  us  a  Child  of  hope  is  bom. 

To  us  a  Son  is  given  ; 
Him  shall  the  tribes  of  earth  obey. 

Him  all  the  hosts  of  heaven. 

His  name  shall  be  the  Prince  of  peace, 

For  evermore  adored. 
The  Wonderful,  the  Counsellor, 

The  great  and  mighty  Lord. 

His  power  increasing  still  shall  spread  ; 

His  reign  no  end  shall  know  ; 
Justice  shall  guard  His  throne  above, 

And  peace  abound  below. 


"  !-»><  of  the  KniTlish  Church  :"  "  AltAjx.  Hearths,  and  (.;nTe<:"  aad 
A  coiitri'.vator  to  A'»ivVr  ijuirfft-.j  .\f.i^-jziHf.  The  f.  C-wuig  h; 
arc  tninw-nl-cd.  with  hi'.  |»cnin^Ni...n,  fr  jIU  a  c-'Uc^-tion  of  "  Psahns  4Di 
L.iii  fi>r  the  uvc  of  liii  cun»:TCi,'ation. 

i  '■  1  THE  CHURCH. 

Meek  to  suffer,  strong  to  sive 
I    I  From  the  chambers  of  the  grtTe, 

I  Christ  the  steep  ascent  hath 

Up  to  the  right  hand  of  God. 

With  all  power  invested,  thenoe 
He  His  Spirit  doth  dispense, 
To  His  faithful  people  still, 
Quickening  whomsoeVr  He 

Some  apostles,  prophets  some, 
At  His  gracious  bidding  come; 
Pastors,  teachers  still  He  sendi 
To  His  children  and  His  fri 

For  the  help  of  those  who  fiuA. 
For  the  strengthening  of  the 
>  That  the  Church  increased  mik 

For  the  body^s  ministry : 

Till,  in.nnity  and  love, 
•  I  Faith  and  hope  in  Him  above^ 

!  To  th#»  fn«»wiiv»  flnrl  tl»*»  enan 
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Bf  no  coimiDg  sleight  enticed 
From  oar  perfect  trust  in  Christ ; 
Close,  compact  in  joint  and  limb 
May  we  all  grow  up  in  Him. 


-A  SUNDAY-SCHOOL  HYMN. 

O  Lord,  a  wondrous  story 

Our  ears  have  heard  of  Thee, 
How  Thou  didst  leave  Thy  glory 

A  little  child  to  be  ; 
And  here  in  lowly  station 

Didst  suffer  childhood's  woes. 
And  feel  each  sharp  temptation 

Which  e'en  our  childhood  knows. 

And,  in  Thy  manhood's  meekness. 

Thy  hands  were  spread  to  bless 
Sweet  childhood's  smiling  weakness 

With  many  a  mild  caress. 
Young  babes  Thou  lov'st  to  cherish, 

As  on  a  parent's  knee  ; 
Nor  would'st  that  one  should  perish, 

But  all  be  taught  of  Thee. 

Help  then  our  weak  endeavour 

To  make  Thy  gospel  known. 
And  seal,  O  Lord,  for  ever, 

These  little  ones  Thine  own. 
Thy  Church's  nurslings  gather 

Beneath  Thy  sheltering  wing  ; 
Be  Thou  their  Friend  and  Father, 

Redeemer,  Guide,  and  King. 


CHILDREN'S  HYMN. 

OURCE  of  wisdom,  past  and  present. 
Fount  of  love  which  ne'er  shall  cease, 

hou,  whose  ways  are  always  pleasant. 
Thou,  whose  paths  are  perfect  peace ; 

F  F 
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TTion^  (wr  toi^'net,  iTfafaJi  lap  ^t^!^-^^t=^ 
Thj  trinicendeBt  pnise  bccliiiL_  -^ 

Hear  m  now,  btSaa  Thine  lltir.  ' 

Chant  OUT  utless  inbnt  hjina. 

Vain,  withoQt  Thy  aid,  the  U 

E'cD  by  Christian  kindness  givcni  ' 
Hear  ns  now  that  aid  beseeching, 

Help  us  from  Thjr  highest  heiTa.  > 
Grant  ua,  in  UDgradging  nwasDRv  ,     mh 

Gnoe,  whereby  all  good  ii  wioagfctf^^^'^^^tfy 
Guide  us  to  Thy  beaTenly  treasoie,  

Bless  Thy  teachers  ■nd  Thy  t«ngh»'— ^^^ 


So  from  homes  o(  humble  [;)adness, 

So  from  faeutb*  by  w«al(h  dcsfnie^::^' 
Where,  alike  in  joy  and  sadoesi. 

Wisdom's  woni  is  known  »nd  pii^aci'^ 

From  the  ploagh,  the  loom,  the  tpatdli^ 
Hymns  of  piaisc  shall  still  be  poati; 

Hntrti  with  grateful  love  Jiall  kind/f 
Toward  their  Saiiour  and  their  Ltii<i 


N  MASON  NEALEy  D.D.  435 

e  have  not  xeach*d  that  land, 

iat  happy  land,  as  yet, 

xe  holy  angels  round  Thee  stand, 

lioie  ton  can  never  set 

mr  son  is  sinking  now; 
)ur  day  is  almost  o'er ; 
Sun  of  righteousness,  do  Thou 
Shine  on  us  evermore  ! 

From  men  below  the  skies. 
And  all  the  heavenly  host, 
.0  God  the  Father  praise  arise — 
The  Son  and  Holy  Ghost 


CHRIST  HATH  RISEN. 

Thb  foe  behind,  the  deep  before, 

Our  hosts  have  dared  and  past  the  sea ; 
And  Pharaoh's  warriors  strew  the  shore. 
And  Israel's  ransom'd  tribes  are  free. 
Lift  up,  lift  up  your  voices  now  I 
The  whole  wide  world  rejoices  now  ! 
The  Lord  hath  triumph'd  gloriously  I 
The  Lord  shall  reign  victoriously  1 
Happy  morrow, 
Turning  sorrow 

Into  peace  and  mirth  ! 
Bondage  ending, 
Love  descending 
O'er  the  earth  I 
Seals  assuring. 
Guards  seouing. 

Watch  His  earthly  prison ; 
Seals  are  shattered. 
Guards  are  scatter'd, 
Christ  hath  risen. 

No  longer  must  the  mourners  weep, 
Nor  call  departed  Christians  dead ; 

For  death  is  hallow'd  into  sleep, 
And  every  grave  becomes  a  bed. 

F  F  2 
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^\^^  foes  assailing,  friends  quailing,  hearts  Ming, 
^^^  threat  in  vain, 
^^  ^  providing,  presiding,  and  guiding 
^  Him  again. 

"^j  onr  Leader,  Monarch,  Pleader,  Interceder, 
^'^^raise  we,  and  adore  ; 

'^on,  veneration,  gratulation 
-dinging  evermore  1 

t)nce  despised  and  once  rejected 
Was  this  stone,  that  now,  elected 
To  a  comer-stone,  perfected. 
As  a  glorious  trophy  stands  erected. 

Amen. 


JOHN  NEEDHAM. 
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THE  LOST  SHEEP  FOUND. 

Whkn  some  kind  shepherd  from  his  fold 

Has  lost  a  straying  sheep. 
Through  vales,  o'er  hills,  he  anxious  roves. 

And  climbs  the  mountain's  steep ; 

But  O,  the  joy  !  the  transport  sweet ! 

When  he  the  wandVer  finds ; 
Up  in  his  arms  he  takes  his  chxoge, 

And  to  his  shoulders  binds. 

Homevraid  he  hastes  to  tell  his  joys, 
And  make  his  bliss  complete  ; 

The  neighbours  hear  the  news,  and  all 
The  joyfrd  shepherd  greet 
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Such  •nil  modi  groWr  U  the  joy 

When  but  one  smner  tunu  ; 
Wben  the  poor  wretch,  with  hi 

His  sins  tnd  enron  mooru. 

Pku'd  with  the  oewi,  the  ninti  bdov 
In  songs  their  tongnet  mpby; 

Beyond  the  ikii*  the  tiding!  gn^ 
And  hcATcn  is  fiU'd  with  joj. 

Welt  pleu'd,  the  Father  n 

TheoMudoai  tinner  weep; 
Jraus  receives  bim  in  Hi5  irms. 

And  owns  him  for  His  sheep. 

Nor  smgels  can  their  joys  contain, 

Gul  kindle  wilh  new  fire; 
A  wand'ring  iheep  's  rctnm'd,  the;  si»^£ 

And  slriJic  Ihe  sounding  Ijre. 
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On  the  Rock  of  ages  founded, 

What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose  ? 
With  atfration's  walls  surrounded, 

Thoti  ma/st  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 

See,  the  streams  of  living  waters, 

Springing  from  eternal  love, 
Well  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove. 
Who  can  faint,  while  such  a  river 

Ever  flows  their  thirst  t'assuage  ; 
Grace  which,  like  the  Lord,  the  Giver, 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age  ? 

Round  each  habitation  hov*ring. 

See  the  cloud  and  fire  appear. 
For  a  glory  and  a  covering — 

Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near. 
Thus  deriving  from  their  banner 

Light  by  night,  and  shade  by  day, 
Safe  they  feed  upon  the  manna 

Which  He  gives  them  when  they  pray. 

Blest  inhabitants  of  Zion, 

Wash*d  in  the  Redeemer's  blood  ! 
Jesos,  whom  their  souls  rely  on. 

Makes  them  kings  and  priests  to  God. 
Tis  His  love  His  people  raises 

Over  self  to  reign  as  kings ; 
And  as  priests.  His  solemn  praises 

Each  for  a  thank-offering  brings. 

Saviour,  if  of  Zion's  city 

I,  through  grace  a  member  am. 
Let  the  world  deride  or  pity : 

I  will  glory  in  Thy  name. 
Fading  is  the  worldling's  pleasure. 

All  his  boasted  pomp  and  show  ; 
Solid  joys  and  lasting  treasure 

None  but  Zion*s  children  know. 


LTKA  BKITUINICA. 


"THY  WILL  BE  DONE." 
COHB,  mj  loul,  th  J  suit  ptcpart ; 
Jen*  lovei  to  inswer  pnTET ; 
He  Hlmsdf  hu  bid  thee  pn7, 
Thndbic  will  not  say  thee  nay. 

Thou  ut  coming  to  m  King, — 
I^ige  petitioni  with  thee  bring  ; 
Foi  His  grace  and  power  ai 
None  can  ever  aik  too  a 

With  my  bniden  I  ht^a  ; 
Lon),  mnoTC  tlik  load  of  dn  ; 
Let  Thy  blood,  for  Einnen  spilt. 
Set  my  conidaice  &te  tnm  guilts 

Lord,  I  come  to  Thee  Ibr  Test ; 
Take  pooeadon  of  my  breast ; 
ThcR  Thy  blood-boogfat  tigbt  ii= 

And  wilhont  a  linl  reign. 


As  thr  image  in  the  ^as 
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the  Judge,  our  nature  wearing, 
Cloth'd  in  majesty  Divine  ! 
^<m,  who  long  for  His  appearing. 

Then  shall  say,  «  This  God  is  mine." 

Gracious  Saviour, 
Own  me  in  that  day  for  Thine. 

W^t  His  call  the  dead  awaken, 

Rise  to  life  from  earth  and  sea ; 
^Jl  the  powers  of  nature,  shaken 

By  His  looks,  prepare  to  flee. 
Careless  sinner, 

What  will  then  become  of  thee  ? 

horrors  past  imagination 

Will  surprise  your  trembling  heart, 
W^Then  you  hear  your  condemnation — 

"  Hence,  accursed  wretch,  depart ! 
Thou,  with  Satan 

And  his  angels  have  thy  part" 

^atan,  who  now  tries  to  please  you. 

Lest  you  timely  warning  take, 
^JVhen  that  word  is  past,  will  seize  yon, — 

Plunge  you  in  the  burning  lake. 
Think,  poor  sinner. 

Thy  eternal  all's  at  stake. 

3nt  to  those  who  have  confess^. 
Loved,  and  served  the  Lord  below. 
He  will  say,  **  Come  near,  ye  blessM, 
See  the  kingdom  I  bestow. 

You  for  ever 
Shall  my  love  and  glory  know." 

Under  sorrows  and  reproaches. 
May  this  thought  your  courage  raise  ! 

Swiftly  God's  great  day  approaches, 
Sighs  shall  then  be  changed  to  praise. 

We  shall  triumph 
When  the  world  is  in  a  blaze. 


LVKA  BUTAKMtCA. 


NONE  DESIRED  BESIDE  JESU= 

How  tedion  and  taitdew  the  hiMin, 

Wlwti  Jenu  no  longer  I  see  ; 
Sveet  proapecti,  iweet  huds,  ud  rwe^ 

Have  loH  all  tbeir  sweetDcu  vith  11=3 
Tbe  mldsuminer  xun  xhiaes  but  HiTn, 

The  Gelds  strive  in  Tain  to  look  pr~> 
But  when  I  am  happy  in  Him, 

December's  as  pUasaiit  u  May. 
Hii  name  jields  tbe  richeit  periiiiiie^ 

And  sweeter  than  mn^c  His  nuce 
His  presence  disperses  my  gloonla 

And  nukes  all  within  mc  rejoice; 
I  should,  were  He  always  so  nigh, 

Hftve  nothiag  to  wish  or  to  ksu ; 
No  mortal  10  happy  as  I, 

My  summer  would  last  all  the  year.  — 

Content  with  beholding  His  &ce^ 
My  all  to  His  pleasure  resign'd 
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J9e  dwelt  in  Eden's  garden,  stored 

"With  sweets  for  eVry  sense  ; 
And  there,  with  his  descending  Lord, 

He  walk*d  in  confidence. 

Bat  oh !  by  sin  how  quickly  chang'd  ! 

His  honour  forfeited ; 
His  heart  from  God  and  truth  estranged. 

His  conscience  hll'd  with  dread  1 

Now  from  his  Maker's  voice  he  flees, 

Which  was  before  his  joy  ; 
And  thinks  to  hide,  amidst  the  trees. 

From  an  all-seeing  eye. 

Compell'd  to  answer  to  his  name. 

With  stubbornness  and  pride 
He  cast  on  God  himself  the  blame, 

Nor  once  for  mercy  cried. 

But  grace,  unask'd,  his  heart  subdued. 

And  all  his  guilt  forgave  ; 
By  fiUth  the  promised  Seed  he  viewed. 

And  felt  His  pow'r  to  save. 

Thus  we  ourselves  would  justify, 

Though  we  the  law  transgress ; 
Like  him,  unable  to  deny. 

Unwilling  to  confess. 

But  when,  by  faith,  the  sinner  sees 

A  pardon,  bought  with  blood  ; 
Then  he  forsakes  his  foolish  pleas. 

And  gladly  turns  to  God. 


THE  BELIEVER'S  SAFETY. 

Psalm  xci. 

That  man  no  guard  or  weapons  needs. 
Whose  heart  the  blood  of  Jesus  knows ; 

But  safe  may  pass,  if  duty  leads, 
Xhrongh  burning  satids,  or  mountain-snows. 


His  love  posiessinE.  I  am  blesl. 
Secure  whatever  change  may  coi 

Whether  1  go  to  east  or  wcM, 
With  Him  I  itiU  shall  be  at  Iwa 

If  plac'd  beneath  the  nacthen  poU 
Tbon^  winter  reigni  with  i^n: 

His  gracious  beanu  would  dbeer  n 
And  make  a  spring  throo^ioat  t 

Or  if  the  deurt's  son-borat  mU 
My  lonely  dwelling  e'er  should  p 

His  presence  would  nippoH  m^toit 
Whose  smile  is  life,  whose  nice  I 


THE  NAME  OF  JESDS. 

How  sweet  the  name  of  ]«*ni  W 

In  a  believer's  ear  I 
II  soothes  his  sorrows,  heali  hta^ 

And  drives  away  hit  fear. 
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3y  Thee  my  prayers  acceptance  gain, 

Although  with  sin  defil'd  ; 
Satan  accuses  me  in  vain. 

And  I  am  own'd  a  child. 

Jesus !  my  Shepherd,  Husband,  Friend, 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King; 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 

Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart, 

And  cold  my  warmest  thought ; 
Bnt  'vdlen  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art, 

ril  paMf6  Thee  as  I  ought. 

Till  then  I  would  Thy  love  proclaim 

With  ev*ry  fleeting  breath ; 
And  may  the  music  of  Thy  name 

Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 


BIKD  THAT  STICKETH  CLOSER  THAN  A 
BROTHER.? 

One  there  is,  above  all  others, 
Well  deserves  the  name  of  friend ; 

His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 
Costly,  free^  and  knpurs  no  end ; 

They  who  once  Hi$  j^indness  prove, 

Find  it  everlasting  l^ve. 

Vltfch  of  all  our  friends  to  save  os^ 
.  'XjObM  or  would  have  shed  their  blood? 
Btat  onr  Jesus  died  to  have  us 
Reconciled  in  Him  to  God. 
This  was  boundless  love  indeed, 
Jesus  is  a  friend  in  need. 


Men,  when  raigfd  to  lofty  stations. 

Often  know  their  friends  no  more ; 
Slight  and  scorn  their  poor  relations, 
Though  they  valued  them  before  ; 
I  our  Saviour  always  owns 

whom  He  redeemed  with  groans. 


I 
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Yet  this  glorious  Friend  and  Bro 
Loves  us,  though  we  treat  Hin 
Though  for  gootl  we  render  ill, 
lie  accounts  us  brethren  ilflL 

Oh!  for  grace  our  hearts  to  sole 
Teach  us.  Lord,  at  length  toV 

We,  alas  !  forget  too  often, 
Wliat  a  Friend  we  have  above 

But  when  home  our  souls  are  bn 

We  will  love  Thee  as  we  ought 
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THE  REFUGE,  RIVER,  AND  ROCK  OF 

He,  who  on  earth  as  man  was  I 
And  bore  our  sins  and  pains, 

Now  seated  on  th'  eternal  thron 
The  God  of  gjLory  reig;ns. 

His  hands  the  wheels  of  nature 
With  an  unerring  skill ; 

And  countless  worlds,  extendod 
Obey  His  sovtreign  wilL 

While  harps  unnumber'd  sound 

In  yonder  world  above^ 
His  saints  on  earth  admire  His 
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This  land  through  which  His  fflgrims  go 

Is  desolate  and  dry ; 
But  streams  €»f  grace  from  Htoi  o'crflow, 

Their  thirst  to  satisfy. 

When  troubles,  like  a  burning  sun, 

Beat  heavy  on  their  head. 
To  this  almighty  rock  they  run. 

And  find  a  pleasing  shade. 

How  glorious  He,  how  happy  tiiey. 

In  sndi  a  glorious  Friend  ! 
Whoie  love  secures  them  all  the  way, 

And  ttoWns  than  at  the  end. 


GERARD  THOMAS  NOEL. 

OB  of  Sir  Gcnrd  Nod.  baronet,  and  di8  Baroness  Barham.  the  Hon.  and  Rer 
OKAS  NOBL  was  born  on  the  and  DecMMf|  1783.  He  studied  at  the  univcfskies 
and  Cambridge.  Taking  orders,  he  KW  ordained  to  the  curacy  of  RadweD, 
;  he  was  latterly  trkar  of  Romsey,  and  a  canon  of  Winchester.  In  xftx)  he  pab- 
cctkm  of  PaliiHi  and  Hymns."  A  selection  from  his  "  Sennons  preached  at 
pabfidied  posthumously,  with  a  preface  by  Samuel.  Bishop  of  Ozibid.  London 
;  Mod  died  at  Ramsey,  on  the  a4th  February,  1851. 

THIS  DO  IN  REMEMBRANCE  OF  ME." 

If  human  kindness  meets  return, 

And  owns  the  grateful  tie ; 
If  tender  thoughts  within  us  bum, 

To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh  : 

O  !  shall  not  warmer  accents  tell 

The  gratitude  we  owe 
To  Him  who  died  our  fears  to  quell. 

Our  more  than  orphan's  woe? 

While  yet  His  anguishM  soul  surveyed 

Those  pangs  He  would  not  flee  ; 
What  love  His  latest  words  displa/d — 

"  Meet,  and  remember  Me  ! " 
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And  moums  the  present  pain. 
How  sweet  to  think  of  j>eace  at  last. 
And  feel  that  death  is  gain. 

'Tis  not  that  murm*ring  thoqgjhts  axisi 


*  And  dread  a  Father's  will  ; 

Tis  not  that  meek  submission 
And  would  not  suffer  stUl  ; 


It  is  that  heaVn-taught  faith  sorreys 
The  path  that  leads  to  light ; 

And  longs  her  eagle  plumes  to  raises 
And  lose  henelf  in  sight. 

It  is  that  hope  with  ardour  glows, 

To  see  Him  face  to  fiu:e» 
Whose  dying  love  no  language  knowi 

Sufficient  art  to  trace. 

It  is  that  harass'd  conscience  feels 
The  pangs  of  struggling  sin  ; 

Sees,  though  afar,  the  Hand  that  heal 
And  ends  her  war  within. 

O  let  me  wing  my  hallow'd  flight 
From  earth-bom  woe  and  care^ 
And  soar  above  these  donds  of  night, 
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MARIANNE  NUNN, 

IB  KUIOfw  bora  at  ColclMster,  about  tbe  your  X779b  Whoi  her  brother,  tke  Rer. 
a,  mwm  prq»rinf  Us  Mkctioo  of  "  Psahns  and  Hymns,"  she  cootrfbuted  to  hfan  tiie 
,  with  the  view  of  ad^tinc  to  the  Wdsh  raeasun.  Arf^y  mm,  the 

IfcwtOB,  bfighiiihig  with  the  same  line.  We  have  reprodnced  die  hynm  as 
%  Ik  the  clevendi  etfiHoii  of  Nunn's  Selection;  it  differs  considerablf  from  the 
lov  ha  oae.   The  anthoreas  lired  in  retirement,  and  died  onmarried  in  1847.  We  lure 

Ibr  these  paitkalan  to  her  snnriving  brother,  die  Rev.  Preaton  Nnim,  of 


THE  LOVE  OF  CHRIST. 
"  Bebold  how  He  loved  him  !**— John  sd.  36. 

One  there  is  above  all  others : — 

Oh  how  He  loves  I 

His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's ; 

Oh  how  He  loves  I 

Earthly  friends  may  fail  and  leave  us, 

This  day  kind,  the  next  bereave  us  ; 

But  this  Friend  will  ne*er  deceive  us. 

Oh  how  He  loves  ! 

BlessM  Jesus  !  wonld'st  thou  know  Him  ? 
Give  thine  heart,  thine  all  unto  Him ; 
Is  it  sin  that  pains  and  grieves  thee  ? 
Unbelief  and  trials  tease  thee  ? 
Jesus  can  from  all  release  thee. 

Love  this  Friend,  who  longs  to  save  thee  ! 
Dost  thou  love?  He  will  not  leave  thee. 
Think  no  more  then  of  to-morrow. 
Take  His  easy  yoke  and  follow  ; 
Jesus  carries  all  thy  sorrow. 

All  thy  sins  shall  be  forgiven, 
Backward  shall  thy  foes  be  driven  ; 
Best  of  blessings  He'll  provide  thee. 
Nought  but  good  shall  e'er  betide  thee, 
Safe  to  glory  He  will  guide  thee. 
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by  the  Wcsloan  Ci^nfctvnce.  He  died  ;n  March.  1799.  «nd  his  renui 
viult  whi..h  awtainol  th<>s<  of  J«-»hn  Wesley,  in  the  City  Road  Qu 
followio^  hymn  vf  (.^livers  h^s  loo^;  been  a  fivouhte.' 


THE  GOD  OF  ABRAHAM. 

Ths  God  of  Abraham  pnSse^ 
Who  reigns  enthroned  above  ; 
Ancient  of  everlasting  days^ 
And  God  of  love  ; 
Jehovah,  great  I  Am  t 
By  earth  and  heaven  ooofesif d 
I  bow  and  bless  the  sacred  naiDe; 
For  ever  Uess'd. 

The  God  of  Abraham  pndse^ 
At  whose  •npreme  oommand 
From  earth  I  rise,  and  sedc  the  j 
At  His  right  hand  : 
I  all  on  earth  forsake^ 
Its  wisdom,  lame,  and  power. 
And  Him  my  only  portioQ  make 
My  shield  and  tower. 

The  God  of  Abraham  pndM^ 
Whose  all-sufficient  grace 
Shall  euide  me  all  my  haDor  dai 
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He  by  Hbnself  hath  sworn ; 
I  on  His  oath  depend ; 
I  shall,  on  eagles*  wings  up-borne 
To  heaven  ascend  : 
I  shall  behold  His  face, 
I  shall  His  power  adore, 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  His  grace 
For  evermore. 


PART  SECOND. 

Thongh  nature's  strength  decay, 
And  earth  and  hell  withstand. 
To  Canaan's  bounds  I  urge  my  way. 
At  His  command : 
The  watery  deep  I  pass, 
With  Jesus  in  my  view. 
And  through  the  howling  wilderness 
My  way  pursue. 

The  goodly  land  I  see. 
With  peace  and  plenty  bless'd  ; 
A  land  of  sacred  liberty 
And  endless  rest : 
There  milk  and  honey  flow. 
And  oil  and  wine  abound  ; 
And  trees  of  life  for  ever  grow. 
With  mercy  crown'd. 

There  dwells  the  Lord  our  King, 
The  Lord  our  righteousness. 
Triumphant  o'er  the  world  and  sin, 
The  Prince  of  peace  : 
On  Sion's  sacred  height 
His  kingdom  still  maintains, 
And  glorious,  with  His  saints  in  light. 
For  ever  reigns. 

He  keeps  His  own  secure, 
He  gmuxls  them  by  His  side, 
Arrays  in  garments  white  and  pure 
His  spotless  bride : 
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And  tdl  the  wonders  He  hath  dom 
Through  all  their  land. 
The  listening  spheres  attend. 
And  swell  the  growing  fiune. 
And  sing,  in  songs  which  never  en 
The  wondrous  Name. 

The  God  who  re^;ns  on  hig^ 
The  great  arrhangrls  rfng. 
And  "  Holy,  holy,  holy,"  ay, 
'*  Ahn^ty  King ! 
Who  was,  and  is  the  same^ 
And  evennore  shall  be  ; 
Jehovah — Father — great  I  Am  1 
We  worship  Thee." 

Before  the  Savioor's  fiioe 
The  ransomed  nations  bow  ; 
0*erwhelmed  at  His  ahnj^ty  gjnc 
For  ever  new : 
He  shows  His  prints  of  lore  ; 
They  kindle  to  a  flame. 
And  sound,  through  all  the  worida 
The  slangfatei'd  Lamb. 

The  whole  triumphant  host 
Give  thanks  to  God  on  high  : 
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miY  PALMER,  D.D. 


nr.  RAT  FALMSX,  D.D.,  was  bom  at  little  Compton.  Rhode  Idand,  U.  &,  In  Oe 
L  Id  ai^  be  giadualed  at  Yale  CoQe^e.  New  Haven,  Connecticiit.  In  i8!i5i  be  was 
;  pm^tar  ef  ttw  Third  CancreKatioaal  Church  in  Bath,  Maine,  from  whicb-he  was 
d^  !■  iMsa,  to  Us  present  ciiarge  the  pastorate  of  tl>e  First  Congregatioaal  Churcht 
jMafee  of  New  York.  Dr.  Pataaer  published  a  Tolume  of  "  Hymns  and  Sacred 
The  fiiilawhig  hymn  from  his  pen  was  originally  printed  in  x8^;  It  was 
;  bf  Dr.  Lowell  Mason  in  zfl^ 


LORD,  SAVE  ME  I 

My  £Euth  looks  up  to  Thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary  : 

Saviour  Divine ! 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray ; 
Take  all  my  guilt  away  ; 
Oh  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  Thine. 

May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire ! 
As  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 
Oh  may  my  love  to  Thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  fire ! 

While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefe  around  me  spread. 

Be  Thou  my  guide ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day ; 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  avray  ; 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  Thee  aside. 

When  ends  life's  transient  dream. 
When  death's  cold,  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll, — 
Blest  Saviour,  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distrust  remove ; 
Oh  bear  me  safe  above — 

A  ransomed  souL 


LYKA  BXITANmCA. 


MRS.  EDGCUMBE  PASSOV^. 

SABBATH  SERVICE. 
Jesds,  we  love  to  meet, 

Od  thii  Thy  hoi;  d*;. 
We  worship  round  Thy  seat. 

On  this  Th;  hoi;  if- 
Thou  tender,  hearenl;  Friend, 
To  Thee  our  pnfers  ascend ; 
O'er  out  young  spirits  bend. 

On  this  Thj  holy  d>T- 

We  due  not  CriAe  now. 

On  this  Th;  holy  dq- 
In  tilenl  a«re  we  bow. 

On  this  Thy  holy  dqr. 

Mdcring  ihoUEht, 
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We  read  Thy  power  where'er  we  turn, 

Around,  beneath,  above, 
But  to  Thy  cross  we  come  to  learn 

The  history  of  Thy  love. 

Thoa  Man  of  sorrows,  hearts  like  ours 

Thy  grie&  can  never  know ; 
No  human  tongues,  no  mortal  powers, 

Can  utter  half  Thy  woe. 
Yet  'twas  for  us  Thy  tears  were  shed. 

For  us  they  pierced  Thy  side ; 
To  bring  us  help  the  Saviour  bled. 

To  give  us  life  He  died. 

Dear  suffering  Saviour,  let  us  stay 

To  gaze  and  think  of  Thee, 
And  never  coldly  turn  away 

From  sacred  Calvary. 
Oft  may  we  gather  round  Thy  feet, 

To  praise  Thy  dying  love, 
*Till  to  behold  Thy  face  we  meet 

In  purer  scenes  above. 


LEXANDER  S.  PATTERSON,  D.D. 

JDLUfDKK  SIMPSON  PATTRRSON,  D.D.,  was  bom  at  Croft  HooM,  Alnwick. 
tMrt  riWtirwi.  was  owner  of  a  small  estate ;  his  mother  was  a  daui;hter  of  the 
a  Brawn,  of  Haddington.  His  education  was  conducted  at  the  High  School 
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daiocd  to  the  mtnlitry  at  Whitehaven.  In  1839.  he  was  translated  to  Hutche> 
I,  datgow.  He  adhmd  to  the  Free  Church  in  1843.  Dr.  Patterson  has  pub- 
tarfes  00  a  portion  of  the  New  Testament ;  also  two  small  works,  entitled  "  The 
GrocB  of  Jesus,"  and  "  Poets  and  Preachers  of  the  Nineteenth  Century."  He 
igam  Unhrenl^.  The  two  following  lyrics  have  been  kindly  cootribated  by 
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MORNING  HYMN. 

(Contributed,) 

Horning  breaks  !  the  kingly  sun 
Isroeth  forth,  a  glorious  one  I 
Fount  of  gladness,  nature's  crown, 
Now,  at  noon,  or  going  down  ! 
first  and  universal  light, 
Make  my  shadowy  spirit  bright ! 
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Mondi%  breathes  t  the  ileeploE  Imn 
Walie  before  he  gentle  povoi, 
And  the  dewy  planti  inhik 
Bleaingt  froni  tbesnnnjgile: 
Tboa  that  breakest  natme's  l«rt, 
Stir  and  animate  mj  bnut 

Morning  calls  I  the  mstic  starts 
To  the  work  of  stnidj  hearts ; 
Daily  toils  the  field*  shall  tell. 
Soon  begun,  hath  ended  wflL 
For  "the  work  of  fcith,"  this lliw, 
NcTTC  mjr  spirit,  God  of  pone. 

Uoming  smiles  !  the  dionl  lard 
And  the  shepherd's  channt  is  bcvd  i 
Grazing  herds,  and  lambs  at  pl^, 
Welcome  in  the  rising  day. 
Gladdener  of  the  bliss&l  throi^ 
Bid  me  join  the  general  scog. 
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is  good  to  be  here,'*  and  look  forth  on  the  flowers, 
be  stars,  and  the  sunset  of  eve  ; 
Is  good  to  be  here,"  and  from  this  world  of  ours 
lowing  thoughts  of  a  better  receive. 

is  good  to  be  here  !*'  O  then  ''here  let  us  xaise" 
iemorials  of  the  thanks  to  the  Giver, 
I  then,  jEll'd  with  His  love,  and  inspired  with  His  praise, 
o  to  bask  in  His  brightness  for  ever  I 


SAMUEL  PEARCE. 

iCUEL  Pbarcb  was  born  at  Plymouth,  on  the  aoth  July,  X766W  He  became  a 
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as  Invited  to  the  ministry  of  the  Baptist  Church,  Cannon  Street,  Birmingham, 
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erminated  in  consumption.  He  died  on  the  loth  October,  1799,  In  his  33rd 
s  of  Us  fife  were  published  by  the  Rev.  Andrew  Puller.  The  following  hyma 
ce  has  hitherto  appeared  in  the  Collections  in  an  incorrect  form.  The  present 
sCbed  firom  the  copy  included  by  Mr.  Fuller  in  the  author's  memoir.  Another 
en.  beginniimf "  The  ftbric  of  nature  Is  &ir,"  was  composed  In  the  Immfdistfr 


HYMN  IN  A  STORM. 

In  the  floods  of  tribulation. 

While  the  billows  o'er  me  roll, 
Jesus  whispers  consolation. 

And  supports  my  fainting  soul: 
Thus  the  lion  yields  me  honey. 

From  the  eater  food  is  given; 
Strengthened  thus,  I  still  press  forward, 

Singing  as  I  wade  to  heaven — 
Sweet  affliction  !  sweet  affliction. 

That  brings  Jesus  to  my  soul. 

'Mid  the  gloom  the  vivid  lightnings 
With  increasing  brightness  play ; 

'Mid  the  thorn-brake  beauteous  flow'rets 
Look  more  beautiful  and  gay  : 


\ 
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EDWARD  PERRONET. 

^AU>  Pbrkonet  was  the  son  of  the  Rev.  Vincent  Pentmet,  vicar  of  Shore- 
'  some  tSme  an  associate  of  the  Wesleys,  he  subsequently  abandoned  their 
'*as  onployed  by  Lady  Huntingdon,  at  Canterlwry  uid  Norwrich.  He 
iBdysUp  by  his  strong  opposition  to  the  Church  of  England,  and  became 
^*>tiag  congregation.  His  death  toolc  place  at  Canterbury,  in  2799.  In  1785, 
■BallTohime,  entitled  "  Occasional  Verses,  Moral  and  Social."  This  work  is 
***:  a  copy  is  presenrcd  in  the  library  of  the  British  Museom.  The  following 
^obas  been  assigned  to  different  authors. 


CHRIST  THE  LORD  OF  ALL. 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesu*s  name ! 

Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem. 

To  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

Let  high-bom  seraphs  tune  the  lyre, 

And  as  they  tune  it,  fall 
Before  His  face,  who  tunes  their  choir, 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  alL 

Crown  Him,  ye  morning  stars  of  light. 
Who  fixM  this  floating  ball ; 

Now,  hail  the  strength  of  Israel's  might. 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  alL 

Crown  Him,  ye  martyrs  of  your  God, 

Who  from  His  altar  call ; 
Extol  the  Stem  of  Jesse's  rod. 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

Ye  seed  of  Israel's  chosen  race, 

Ye  ransom'd  of  the  fall. 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace. 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  alL 

Hail  Him,  ye  heirs  of  David's  line. 
Whom  David  Lord  did  call ; 

The  God  incarnate,  man  Divine, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


LTKA  BUTAKNICA. 

Sinnen  t  wliose  Ion  can  ne'er 
The  woimwood  uid  the  ffH, 

Go — ipread  yam  tiophici  >t  Hii  fa 
And  crown  Him  Loid  of  all. 

Let  eveiy  tribe  and  every  tongae 
That  boond  crcation'i  call. 

Now  ihool  in  oniTciul  lon^ 
The  CTOwnU  Lonl  of  *U. 
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TI17  name  endrdes  cyotj  grace 

That  God  as  man  could  show  ; 
There  only  can  the  Spirit  trace 

A  perfect  life  below. 

The  mention  of  Thy  name  shall  bow 

Onr  hearts  to  worship  Thee ; 
The  chiefest  of  ten  thousand.  Thou, 

The  chief  of  sinners,  we. 


ALL  IS  WELL. 

Through  the  love  of  God  our  Saviour, 

All  will  be  well ; 
Free  and  changeless  is  His  &vour, 

AH,  all  is  well. 
Precious  is  the  blood  that  healM  us ; 
Perfect  is  the  grace  that  seal'd  us ; 
Strong  the  hand  stretch'd  forth  to  shield  us ; 

All  must  be  well. 

Though  we  pass  through  tribulation. 

All  wUl  be  well ; 
Ours  is  such  a  full  salvation, 

All,  all  is  well. 
Happy  still,  to  God  confiding, 
Frnitfol,  if  in  Christ  abiding, 
Holy  through  the  Spirit's  guiding, — 

All  must  be  well. 

We  expect  a  bright  to-morrow. 

All  will  be  well ; 
Faith  can  sing,  through  days  of  sorrow, 

All,  all  is  well. 
On  our  Father's  love  relying, 
Jesus  every  need  supplying. 
Or  in  living  or  in  dying. 

All  must  be  well. 


:tfWic»- 
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tOCTBR  was  bom  in  Bedford  Square,  Loodoo,  on  the  90th  October, 
^»lan  W.  Procter.  Esq.,  is  weU  known  by  his  literary  nam  d€ guerre  of 
^  ^853.  Miss  Procter  became  a  cootributor  to  Mr.  Dickens'  Household 
^  S>ablished  the  first  voinme  of  lier  "  Legends  and  Lyrics,**  wliich  at  once 
^''^putatlon  as  a  poeL  A  secoud  volume  was  added  in  x86a  In  x86z,  she 
'^^  Regia.  a  volume  of  Original  Contributions  in  Poetry  and  Prose."  issned 
for  the  employment  of  women.  Another  publication  appeared  In 
"  A  Chaplet  of  Verses."  She  died  on  the  2nd  February,  iaiS4.  Miss 
the  Roxnish  faith.  Her  remains  are  deposited  in  St.  Mary's  Catholic 
An  elegantly  illustrated  edition  of  her  "  Legends  and  Lyrics"  has 
Dakly,  with  an  introdnction  by  Mr.  Charles  Dickens.  Lond.  1066.  4to. 


EVENING  HYMN. 

The  shadows  of  the  evening  hours 

Fall  from  the  darkening  sky  ; 
Upon  the  fragrance  of  the  flowers 

The  dews  of  evening  lie  : 
Before  Thy  throne,  O  Lord  of  hearen, 

We  kneel  at  close  of  day ; 
Look  on  Thy  children  from  on  high. 

And  hear  us  while  we  pray. 

The  sorrows  of  Thy  servants,  Lord, 

O  do  not  Thou  despise ; 
But  let  the  incense  of  our  prayers 

Before  Thy  mercy  rise ; 
The  brightness  of  the  coming  night 

Upon  the  darkness  rolls ; 
With  hopes  of  future  glory  chase 

The  shadows  on  our  souls. 

Slowly  the  rays  of  daylight  fede  ; 

So  fade  within  otir  heart 
The  hopes  in  earthly  love  and  joy, 

That  one  by  one  depart : 
Slowly  the  bright  stars,  one  by  one, 

Within  the  heavens  shine, — 
Give  us,  O  Lord,  fresh  hopes  in  heaven. 

And  trust  in  things  Divine. 


LTKA  BUTAMNICA. 

Let  peace,  O  Lord— Th;  peux,  O 

Upon  otu  lonls  descend ; 
From  midnlgfat  fean  and  perilt,  Tina 

Our  trembling  beuts  defend ; 
Glre  HI  >  Kt^te  from  oar  toil; 

Calm  and  sobdae  out  woes ; 
llroaefa  tbe  long  daj  we  tnfier,  Loid, 

Oh,  ^Tc  us  now  itpote. 


STRIVE,  WAIT,  AND  PRAY. 

Stkivb  I  jret  I  do  not  prnmiie 

The  priie  70Q  dream  of  to-daj 
Will  not  fade  when  yon  think  to  gn^ 

And  melt  in  foar  hand  vnj  ; 
Bat  anothff  and  holier  treasire^ 

Yon  would  now  perchance  Hi«H«tw^ 
Will  come  when  jodj  t<ul  is  orcr. 

And  pay  jpon  for  all  jtonr  pain. 


Wait  I  y«  I  do  not  ten  yon 
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THANKFULNESS. 

Y  God,  I  thank  Thee  who  hast  made 

The  earth  so  bright ; 
o  full  of  splendour  and  of  J07, 

Beauty  and  light ; 
o  many  glorious  things  are  here, 

Noble  and  right. 

^  thank  Thee,  too,  that  Thou  hast  made 

Joy  to  abound ; 
^^  many  gentle  thoughts  and  deeds 

Circling  us  round, 
*That  in  the  darkest  spot  of  earth 

Some  love  is  found. 

1  thank  Thee  more  that  all  our  joy 

Is  touched  with  pain; 
That  shadows  fall  on  brightest  hours; 

That  thorns  remain ; 
So  that  earth's  bliss  may  be  our  guide. 

And  not  our  chain. 

For  Thou  who  knowest,  Lord,  how  soon 

Our  weak  heart  clings. 
Hast  given  us  joys,  tender  and  true. 

Yet  all  with  wings  : 
So  that  we  see,  gleaming  on  high. 

Diviner  things. 

I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  that  Thou  hast  kept 

The  best  in  store  ; 
We  have  enough,  yet  not  too  much 

To  long  for  more — 
A  yearning  for  a  deeper  peace. 

Not  known  before. 

I  thank  Thee,  Lord,  that  here  our  souls. 

Though  amply  blest. 
Can  never  find,  although  they  seek, 

A  perfect  rest — 
Nor  ever  shall,  until  they  lean 

On  Jesus*  breast. 

H  H 


LYRA  BRITAKXICA. 


MARY  PYPER. 


WHAT  HAS  JESUS  DONE- 
Wbkk  wltli  loads  of  guilt  oppits^=^ 

PlnngBl  in  du  and  misery  ; 
Aik  thy  sml,  or  uk  Ihy  breut, 
WIiU  hu  Jesui  done  for  thtc  ^F* 

He  bdield  tbee  from  abo^ 
Not  in  danger,  nor  in  scorn : 

Bat  fo  tenderness  and  loTC, 
He  thj  deepest  gnilt  has  bonm^= 

H«  h«*  broof^t  thee  to  Hii  fblcV 
Taogtit  thee  all  His  truth  lo  Ic^^ 

Treasures  hi  surpassing  gold. 
Which  from  Him  alone  coaM  -     - 


bid  ihy  Ircmljling  heart 
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As  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

Bold  and  fearless  lead  me  on ; 
Deeming  all  things  here  but  dross. 

Till  the  glorious  crown  be  won. 

As  I  near  the  golden  prize, 

Brighter,  brighter  let  it  shine  : 
X>et  no  mists  obscure  mine  eyes  ; 

Make  and  keep  me  ever  Thine. 


CHRISTIAN'S  VIEW  OF  DEATH. 

BT  me  go  !    The  day  is  breaking ; 

Morning  bursts  upon  mine  eye  ; 
cath  this  mortal  frame  is  shaking, 

But  the  soul  can  never  die  I 

et  me  go  !  The  day-star  beaming 
Gilds  the  radiant  realms  above  ; 
s  full  glory,  on  me  streaming. 
Lights  me  to  that  land  of  love. 

et  me  go  I    No  more  a  stranger 
Pilgrim  would  I  wander  here  ; 
ow  exposed  to  sin  and  danger. 
Now  a  prey  to  doubt  and  fear. 

et  me  go  !    May  Heaven's  best  favour 
Rest,  my  dearest  friends,  with  you  .' 
h,  I  haste  me  to  the  Saviour  : 
Fair  but  fleeting  world,  adieu  ! 

et  me  go  !    My  warfare's  ended  ; 

Night's  dark  shades  have  pass'd  away  ; 
11  in  view  is  glory  splendid. 

Boundless  and  eternal  day  ! 

<t  me  go  !    My  Master's  chariot 
Waits  in  state  to  bear  me  home — 

iirchase  of  His  grace  and  merit ! 
Hallelujah  !    Lord,  I  come  ! 

If  H  2 


LYRA  BRTTANNICA. 

Now  Vm  ThiDG,  utd  Thiat  tar  ctv, 

Wtiile  «t«nii]  tga  roll ; 
Saae  and  an  no  ntOR  can  sent 

Thy  blest  presence  from  m;  sod  t 

Now,  unid  Ihe  sacred  splendoot 
Of  the  {^orioDs  hosts  aboTt^ 

ErerlastiDg  praise  Til  render 
To  that  God  whoK  name  is  Loie  C^ 
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rom  strife  of  tongues,  and  bitter  words, 
My  spirit  flies  to  Thee ; 
r  oy  to  my  heart  the  thought  affords — 
My  Saviour  died  for  me  I 

*  ^id  trials  heavy  to  be  borne, 

When  mortal  strength  is  vain, 
-^  heart  with  grief  and  anguish  ton, 

A  body  rack'd  with  pain : 
■^Ji  I  what  could  give  the  sufferer  rest. 

Bid  every  murmur  flee, 
^ut  this,  the  witness  in  my  breast 

That  Jesus  died  for  me  ? 

And  when  Thine  awful  voice  commands 

This  body  to  decay ; 
And  life,  in  its  last  lingering  sands, 

Is  ebbing  fast  away : 
Then,  though  it  be  in  accents  weak. 

And  faint,  and  tremblingly, 
Oh  give  me  strength  in  death  to  speak, 

"My  Saviour  died  for  me  ! " 


THE  POWER  OF  GOD. 

Shall  mortal  man,  a  child  of  earth. 
Who  yesterday  received  his  birth 

From  God's  all-bounteous  hand, — 
Shall  he,  while  sojourning  below, 
Presume  the  Almighty's  plans  to  know. 

His  ways  to  understand  ? 

He  rides  upon  the  stormy  deep  ; 
His  watchM  eyes,  that  never  sleep. 

Wide  o'er  creation  roll. 
And  firom  His  high,  empyreal  throne 
View  with  one  glance  the  torrid  zone 

And  ioe-surrounded  pole. 


The  infe'™"  ^^'l!.™.  By  ; 
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^uilt  of  pure  and  massy  gold, 

Strong  and  durable  are  they ; 
Deck'd  with  gems,  of  worth  untold. 

Subjected  to  no  decay. 

Had,  within  these  blest  abodes. 

Dwell  the  raptured  saints  above, 
Vhere  no  anxious  care  corrodes, 

Happy  in  Emmanuel's  love. 
>nce  indeed  like  us  below. 

Pilgrims  in  this  vale  of  tears  ; 
Torturing  pain  and  heavy  woe. 

Gloomy  doubts,  distressing  fears. 

Fhese  alas  !  full  well  they  knew. 

Sad  companions  of  their  way ; 
Oft  on  them  the  tempest  blew, 

Through  the  long,  the  cheerless  day  ! 
Oft  their  vileness  they  deplored. 

Wills  perverse  and  hearts  untrue ; 
Grieved  they  could  not  love  the  Lord, 

Love  Him  as  they  wish'd  to  do  I 

Oft  the  big,  unbidden  tear. 

Stealing  down  the  furrow'd  cheek. 
Fold,  in  eloquence  sincere. 

Tales  of  woe  they  could  not  speak  ; 
But,  these  daya  of  weeping  o'er, 

PassM  this  scene  of  toil  and  pain, 
rhcy  shall  feel  distress  no  more. 

Never,  never  weep  again. 

Mid  the  chorus  of  the  skies, 

'Mid  the  angelic  lyres  above, 
Hark  !  their  songs  melodious  rise. 

Songs  of  praise  to  Jesus*  love  I 
Happy  spirits  !  ye  are  fled 

Where  no  grief  can  entrance  find, 
Lull'd  to  rest  the  aching  head, 

Sooth'd  the  anguish  of  the  mind. 


LTTH   BRITAXXICA, 


TRUST  IS  GODl 

Mt  TaOtB,  tbe  gnide  oT  m?  jnoO, 

To  Thw  far  dhcctioa  I  4y ; 
O  fmt  BC  Thf  Sglit  md  Th;  tnlli, 

Xoc  ««r  Thy  focntg  ikn;. 
Mt  pilUr  of  ckod  and  of  6r^ 

VThik  destined  to  jooinej  bdov— 
What  Boncu  a  [u^rim  doif^ 

Ot  TboB  in  Thf  goodnem  bcstov! 


Mt  paUr  «f  doad  thnm^  the  dir> 

in  foltoir  obcn'o-  Tboa  siolt  kai 

Mt  beut  dull  hoc  pdd  to  dbmaj. 


THOMAS  RAFFLES,  D.D.,  LL.D.  473 


CHRISTIAN  UNITY. 

>NB  in  Christ  His  people  are, 

All  indissolubly  one ; 
^ach  in  his  right  hand  a  star 

Bright  with  glories  not  his  own ; 
lach,  withdrawn  from  nature's  mine, 

An  inestimable  gem, 
)estined  evermore  to  shine 

In  Emmanuel's  diadem. 

lingled  hues  one  bow  compose, 

God's  own  sign  to  mortals  given  ; 
)ne  vast  ocean  ebbs  and  flows, 

Though  in  countless  billows  driven ; 
o  one  Church  the  ransom'd  prove, 

Though  from  varied  realms  they  come,- 
!)ne  community  of  love, 

Bound  for  one  eternal  home. 

Phen,  while  pilgrims  here  below, 

Why  should  they  divided  be  ? 
Vhy  should  sharp  contentions  grow 

To  disturb  their  unity  ? 
Vhy  apart  should  they  remain. 

Each  within  his  sect  confined  ? 
*for  their  Master's  law  maintain. 

Nor  display  His  heavenly  mind  ? 

Vzs  not  this  His  fervent  prayer, — 

**  Father,  let  my  people  be 
>ne  in  us,  as  one  we  are. 

Thou  in  me,  and  I  in  Thee  ; 
lien  shall  all  the  world  believe 

My  commission  is  Divine  ; 
ill  my  Gospel  shall  receive. 

All  within  my  fold  recline  I" 

lappy  period  I  joyful  day ! 

When  shall  thy  bright  morning  rise  ? 
o,  before  thy  kindling  ray. 

Every  fiend  of  discord  flies  : 


LYRA   BRITAKNICA. 

Rise,  Thon  Sun  of  righteonaiCK  t 

Wide  Thy  healing  i 
With  Thy  light  the  lutiom  bleii, 

O'er  Thy  Church  Thine 

Hallow'd  influence  from  above  I 

Source  of  concord  and  of  peace_ 
In  Thy  bond  of  perfect  1i>t« 

Let  our  lad  divisions  cease : 
Heart  to  heart,  and  hand  to  hutd.^ 

Each  shall  then  his  brother  owzk 
An  indissoluble  band, 

Christiaiu  be  for  ever  one  I 


MARRIAGE. 
Saviour,  let  Thy  sanction  rest 

On  the  union  witness'd  noir  ; 
Be  11  with  Thy  presence  blest, 

Ratifi'  the  nuptial  vow ; 
HaUov'd  let  this  union  be 
With  each  other  and  with  Tbie. 
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Happy  they  who  reach  that  place, — 

In  those  regions  find  their  home ; 
Tears  are  wiped  from  every  face ; 

Toil  and  danger  never  come. 
"They  no  pain  nor  sorrow  know, 
^Hansom'd  from  this  world  of  woe. 

To  that  festival  on  high. 

To  that  banquet  of  the  skies. 
To  that  glorious  company 

May  we  all  at  length  arise  ; 
lilingle  with  the  joyful  throng ; 
Join  the  everlasting  song. 


ANDREW  REED,  D.D. 


^pbt.  and  distinguished  minister  of  the  Independent  hody,  ANDREW 
^lie  tjtb  November,  1787.  He  was  intended  for  commercial  pursuits,  twit 
t^self  to  the  ministry.  Educated  at  Hackney  College,  he  was  ordained  on 
ftSn :  he  discharged  the  duties  of  the  pastorate,  first  at  New  Road  Meet- 
^East,  and  subsequently  at  Wycliffe  Chapel,  Commercial  Road,  London. 
&r  of  the  London  Orpluui  Asylum,  at  Lower  Clapton ;  the  Infant  Orphan 

the  Asylum  for  FiUlierless  Children,  near  Croydon;  the  Asylum  for 
I.  near  Reigatc;  the  Royal  Hospital  for  Incurables,  and  the  Eastern 

Icfiots,  at  Colchester.  He  published  several  theological  worlcs.  "  No 
apolar  publication,  has  passed  through  eighteen  editions,  and  been  trans- 
aental  languages.  In  i&is  he  published  a  Collection  of  Hymns,  which 
ai  compoeitioog  written  by  himself.     He  died  on  the  asth  February,  1862. 


HYMN  TO  THE  HOLY  SPIRIT. 


Holy  Ghost,  with  light  Divine 
Shine  npon  this  heart  of  mine  ; 
Chase  the  shades  of  night  away. 
Turn  the  darkness  into  day. 
Let  me  see  my  Saviour's  face. 
Let  me  all  His  beauties  trace  : 
Show  those  glorious  truths  to  me^ 
Which  are  only  known  by  Thee. 


LYKA  BRITAMNICA. 

Holj  Ghost,  with  power  DiTiae 
Cleuuc  this  guilty  heart  of  mine  = 
Long  has  sin  witbont  control 
Held  dominion  o'er  mj  souL 
Oft  I  of  its  power  compUin, 
Yet  I  live  beneath  its  reign  : 
In  Thy  mercy  pity  me, 
From  thi»  bandage  set  me  free. 

Holy  Ghost,  vrtth  joy  Dirine 
Cheer  this  sadden'd  heart  of  mic^4 
Bid  my  many  woes  depart. 
Heal  my  wounded,  bleeding  b««.:K- 
Yield  a  sacred,  settled  peace. 
Bid  It  grow  and  still  increase ; 
Till  each  anxious  thought  expires^ 
Till  my  joy  to  heaven  aspires. 


Holy  Spirit,  all  Divine, 

Dwell  within  this  heart  of  min« ; 

Cast  down  every  idol  throne. 
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-Ah  I  Jesus,  let  me  feel  Thy  grace ; 

Now  hear  my  earnest  cry : 
Xf  Thoa  art  absent,  oh  I  behold 

I  droop,  I  faint,  I  die  I 

**  I  come,  I  come  ! "  the  Saviour  cries, 

**  To  give  you  fiill  repose  ; 
^y  presence  shall  revive  your  jojrs, 

My  frown  confound  your  foes/' 

^  hear  His  voice  I  I  see  His  face  I 
I  feel  His  present  grace  I 
Tis  life,  'tis  heaven,  'tis  transport,  thus 
To  rest  in  His  embrace. 


-  THE  OPENING  OF  A  CHURCH. 

« 

SPIRIT  Divine,  attend  our  prayers, 
And  make  this  house  Thy  home  ; 

l>escend  with  all  Thy  gracious  powers  : 
O  come,  Great  Spirit,  come  I 

Come,  as  the  light;  to  us  reveal 

Our  emptiness  and  woe  ; 
And  lead  us  in  those  paths  of  life 

Where  all  the  righteous  go. 

Come,  as  theyfr^,  and  purge  our  hearts 

Like  sacrificial  flame : 
Let  our  whole  soul  an  offering  be 

To  our  Redeemer's  name. 

Come,  as  the  dew,  and  sweetly  bless 

This  consecrated  hour ; 
May  barrenness  rejoice  to  own 

Thy  fertilizing  power. 

Come,  as  the  dorve,  and  spread  Thy  wings. 

The  wings  of  peaceful  love  ; 
And  let  Thy  Church  on  earth  become 

Blest  as  tiie  Church  above. 
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Come,  M  tl^  wind,  with  nuhing  wai 

And  pcnUcoiul  gnce. 
That  all  of  womui  bom  joxf  Me 

Tke  gloiy  of  Thy  face. 

Si^rit  DiTinc,  attend  out  piajKn^ 
Make  a  lost  world  Tfaj  home  ; 

Detccnd  with  all  Thj  gnckms  powen : 
O  ceaott,  Great  S^t,  come  I 
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Is  it  ncytfaing  to  you  that  the  Gentile  and  Jew, 

For  ages  divided,  no  more  should  be  two, 

But  one  in  the  Saviour,  their  Shepherd  and  King, 

Togetlier  for  ever  His  praises  to  sing  ?  * 

■  I. 

Is  it  nothing  to  you  that  the  Lord  has  decreed 
Rich  blessings  to  those  who  for  Israel  plead ; 
That  they  who  the  way  of  His  coming  prepare. 
Shall  say  of  the  city,  "Jehovah  is  there  ?  " 

Oh,  pray  that  the  days  of  their  mourning  may  cease. 
That  God  may  return  to  His  chosen  in  peace. 
That  gloiy  at  length  may  revisit  their  shore, 
And  all  be  united,  to  wander  no  more  1 


ROBERT  ROBINSON. 


T  m»nfaow  WIS  born  at  Swaffham,  NoifoUc,  on  the  8th  October,  173^  In  1749,  he 
»—'*«'*■<  to  a  hairdresser,  in  Crutched  Friars,  London.  Hearing  a  discourse  preached 
^rflrirt.  oa  **  The  Wrath  to  Come,"  in  May,  1752,  he  became  deeply  impressed.  He 
il  Ib  a  state  of  disquietude  for  nearly  tiiree  years,  when  at  length  he  experienced,  he 
t  **fUl  and  free  fbrKiveness,  through  the  precious  blood  of  Jesus  Christ."  He  began 
h»  wmd  BBinistevMl  for  some  time  in  connection  with  the  Calvinistic  Methodists.  He 
Mtijr  Joined  Atf  Iidependents,  but  after  a  short  period  preferred  the  Baptist  con- 
la  ZTte.  he  became  pastor  of  a  Baprist  congregation  at  Cambridge.  He  supple* 
bj^  translating  for  the  booksellers  and  publishing  some  original  works. 
of  Baptiimi,'*  4to,  appeared  in  1790.  Robinson  published  "  A  Plea  for  the 
of  oar  Lofd  Jesus  Christ,"  which  passed  through  several  editions.  But  his  theological 
MM  were  aoC  more  settled  than  his  ecclesiastical  opinions.  About  the  year  1780,  he 
^indiBe  ttmards  Unitarianism,  though  he  did  not  obtrude  his  sentiments  in  his  pulpit 
IML  At  length  his  people  deeme<l  it  essential  to  procure  hb  resignation.  While 
■cots  Cor  tUs  purpose  were  in  progress,  be  died,  suddenly,  at  Birmingham.  That 
ik  place  OB  the  8th  June,  1790.  In  his  pastoral  charge  he  was  succeeded  by  the  cele- 
jUibett  Han,  who  composed  an  elegant  epitaph  for  him,  as  a  tribute  to  his  eloquence 
■lag:.  The  two  folkiwing  hymns  were  written  by  Robinson.  An  attempt  has  lately 
da  to  aadpi  the  former  to  SeUna,  Countess  of  Huntingdon.  We  refer  to  a  note  on 
Bt  aC  Ike  ckMe  of  the  vohime. 


HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 

Come,  Thou  Fount  of  every  blessing, 
Tune  mine  heart  to  sing  Thy  grace  ; 

Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing. 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 


LVKA  BXJTANMICA. 

T<aA  ne  mne  melodioas  sonnet. 

Song  I7  fl«ming  toogocs  abott ; 

Pnne  the  monnt ;  I'm  fix'd  npoD  it ! 

HOUl  of  Cod'l  nni-hanging  Ion. 

Hen  I  nise  my  Ebepezgr  j 
Httlm,  by  Thine  help,  I'm  come ; 

And  1  hope,  by  Tby  good  pleasuit, 
Safely  to  irrive  u  home. 

Jenu  loo^t  me  when  a  stranger, 
Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God ; 

H^  to  rescue  me  from  dang^, 
Intetpoted  with  predous  blood. 

Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 
Daily  I'm  conflrain'd  to  be! 

Let  that  gncc  now,  like  a  tetter. 
Bind  mj  wandering  hcait  to  Thee.    . 


Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  1  feel 
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War  the  grandeur  of  Thy  nature^ 

Grand  beyond  a  seraph's  thought ; 
For  created  works  of  power, 

Works  with  skill  and  kindness  wroogbL  . 
llhUelujah,  etc 

For  Thy  providence  that  governs 

Through  Thine  empire's  wide  domain ; 

Wings  an  angel,  guides  a  sparrow  ; 
BlessM  be  Thy  gentle  reign. 
Hallelujah,  etc 

But  Thy  rich.  Thy  free  redemption, 

Dark  through  brightness  all  along ; 
Thought  is  poor,  and  poor  expression; 

Who  dare  sing  that  awful  song  ? 
Hallelujah,  etc 

Brightness  of  the  Father's  glory. 

Shall  Thy  praise  unutter'd  lie  ? 
Fly,  my  tongue,  such  guilty  silence ; 

Sing  the  Lord  who  came  to  die. 
Hallelujah,  etc 

0UI  archangels  sing  Thy  coming  ? 

Did  the  shepherds  learn  their  lays? 
Shame  would  cover  me,  ungrateful. 

Should  my  tongue  refuse  to  praise. 
Hallelujah,  etc 

From  the  highest  throne  in  glory. 

To  the  cross  of  deepest  woe. 
All  to  ransom  guilty  captives ; 

Flow,  my  praise,  for  ever  flow. 
Hallelujah,  etc 

Go,  return,  immortal  Saviour! 

Leave  Thy  footstool,  take  Thy  throne ; 
Thence  return,  and  reign  for  ever ; 
Be  the  kingdom  all  Thy  own. 
J^Ullelujah,  etc 

I  1 


Oh  be  wiih  us,  gracious  Father, 
WhikI  before  Thy  teel  we  bow  ; 

Let  (be  uigel  of  Thy  pretence 
Hover  o'er  Thy  temple  ocnr. 

Here  are  heuti  that  Thoa  canit  m 
Earthly  droB  to  pvge  mway ; 

Darken'd  minds,  on  whitJi  Thyqi 
Vet  nuy  poor  oelettlal  d«y. 

Fiom  the  world's  entrandnc  Tidm 
From  the  spirit's  sullen  ni(^t ; 

From  the  tempter's  daHt  dominion, 
Free  us,  by  Thy  OTing  mIgliL 

Let  Thy  Spirit's  glad  commnntoB 
Walien  thonghti  of  peace  and  Ic 

And  prepare  us  for  Thy  presence^ 
la  ttw  nobler  conits  abne. 

There  to  j<Hn  in  perfect  wonhip^ 
There  to  swdl  the  angels'  sone 

And  in  higher,  sweeter  measure. 
Earth's  Imperiect  pniM  pnilra^ 
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So  shmD.  tills  love  our  spirits  rabe, 
While  at  the  cross  we  kned  in  prayer ; 

Dear  Saviour,  Thine  be  all  the  praise 
If  we  have  left  our  burdens  there: 


spirit  of  holiness  and  power  I 
Spirit  of  truth  and  love  Divine  1 

rhy  presence  cheers  this  closing  hour; 
Still  dwell  with  us,  for  we  are  Thine. 

For  the  pure  manna  of  Thy  word. 
And  streams  of  life  so  richly  given  ; 

As  pilgrims  here,  we  bless  Thee  Lord, 
But  wait  the  perfect  rest  of  heaven. 

Sweet  hope  I  a  few  more  changing  days 
And  weary  cares  our  faith  shall  try  ; 

Then  for  the  songs  of  nobler  praise, 
The  ctaseless  Sabbath  of  the  sky. 


HYMN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

{ConMdufed.) 

Isaiah  be.  20. 

When  the  sky  is  overcast, 
And  the  cold  rain  driveth  fast ; 
When  the  soul  is  bow*d  with  fear, 
Jesus,  fidl  of  mercy,  hear  ! 

Dreary  clouds  are  hurrying  by, 
Moon  nor  star  is  in  the  sky  ; 
Saviour,  in  the  gloom  of  night. 
Give  Thy  waiting  children  light 

See  the  cross,  for  light  is  there ; 
Kneel,  for  Jesus  answers  prayer  ; 
Is  the  spirit  sunk  with  grief? 
Saviour,  Thou  canst  bring  relief. 
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Cluiitiaii,  bravelr  hope  md  pay ; 
Wait  the  d»imiiig  of  the  dijr  j 
Cloudi  tic  drifting  Erom  the  tkj ; 
Chiiit,  Ih;  hope  tnd  help,  is  nigh. 

See,  in  yonder  moDntain  hdght. 
Breaks  a  flood  of  glorious  light ; 
Rise,  and  with  a.  song  coofiss, 
Tis  the  Son  of  righteoosness. 

Brighter  still  its  beams  shall  shine 
In  the  land  of  love  Divine  ; 
Where  no  clouds  of  soitow  cooKi 
Id  the  saint's  etonal  home. 
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Retain  it  long,  ye  echoing  rocks. 

The  sacred  sound  retain  ; 
And  from  your  hollow,  winding  caves, 

Return  it  oft  again* 

Bear  it,  3re  winds,  on  all  your  wings 

To  distant  climes  away. 
And  round  the  wide  extended  world 

My  lofty  theme  convey. 

Take  the  glad  burden  of  His  name. 

Ye  clouds,  as  you  arise ; 
"Whether  to  deck  the  golden  mom,  ' 

Or  shade  the  ev'ning  skies. 

Jjet  harmless  thunders  roll  along 

The  smooth  ethereal  plain. 
And  answer  from  the  crystal  vault 

To  ev'ry  flying  strain. 

Long  let  it  warble  round  the  spheres, 

And  echo  through  the  sky ; 
Till  angels,  with  immortal  skill, 

Improve  the  harmony. 

While  I,  with  sacred  rapture  fir*d 

The  blest  Creator  sing. 
And  warble  consecrated  lajrs 

To  heaven's  almighty  KSng, 


OU  DIDST,  O  MIGHTY  GOD,  EXIST. 

Thou  didst,  O  mighty  God,  exist 

Ere  time  begun  its  race ; 
Before  the  ample  elements 

Fill'd  up  the  voids  of  space. 

Before  the  ponderous  earthly  globe 

In  fluid  air  was  stayed  ; 
Before  the  ocean's  mighty  springs 

Their  liquid  stores  displa/d. 
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In  vain  the  gaudy  rising  sun. 

The  wide  horizon  gilds, — 
Comes  glitt'ring  o*er  the  silver  streams, 

And  cheers  the  dewy  fields. 

In  vain,  dispensing  vernal  sweets. 

The  morning  breezes  play  ; 
In  vain  the  birds  with  cheerful  songs 

Salute  the  new-bom  day. 

In  vain,  tmless  my  Saviour's  face 

These  gloomy  clouds  control, 
And  dissipate  the  sullen  shades 

That  press  my  drooping  souL 

Oh  visit  then  Thy  servant.  Lord, 

With  favour  from  on  high ; 
Arise,  my  bright  immortal  Sun, 

And  all  these  shades  wUl  die. 

When,  when,  shall  I  behold  Thy  face 

All  radiant  and  serene, 
Without  these  envious,  dusky  clouds 

That  make  a  veil  between  ? 

When  shall  that  long-expected  day 

Of  sacred  vision  be. 
When  my  impatient  soul  shall  make 

A  near  approach  to  Thee? 


HEAVEN. 

Hail,  sacred  Salem,  placM  on  high, 

Seat  of  th'  almighty  King  I 
What  thought  can  grasp  the  boundless  bliss? 

What  tongue  Thy  glories  sing  ? 

Thy  crystal  towers  and  palaces 

Magnificently  rise. 
And  dart  their  beauteous  lustre  round 

All  the  empyrean  skies. 


LYRA  BRITAVNICA. 


X  of  trinmph  in  ibj  streets, 


G^  banqneti  in  thj  ipleuUd  comtt, 
Ami  nupdal  J07*  aboBiid. 

Brictit  anila  on  rr*!;  &ce  ippai. 

Rapture  ia  rr'Tj  rje; 
Fram  er'iy  month  ^ad  — ^>'*«"  fio*r~ 

Andd 


ISutiiaas  dajr  for  ever  liitxe, 
Stnmmi  front  the  bee  Divine  : 

No  pde-bc'd  moon 
Not  sUn,  nor  ton  decfinc 

No  teoicUng  beats,  do  piociiig  cblc». 
The  '**"E'"g  **"""  biinf! ; 

But  o'er  the  fidds  mild  bieens 
Breathe  an  etemal  tpring. 

Tbc  flov'n  wiih  lasting  beaotj 
And  deck  the  smiling  ground 

While  flowing  streams  of  pleasar^ 
The  happj  plaint  snnoimd. 
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His  decree  that  fonn'd  the  earth, 
Fix'd  my  first  and  second  birth ; 
Parents,  native  place,  and  time, — 
All  appointed  were  by  Him. 

He  that  formed  me  in  the  womb, 
He  shall  guide  me  to  the  tomb  ; 
All  my  times  shall  ever  be 
Ordered  by  His  wise  decree. 

Times  of  sickness,  times  of  health, 
Times  of  penury  and  wealth  ; 
Times  of  trial  and  of  grief ; 
Times  of  triumph  and  relief. 

Times  the  tempter's  power  to  prove  ; 
Times  to  taste  a  Saviour's  love  ; 
All  must  come,  and  last,  and  end. 
As  shall  please  my  heavenly  Friend. 

Plagues  and  deaths  around  me  fly  ; 
Till  He  bids,  I  cannot  die  ; 
Not  a  single  shaft  can  hit, 
Tilt  the  God  of  love  sees  fit.- 


0  Thou  gracious,  wise,  and  just, 
In  Thy  hands  my  life  I  trust ; 
Have  I  somewhat  dearer  still  ? 

1  resign  it  to  Thy  will. 

May  I  alwajTS  own  Thy  hand — 
Still  to  the  surrender  stand  ; 
Know  that  Thou  art  God  alone  ; 
I  and  mine  are  all  Thy  own. 

Thee  at  all  times,  will  I  bless  ; 
Having  Thee  I  all  possess  : 
How  can  I  bereaved  be, 
Since  I  cannot  part  with  Thee. 


LYRA  BRITAKNICA. 


LOKD,  1  WOULD  DELIGHT  IS  THEt 

O  Lord,  I  would  delight  In  Tbee, 
And  on  Thy  due  depend  ; 

To  Thee,  in  every  trouble  flee,— 
My  best,  my  only  Friend  ! 

When  alt  created  streams  aie  diied, 

Thy  fulness  is  the  same  ; 
May  I  with  this  be  satislied. 

And  glory  in  Thy  name  ! 

Why  should  the  soul  &  drcp  benKWD, 
Who  has  a  fountain  new,— 

A  fountain  which  will  evei  run 
With  waters  sweet  and  dear  T 

No  good  in  creatures  can  be  foimd, 
But  may  be  found  in  Thee ; 

I  tnusi  have  all  things,  and  abound, 
While  God  is  God  to  mc 
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tAVB  was  born  at  Twyford,  Leicestershire,  on  the  aand  Norember,  1693. 
ire  HaO,  Cambridge,  where  he  gradtiated  in  17x8.  In  1739,  he  leems  to  hare 
BodqrEreidn^  Lecturer  at  Larimer's  HaH,  London.  He  afterwards  preached 
e,  in  connection  with  the  Cahrinistic  Methodists.  The  date  of  Ills  death  is 
nre  composed  several  treatises  on  doctrinal  subjects,  and  on  the  duties  of  the 
.  In  174a,  he  published  "  Hymns  for  Christian  Worship ;  **  London,  8vo.  This 
a  aomtier  of  original  hymns,  others  being  selected.  Fifty  hymns,  teoax  his 
I  of  Ui  Bfe  and  writings,  were  published  by  Mr.  Sedgwick  in  x86o. 


THE  PILGRIM»S  SONG. 

Risk,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wings ; 

Thy  better  portion  trace  ; 
Rise  from  transitory  things, 

Towards  heaven  thy  native  place. 
Son  and  moon  and  stars  decay. 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove  ; 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away 

To  seats  prepared  above. 

Rivers  to  the  ocean  run. 

Nor  stay  in  all  their  course  ; 
Fire  ascending  seeks  the  sun  : 

Both  speed  them  to  their  source. 
So  my  soul,  derived  from  God, 

Pants  to  view  His  glorious  face  ; 
Forward  tends  to  His  abode, 

To  rest  in  His  embrace. 

Fly  me  riches,  fly  me  cares. 

Whilst  I  that  coast  explore  ; 
Flattering  world,  with  all  thy  snares. 

Solicit  me  no  more. 
Pilgrims  fix  not  here  their  home  ; 

Strangers  tarry  but  a  night ; 
When  the  last  dear  mom  is  come. 

They'll  rise  to  joyful  light 

Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn. 

Press  onward  to  the  prize  ; 
Soon  our  Saviour  will  fetum 

■ 

Triumphant  in  the  skies. 


LTRA  BRTTAimiCA. 

Yet  » teuoo,  and  jxm  know 
Hmpp;  entnuKc  will  be  glrm. 

All  oat  lorrowi  left  beUnr, 
And  euth  exchanged  for  betra. 
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Eternal  God,  their  hearts  inspire ; 

Let  each  Thy  sacred  presence  prove  ; 
Bid  them  go  forth  with  holy  zeal, 

And  loud  proclaim  Thy  dying  love. 

Moontains  of  unbelief  and  sin 

Shall  ML  before  Thy  sacred  word ; 
And  millions,  saved  from  death  and  hell, 

Shall  own  the  Saviour  as  their  Lord. 


m  FOR  THE  SPREAD  OF  THE  GOSPEL.* 

Jesus,  immortal  King,  arise  ! 

Assome,  assert  Thy  sway  ; 
Tin  earth,  subdued,  its  tribute  brings, 

And  distant  lands  obey. 

Ride  forth,  victorious  Conqueror,  ride  I 

Till  all  Thy  foes  submit, 
And  all  the  powers  of  hell  resign 

Their  trophies  at  Thy  feet 

Send  forth  Thy  word,  and  let  it  fly 

This  spacious  earth  around, 
Till  every  soul  beneath  the  sun 

Shall  hear  the  "  joyfid  sound." 

Oh  may  the  dear  Redeemer's  name 

Through  every  clime  be  known, 
And  heathen  gods,  like  Dagon,  fall. 

And  Jesus  reign  alone. 

Oh  hasten.  Lord,  that  happy  time, 

That  long  expected  day  ; 
When  every  kingdom,  tribe,  and  tongue 

Shall  own  Thy  gentle  sway. 

When  an  th*  untutored  heathen  tribes 

ShaU  the  Redeemer  own, 
And  crowds  of  willing  converts  come 

To  worship  at  Thy  throne. 

Hymn-book  this  hymn  is  ascribed  to  "  Burder.** 
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"CH  was  bora  at  Cowes.  Isle  of  Wight  Her  father,  the  Rer.  Edward  Honl- 
aay  fean,  the  ttrfng  of  Speen,  Berkshire.  By  nurrlage  she  became  Mrs. 
«d  at  Biackheath,  Kent,  in  1857.  Mrs.  Shepherd  was  possessed  of  a  ▼igorous 
kd  been  ntnch  improred  by  culture.  Two  reUgiotts  norels,  fixxn  her  pen, 
icymour*  and  "  Reality,"  attracted  considerable  attention.  But  her  reputa- 
«t  on  her  faymn-book«  entitled  "  Hymns  adapted  to  the  Comprehension  of 
Itese  compositions,  sixty-four  in  number,  are  admirably  adapted  for  interest* 
sn  in  the  pnxkms  truths  of  sahratkm. 


FOR  A  SUNDAY  SCHOOL. 

Around  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven 
Thousands  of  children  stand ; 

Children,  whose  sins  are  all  forgiven, 
A  holy,  happy  band. 

Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

In  flowing  robes  of  spotless  white. 

See  every  one  array'd  : 
Dwelling  in  everlasting  light. 

And  joys  that  never  fade. 

Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

Once  they  were  little  things  like  you. 

And  lived  on  earth  below, 
And  could  not  praise  as  now  they  do 

The  Lord  who  loved  them  so. 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 

What  brought  them  to  that  world  above. 
That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair, 

Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  : 
How  came  those  children  there, 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory  ? 

Because  the  Saviour  shed  His  blood 

To  wash  away  their  sin. 
Bathed  in  that  precious  purple  flood, 

Bdiold  them  white  and  clean. 
Singing  glory,  glory,  glory. 


-[UmX  BRTTAHNICA. 

On  etffii  (hej  nd^  tlie  SiTioiir's  gnee, 
On  euth  thejr  loved  His  name  ; 

So  now  thej  lee  His  blessid  lue. 
And  itmiid  before  th«  Lamt^ 
Singing  gloij,  gloiy,  gUuy. 


A  MESSAGE  OF  LOVE. 

Hebe's  >  message  of  love 

Come  down  from  above 
To  invite  liltle  children  to  beann ; 

In  God's  blessed  book 

Poor  sinnci?  may  look. 
And  ice  how  all  sin  is  forgiven. 

For  there  tfaey  maj  read 

How  Jesus  did  bleed. 
And  die  for  His  dear  little  oi 

How  clean  He  first  n 

And  aftcrwuds  takes  them 
To  be  His  own  daughters  ai 
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This  may,  perbaps,  sound  strange  to  you ; 
But  yet  the  Bible  says  'tis  true  : 
God's  children  in  His  holy  word 
Are  called  the  garden  of  the  Lord. 

By  nature,  rude  and  wild  they're  bom, 
Just  like  the  brier  or  the  thorn  ; 
But  when  they're  in  this  garden  put, 
They  turn  to  trees  producing  fruit. 

Jesus  upon  His  garden  shines, 
And  props,  and  rears  His  tender  vines  ; 
His  grace  like  gentle  rain  is  shed 
On  every  little  drooping  head. 

Do  any  children  long  to  be 
Planted  and  water'd,  Lord,  by  Thee  ? 
O  let  them  hear  Thy  loving  calls, 
And  come  within  Thy  garden  walls. 

Such  children  are  the  tender  plants 
Of  whom  the  Lord  supplies  the  wants  ; 
The  little,  thirsty,  drooping  flowers, 
On  whom  He  pours  His  choicest  showers. 


THE  FAMILY  OF  GOD. 

God  has  a  family  on  earth 

Of  daughters  and  of  sons ; 
His  Holy  Spirit  gave  them  birth, 

They  are  His  little  ones. 

He  watches  over  them  for  good. 

And  hears  their  smallest  cries  ; 
He  gives  them  house,  and  clothes,  and  food. 

And  all  their  wants  supplies. 

He  knows  their  weak  and  tender  finame. 

Pities  their  griefs  and  fears ; 
And  calls  them  every  one  by  name. 

And  wipes  away  their  tears. 

K  K 


Tojcl  Hschikiren  free. 

Til  wlial  Ihc  l.anib  of  God  has  di 
They  all  their  blessings  ow't 


Let  children,  then,  redeem'd  itxl  bo 
With  Jesus'  predon*  blood. 

Sing  Ihe  sweel  praise  of  Him  wlwb 
Such  little  ones  to  God. 


WALTER    SHIRLEY. 
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Here  I'll  sit,  for  ever  viewing 

Mercy's  streams  in  streams  of  blood : 
Precious  drops,  my  soul  bedewing, 

Plead  and  claim  my  peace  with  God. 

Truly  bless^  is  this  station. 

Low  before  His  cross  to  lie  ; 
While  I  see  Divine  compassion 

Floating  in  His  languid  eye. 
Here  it  is  I  find  my  heaven. 

While  upon  the  Lamb  I  gaze  ; 
Love  I  much  ?  IVe  much  forgiven, 

Tm  a  miracle  of  grace. 

Love  and  grief  my  heart  dividing. 

With  my  tears  His  feet  Til  bathe  ; 
Constant  still,  in  faith  abiding, 

Life^deriving  from  His  death. 
May  I  still  enjoy  this  feeling, 

In  all  need  to  Jesus  go ; 
Prove  His  wounds  each  day  more  healing, 

And  Himself  most  deeply  know ! 


DISMISSION. 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing  ; 

Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace  ; 
Let  us  each,  Thy  love  possessing. 

Triumph  in  redeeming  grace  : 
Oh  refresh  us, 

Traveling  through  this  wilderness. 

Thanks  we  give  and  adoration 

For  Thy  gospel's  joyful  sound  : 
May  the  fruits  of  Thy  salvation 

In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound  ! 
Ever  faithful 

To  the  truth  may  we  be  found  ! 

K  K  2 


LYRA  BRITANKICA. 

So,  whene'er  the  dEml'i  giren 
Us  from  cuth  to  call  awij, 

Bonie  on  angel's  wing  to  keaTen, 
GUd  the  nmueons  to  dbej. 

Reign  with  Chiist  in  endleas  ixj  I 


MISSIONARY  HYMN-.* 

Go  !  destined  vessel,  heavenly  fieighled,  gcz 
For  lo  1  the  Lord's  ambassadors  aie  lliei — 

Faith  sits  at  helm,  and  Hope  attendi  the  j^ 
WbUe  thousands  swell  the  sails  with  bal — . 

Jesas,  thy  Guardian,  walks  the  briny  ii^fS— 
Or  on  the  whirlwind  rides  and  rules  the    : 

His  eye  regards  thee,  vigilant  to  sive. 
Though  danger  varies  its  terrific  (bnn. 


Black  gathering  tempests,  awed  bf  His 
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j»leams  the  glad  morn !  arise,  O  King  of  kings ! 

Assume,  exert  Thine  universal  sway  ; 
[^ill  earth,  subdued,  its  willing  tribute  brings, 

And  distant  regions  cheerfully  obey.   . 

tTien,  big  with  conquest,  bring  Thy  glories  down ; 

Let  those  that  love  Thy  name  Thy  person  view ; 
?*rieiids  of  Thy  cross,  they  soon  shall  share  Thy  crown 

In  peaceful  rest,  with  bliss  for  ever  new. 


EASTER  HYMN.* 

^ROM  heaven  the  loud,  th'  angelic  song  b^an, 
't  shook  the  skies,  and  reached  astonished  man  ; 
^y  man  re-echoed,  it  shall  mount  again, 
UVbile  fragrant  odours  fill  the  blissful  plain. 

Worthy  the  Lamb  of  boundless  sway, 
In  heaven  or  earth  the  Lord  of  all ; 

Ye  princes,  rulers,  powers,  obey. 
And  low  before  His  footstool  fall. 

The  deed  was  done ;  the  Lamb  was  slain ; 

The  groaning  earth,  the  burden  bore  : 
He  rose,  He  lives.  He  lives  to  reign. 

Nor  time  shall  shake  His  endless  power. 

Riches,  and  all  that  deck  the  great, 
From  worlds  unnumbered  hither  bring  ; 

The  tribute  pour  before  His  seat, 
And  hail  the  triumphs  of  our  King. 

Wisdom  and  strength  are  His  alone  ; 

He  raised  the  top-stone,  shouting  Grace  ; 
Honour  has  built  His  lofty  throne. 

And  glory  shines  upon  His  face. 

From  heaven,  from  earth,  loud  bursts  of  praise 
The  mighty  blessings  shall  proclaim ! 

Blessings  that  earth  to  glory  raise  ; 
The  purchase  of  the  wounded  Lamb. 

*  The  music  of  tlus  piece  is  by  Millgrove. 


WILLIAM  SHRUBSOLE,  S 


MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

Arm  of  the  Lord  !  awake  !  amlcc ! 
Put  on  Thy  Eireneth,  the  natiou  ilii 
And  let  ihe  world,  tdoring,  lee 
Triumphs  of  mercy  wronght  bj  Titet 

Say  10  the  heathen  Trom  Thy  throne. 
"  I  am  Jehovah,  God  alone  !" 
Thy  voice  their  idols  shall  a 
And  cast  Iheir  altair  to  the  g 
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Let  Zion*s  time  of  favour  come  : 
Oh  bring  the  tribes  of  Israel  home  : 
And  let  our  wondering  eyes  behold 
Gentiles  and  Jews  in  Jesus*  fold. 

Almighty  God,  Thy  grace  proclaim 
In  every  clime  of  every  name ; 
Let  adverse  powers  before  Thee  fall, 
And  crown  the  Saviour  Lord  of  all. 


WILLIAM   SHRUBSOLE,  Jun. 

:&UBSOLE,  Jan.,  son  of  the  precedinsf,  was  bom  at  Sheerness,  on  the  axst 
Sf.  He  was  originally  employed  as  a  shipwright.  In  1785,  he  proceeded  to 
became  a  derfc  in  the  accountants'  division  of  the  Bank  of  England.  In  the 
tion  gradually  improved ;  he  latterly  held  the  responsible  post  of  secretary  of  the 
treasury.  He  connected  himself  with  the  principal  religious  and  charitable 
1  the  metropolis,  and  occasionally  contributed,  both  in  prose  and  verse,  to  the 
€  the  Rdigious  Tract  Society.  His  death  took  place  on  the  93rd  August,  1839. 
f  compositions  of  Mr.  Shrubsole  have  been  kindly  supplied  by  a  member  of 
I  the  coHectkms,  the  two  latter  are  attributed  to  others. 

LOOKING  UNTO  JESUS. 

In  all  the  paths  my  feet  pursue 
While  travelling  to  my  heavenly  rest. 

My  wearied  powers  their  strength  renew, 
My  spirit  feels  Divinely  blest. 

When,  Saviour,  to  Thy  cross  I  flee. 

And  my  whole  soul  commit  to  Thee. 

When  with  a  weight  of  care  I  bend. 

Oppressed  beneath  the  heavy  load. 
And  troubles  every  step  attend, 

In  life's  perplexed  and  rugged  road, 
Then,  O  my  Saviour,  be  Thou  near. 
My  cares  to  take,  my  heart  to  cheer. 

When  numerous  snares  beset  my  feet. 
Spread  by  the  world,  by  sense  and  sin  ; 

When  bold  temptation's  front  I  meet. 
Or  feel  a  treacherous  heart  within, 

Jesus,  my  guide  and  helper  be. 

And  let  me  stay  my  soul  on  Thee. 


LYRA  BtUTiUniiaL 

When  duties  on  mj  languid  mind 
Wage  bat  A  weak  utd  feeble  cUlm, 

And  in  dcTotioD's  hours  I  find 
No  kindling  of  &  heavenly  Bune, 

Saviour,  the  will  and  power  iinpait ; 

IHrect  mj  mind  and  warm  my  heaiL 


Should  my  breast  heave  with 
Oppress'd  with  pain,  o'eichuj^  iw 

Should  joj  be  hidden  from  my  eyc^ 
And  hope  delay  her  sweet  relief: 

Then,  gradous  Saviour,  by  me  stay. 

And  wipe  the  gushing  tear  away. 

Soon  wbat  will  all  the  world  avail, 

Its  hopes  and  feais,  its  joys  and  sKi 

Soon  even  Hesh  and  heart  must  Ml, 
And  leave  me  on  the  verge  of  life; 

Then,  Savionr,  then  my  portion  be. 

In  death  and  in  etemiiy. 
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Then  shall  the  Jew  and  Gentile  meet 
In  pure  devotion  at  Thy  feet ; 
And  earth  shall  yield  Thee,  as  Thy  due, 
Her  fulness  and  her  glory  too. 

Oh  that  from  Britain  now  might  shine 
This  heavenly  light  and  truth  Divine, 
Till  the  whole  universe  abroad 
Flame  with  the  glory  of  our  God. 


DAILY  DUTIES. 

When,  streaming  from  the  eastern  skies, 
The  morning  light  salutes  my  eyes, 
O  Sun  of  righteousness  Divine, 
On  me  with  beams  of  mercy  shine ; 
Chase  the  dark  clouds  of  guilt  away. 
And  turn  my  darkness  into  day. 

When  to  heaven's  great  and  glorious  King 
My  morning  sacrifice  I  bring, 
And,  mourning  o^er  my  guilt  and  shame. 
Ask  mercy  in  my  Saviour's  name , 
Then,  Jesus,  sprinkle  with  Thy  blood. 
And  be  my  advocate  with  God. 

As  every  day  Thy  mercy  spares 
Will  bring  its  trials  and  its  cares, 

0  Saviour,  till  my  life  shall  end. 

Be  Thou  my  Counsellor  and  Friend  ; 
Teach  me  Thy  precepts,  all  Divine, 
And  be  Thy  great  example  mine. 

When  pain  transfixes  every  part. 
And  languor  settles  at  the  heart ; 
When  on  my  bed,  diseased,  opprest, 

1  turn,  and  sigh,  and  long  for  rest, 
O  Great  Physician,  see  my  grief. 
And  grant  Thy  servant  sweet  relief ! 


5o6 


LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

SbosM  povertjr'i  comoming  blow 
L>7  all  my  worldlj  comforU  low. 
And  ndther  help  nor  hope  Kppear, 
My  steps  to  guide,  my  heart  to  cheer  ~ 
Lonl,  pity  and  supply  my  need. 
For  Thou  on  earth  wast  poor  iDdeed 

Rhonld  Providence  pnifosely  poor 
Itt  rarioas  blessings  on  my  store. 
Oh,  keep  me  from  ihe  ills  that  wait. 
On  such  a  seeming  prosperous  static 
From  hurt  (ill  passions  set  me  fm. 
And  humbly  may  I  walk  with 


VTben  each  day's  scenes  and  laboo.^ 
And  wearied  nature  seeks  repose. 
With  pardoning  mercy  richly  ble&.% 
Guard  me,  my  Saviour,  while  I  r^— 
And  OS  each  morning  sun  shall  rm.s. 
Ob,  lead  me  onward  to  the  skies. 


my  life's  last  setting  son, 

my  labours  don '^^ 
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MRS.  SIMPSON. 

JANB  Cross  Bell,  is  the  daughter  of  Junes  Bell.  Esq..  advocate,  and 
'.  At  an  eariy  period  she  contributed  verses  to  The  Edinburifh  Literary 
lier  brother.  Henry  Classford  Bell,  Esq.  She  assumed  the  literary  nom 
! ;  and,  under  this  designation,  she  reproduced  her  poetical  contributions 
small  lamo.  which  appeared  in  1838.  She  had  previously  published,  in 
if  tales  and  sketches,  entitled  "  The  Piety  of  Daily  Life."  In  1846.  she 
:  History."  Her  latest  work,  "  Linda ;  or.  Beauty  and  Genius ; "  appeared 
ig  hymn  has  been  ascribed  to  different  authors.  The  first,  second,  and 
•  hymn  appeared  in  "  April  Hours,"  in  1838.  The  entire  composition  is 
copy  kindly  supplied  by  the  accomplished  authoress.  "  Gertrude  "  has 
(  married  to  her  coudn,  Mr.  J.  B.  Simpson,  of  Glasfi^ow. 


PRAYER. 

Go  when  the  morning  shineth, 

Go  when  the  noon  is  bright ; 
Go  when  the  eve  declineth, 

Go  in  the  hush  of  night  ; 
Go  with  pure  mind  and  feeling, 

Fling  earthly  thought  away, 
And,  in  thy  chamber  kneeling, 

Do  thou  in  secret  pray. 

Remember  all  who  love  thee. 

All  who  are  loved  by  thee  ; 
Pray,  too,  for  those  that  hate  thee. 

If  any  such  there  be. 
Then  for  thyself,  in  meekness, 

A  blessing  humbly  claim  ; 
And  link,  with  each  petition, 

The  great  Redeemer's  name. 

Or  if  *tis  e'er  denied  thee 

In  solitude  to  pray. 
Should  holy  thoughts  come  o*er  thee, 

When  friends  are  round  thy  way  ; 
Even  then  the  silent  breathing 

Of  thy  spirit  raised  above. 
May  reach  His  throne  of  glory. 

Who  is  mercy,  truth,  and  love  ! 


5°« 


LVRA  BRITANMICA. 

O  !  not  » j<^  or  blessing 

With  this  can  we  compile, 
The  power  that  He  hath  pteo  w 

To  pour  our  hearU  in  ptijer  ! 
Whene'er  Ihon  pin'st  in  ml  htm, 

BeioTK  His  fooulool  bH, 
And  remember,  in  thy  gUdnot, 

HU  srace  who  gave  thee  >1L 


THE  LESSON. 
(Ctmtriiutid.) 

1  HAD  ■  lesion  to  teach  them. 
The  children  th^  God  had  giTOi, 

From  a  Book  most  high  and  holy, 
Whoie  theme  is  the  love  of  He»a>- 

Bat  some  of  these  baby-btossomi 

Were  laid  by  the  reaper  low. 
Ere  yet  they  could  spell  the  letten 
o  much  10  know. 
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And  the  lesson  so  pure  and  tender, 

Wc  study  with  silent  prayer, 
Sinks  down  to  our  inmost  spirits, 

With  these  angels  hovering  there  I 

And  we  long  to  fold  our  pinions. 

By  sin  and  by  sorrow  pressed, 
'Neath  the  tree  by  the  crystal  river, 

The  dty  of  endless  rest ! 

Till  then,  with  a  zeal  untiring, 

We*U  con  the  lesson  of  love  ; 
The  children  on  earth  yet  dwelling. 

And  the  children  moored  above. 


JAMES  G.  SMALL. 


BS  C  Small  b  a  nathre  of  Edinbun^h.  Haying  attended  the  anirenhy  of 
>  there  attahiert  distiDction  as  a  successful  competitor  for  various  prixe  poems. 
ibed  a  TOlune  of  poems,  entitled  "  The  Highlands,  etc"  This  work  has 
leveral  ecBtioni.  TwosmaU  poetical  works  from  his  pen  have  likewise  been 
I  sl«7.  Mr.  SdmII  was  ordained  pastor  of  the  Free  Church,  Berrie,  Kincardine- 


VOICES  FROM  HEAVEN. 

T  stnuns  of  compassion  are  heard  from  above, 
Dg  sinners  to  flee  to  the  bosom  of  Love  ! 
he  voice  of  the  Saviour  who  speaks  from  on  high — 
m,  turn,  ye  poor  wanderers,  O  why  will  ye  die  ? 
,  torn,  ere  ye  perish  ;  for  judgment  is  nigh." 

t  a  sweet  invitation  is  heard  from  above  ! 

ng  children  to  fly  to  the  bosom  of  Love  ! 

Jie  voice  of  the  Shepherd  !  how  kind  is  its  tone — 

me,  ye  young  ones,  to  me,  ere  life's  spring-time  be  flown ; 

I  take  you,  and  bless  you,  and  make  you  mine  own." 


LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

What  accenU  of  comfort  are  beard  from  ibon, 
Calling  RiouTTKCs  to  rest  on  the  bosom  of  Lon '. 
T'a  the  toIcc  of  our  tender  and  Biithful  High  Priea — 
"  Come  lo  me,  ye  who  labour,  wilh  soifowi  oppR^ 
Come,  and,  learning  of  me,  your  died  sotU  shall  &b<S 

What  songs  of  rejoicing  are  rising  aboie 
From  the  blest  who  repose  on  the  bo«om  of  Lor! 
'Til  the  voice  of  the  lansoin'd ;  how  joyfal  the  ani-x 
"  Gloiy,  blessing,  and  power  lo  the  Lajnb  that  wa^s 
For  (le  suSered  for  us,  and  wilh  Him  we  shiQ  ni^E 


"REJOICE  EVERMORE." 

Child  of  God  and  heirof  gloi;. 

Wherefore  should  thy  heart  despond! 

Set  the  joys  of  heaven  before  thee ; 
Pierce  the  veil,  and  look  beyond. 
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CHARITIE  LEES  SMITH. 

|S  Smith  is  the  chtyhter  of  the  Rev.  Sidney  Smith,  D.D..  rector  of  Agha- 

'<srauaa|^,  Ireland ;  she  was  bom  at  Bloom6eld,  Merrion,  in  the  county  of 

^'^^  bis  composed  a  number  of  sacred  lyrics ;  she  has  contributed  to  several 

Her  Iqrma  entitled  "  Heavenly  Anticipations  *  is  a  favourite  in  Sunday* 


HEAVENLY  ANTICIPATIONS. 

Oh  for  the  robes  of  whiteness  ! 

Oh  for  the  tearless  eyes  ! 
Oh  for  the  glorious  brightness 

Of  the  unclouded  skies  ! 


Oh  for  the  no  more  weeping 

Within  the  land  of  love, 
The  endless  joy  of  keeping 

The  bridal  feast  above  I 

Oh  for  the  bliss  of  dying, 

My  risen  Lord  to  meet ! 
Oh  for  the  rest  of  lying 

For  ever  at  His  feet ! 

Oh  for  the  hour  of  seeing 

My  Saviour  face  to  face, 
The  hope  of  ever  being 

In  that  sweet  meeting-place ! 

Jesus,  Thou  King  of  glory, 
I  soon  shall  dwell  with  Thee  ; 

I  soon  shall  sing  the  story 
Of  Thy  great  love  to  me. 

Meanwhile  my  thoughts  shall  enter, 
E'en  now,  before  Thy  throne^ 

That  all  my  love  may  centre 
On  Thee,  and  Thee  alone. 


LTRA  B&ITANIIICA. 


"  MIGHTY  TO  SAVE." 

The  King  of  £lor;  staadeth 
Beside  that  heart  of  un, 

HU  mii^tjp  voice  commandetli 
The  raging  waves  within ; 

The  floods  of  deepest  ai^oidi 
Roll  backward  at  His  will. 

As  o'er  the  stonn  ariscth 

"Peace,  best! 


At  times,  with  sudden  gtoiy. 
He  speaks,  and  all  is  done  L 

Without  one  stroke  of  battle 
The  victory  is  woo  : 

While  we  with  joy  beholding 
Can  scarce  believe  it  true, 

That  e'en  oar  kingly  Jesus 
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Or,  in  tbe  gathering  darkness, 

With  wounded  feet  and  sore, 
The  suppliant  Saviour  standeth 

And  knocketh  at  the  door  : 
The  bleak  winds  howl  around  Him, 

The  unbelief  and  sin ; 
Yet  Jesus  waits,  entreating 

That  He  may  enter  in. 

He  whispers  through  the  portal ; 

He  woos  them  with  His  love ; 
He  calls  them  to  the  kingdom 

That  waits  for  them  above  : 
He  speaks  of  all  the  gladness 

His  yearning  heart  would  give, 
Tells  of  the  cleansing  fountain, 

And  bids  them  "wash,  and  live.*' 

Oh  Christ,  His  love  is  mighty  ! 

Long-suffering  is  His  grace  ! 
And  glorious  is  the  splendour 

That  beameth  from  His  face  ! 
Our  hearts  up-leap  in  gladness. 

When  we  behold  that  love. 
As  we  go  singing  onward 

To  dwell  with  Him  above ! 


IRS.  CAROLINE  SOUTHEY. 

BOWtJBS  was  daughter  of  Charles  Bowles,  Esq.,  of  BucUand,  North 
IS  bom  la  X786.  In  i8ao,  she  first  appeared  as  an  author,  by  the  publica- 
-dmr,  a  Metrical  Tale."  She  subsequently  published  "  Chapters  on  Church* 
with  Mamoa ;"  "  Robin  Hood ;"  and  " The  Birthday ;  a  Poem."  She 
!  second  wife  of  die  poet  Southey.    Her  death  took  place  in  1854. 


THE  MARINER'S  HYMN. 

Launch  thy  bark,  mariner  ; 

Christian,  God  speed  thee  ; 
Let  loose  the  rudder-bands, 

Good  angels  lead  thee. 

L  L 
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Set  thy  »aiU  warily. 
Tempests  will  come ; 

Steer  thy  course  steadily : 
Christian,  steer  home. 

Look  to  the  weather-bow, 

Brealcers  ire  round  thee  ; 
Let  &I1  the  pluoimet  now, 

Shallows  may  groiuid  (bee. 
Reef  in  the  Torcsai],  there,— 

Hold  the  helm  &st ; 
So— let  the  vessel  wear ; 

Ther«  swept  the  blasL 


"  WTiai  of  the  night, 
What  of  the  night!" 

"  Cloudy,  all  quiet. 
No  land  yet— all 's  right.' 

Be  wakeful,  be  vigilant ; 
Danger  may  be 

At  an  hour  when  all 
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JOSEPH  STAMMERS. 


as  born  at  Bniy  St  Edmunds,  in  i8ox.  Educated  for  the  legal  pro- 
nine  jean  as  a  solidtor  in  the  city  of  London.  In  1933,  he  was  cdled 
e  Northern  Circuit  Mr.  Stammers  continues  to  practise  as  a  barrister, 
jrnms  hare  been  kindly  contributed  to  thb  work  by  Mr.  Staasmers. 
dan,"  was  written  by  him  many  years  ago  for  a  small  serial  edited  by 
h,  late  rlcar  of  Dewsbury.  From  this  source  it  had  got  into  the  hymn- 
{Ded  to  at  least  fire  different  writeia.  We  n^oke  to  establish  the  true 


AST  THE  WAVE,  CHRISTIAN. 

Breast  the  wave,  Christian, 

When  it  is  strongest ; 
Watch  for  day,  Christian, 

When  the  night 's  longest ; 
Onward  and  onward  still 

Be  thine  endeavour ; 
The  rest  that  remaineth 

Will  be  for  ever. 


Fight  the  fight,  Christian, 

Jesus  is  o*er  thee  ; 
Ron  the  race.  Christian, 

Heaven  is  before  thee. 
He  who  hath  promised 

Faltereth  never; 
The  love  of  eternity 

Flows  on  for  ever. 


Lift  the  eye.  Christian, 

Just  as  it  closeth ; 
Raise  the  heart.  Christian, 

Ere  it  reposeth ; 
Thee  from  the  love  of  Christ 

Nothing  shall  sever ; 
Mount  when  thy  work  is  done. 

Praise  Him  for  ever. 

L  L  2 
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THE  RIVER  IS  FREE  I 


(Cimiriiiilai.) 

HaxkI  Itw  dj  looDd*  froa 

Etemity'E  brink : 
Ho  I  be  that  thim»*i«. 

Come  now  ukd  drink  I 
Fieemui,  or  bond-slBve, 

Wboeret  yon  be. 
Drink  of  salvation. 

The  river  is  free  1 

Ho  t  to  the  irandem, 

WcaT7  >nd  worn  t 
Ho  1  to  the  objects 

or  pit]'  uid  scorn  ! 
Homeless  and  desohlev 

Land-boni,  or  le*. 
Come  to  the  watei^ 
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aye  they  travelled  in  darkness  and  sorrow, 
sted  and  weary,  afflicted,  forlorn ; 
ng  for  joy  on  each  coming  to-morrow, 
ling  as  those  that  long  watch  for  the  dawn. 

I  shall  they  drink,  at  the  source  of  Thy  fountains, 
t  stream  of  those  pleasures  that  flow  from  above  ? 
od  of  the  morning,  make  haste  o*er  the  mountains, 
d  fised  them  with  freshness,  and  fill  them  with  love  I 


THE  CRUCIFIXION. 
{drntrOiOed,) 

O  Head,  so  full  of  bruises ! 
Brow,  that  its  life-blood  loses  ! 

Oh !  great  humUity  ! 
Across  His  (ace  are  flying 
The  shadows  of  the  dying  : 

'Twas  suffered  all  for  me  ! 

O  Back,  by  scourges  ploughM  I 
O  Soul,  by  sorrow  bowM 

Upon  the  accursM  tree  ! 
He  hears  the  bitter  scorning  ; 
*T1s  night,  without  a  dawning  : 

'Twas  suffered  all  for  me ! 

Eye^  that  in  darkness  sinketh ! 
Lip,  that  the  red  cup  drinketh  ! 

Hands,  bound  to  misery  I 
See,  fit>m  His  feet  forth  streameth 
The  fountain  that  redeemeth  I 

'Twas  suffered  all  for  me !    . 

And  now  He  speaks,  oh  hearken. 
While  clouds  all  nature  darken  ! 

"  Lama  sabachthani  ?  " 
His  head  is  bent,  and  droopeth ! 
To  such  a  death  He  stoopeth  I 

'Twas  suffered  all  for  me ! 


SIS 
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"SURSUM  CORDA!" 

{Cantriitaai.) 
"SuRSUM  corda  !"  let  jronr  heuti 
HoDDt  to  Iwavcn,  as  sleep  departs ; 
Earif  mldnc  from  repose, 
Smet  ukI  fragnnt  as  the  rose, 
Let  the  incense  pnfci  uise 
To  the  Maker  of  the  skies. 
Who  dyes  the  East  with  poiple  djes 
Aod  lores  the  morDing  uai&ce. 

"Snismn  coida !" 


"Soisam  cordi!"  letyowbeaiti 
Mount  to  heaven,  as  da;  depaitt'; 
Lift  the  voice,  with  all  jonr  power, 
At  Uie  lingering  sunset  hour. 
While  the  light  its  glory  flings 
On  haliow'd  men  and  angels'  wii^ 
And  gilds  the  earth's  remotest  things; 
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ANNE  STEELK 

^^^Hm  «t  Brooglitoo,  Hampfhire,  in  17x7.  Her  fiitfaer,  Wniiam  Steele,  a 
^^^•ted  for  sixty  jtut  as  the  unsalaried  pastor  of  the  Baptist  congregation 
^  ^as  dcttcate  from  cliildhood,  and  of  retiring  habits.  Under  the  name  of 
''^Aftcd,  in  i76(H  two  vblumes  of  "  Poems  and  Hymns."  A  third  rolume  of 
**^a  pen,  was  published  after  her  decease.  She  died  at  Broughtoo,  in 
^^^^^  age  of  sixty-one.  Her  life  was  spent  in  works  of  benevolence.  For 
i  firaan  severe  bodily  pain,  which  she  bore  with  exemplary  patience. 


2^>CCELLENCY  OF  HOLY  SCRIPTURE. 

Father  of  mercies,  in  Thy  word 

What  endless  glory  shines  ! 
For  ever  be  Thy  name  ador'd 

For  these  celestial  lines. 

Here  mines  of  heavenly  wealth  disclose 
Their  bright  unbounded  store  ; 

The  glittering  gem  no  longer  glows, 
And  India  boasts  no  more. 

Here  may  the  wretched  sons  of  want 

Exhaustless  riches  find ; 
Riches  above  what  earth  can  grant, 

And  lasting  as  the  mind. 

Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows, 

And  yields  a  free  repast ; 
Sablimer  sweets  than  nature  knows 

Invite  the  longing  taste. 

Here  may  the  blind  and  hungry  come, 

And  light  and  food  receive  ; 
Here  shall  the  meanest  guest  have  room. 

And  taste  and  see  and  live. 

Amidst  these  gloomy  wilds  below, 

When  dark  and  sad  we  stray. 
Here  beams  of  heaven  relieve  our  woe, 

And  guide  to  endless  day. 
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Here  sprfaif?  of  coiisoUtion  tiK, 

To  cheer  the  &intinfr  mind ; 
And  thlnty  Bonis  icceiTc  sappliei, 


When  gidt  and  terror,  pain  and  (g-j 

United,  Tend  the  beitit. 
Here  mmen  meet  tXTioe  idid^ 

Andoool  the  raginj;  anait. 

Here  the  Redeemer's  wdoooM  *(ric= 
Spreads  heavenly  peace  aroantl. 

And  life  and  ererlasting  joys 
Attend  the  bliisfii]  Kwnd. 

Bnt  what  His  painfol  so 

Delightfid,  dreadinl  K 
Angds  may  read  with  w 

That  Jems  died  for  id 

Oh,  may  these  heaTcnly  pages  be 
My  ever  de«r  delight ; 
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Jesus,  who  once  upon  the  tree 

In  agonizing  pains  expir*d, — 
Who  died  for  rebels — yes,  'tis  He ! 

How  bright !  how  lovely  I  how  admired ! 

Jesus,  who  died  that  we  might  live, — > 
Died  in  the  wretched  traitor's  place ; 

Oh,  what  returns  can  mortals  give 
For  such  immeasurable  grace ! 

Were  universal  nature  ours. 
And  art,  with  all  her  boasted  store, — 

Nature  and  art,  with  all  their  powers, 
Would  still  confess  the  offerer  poor. 

Yet,  though  for  bounty  so  Divine 

We  ne'er  can  equal  honours  raise, 
Jesus,  may  all  our  hearts  be  Thine, 

And  all  our  tongues  proclaim  Thy  praise. 


MORNING. 

Lord  of  my  life,  O  may  Thy  praise 

Employ  my  noblest  powers ; 
Whose  goodness  lengthens  out  my  days. 

And  fills  the  circling  hours. 

Preserved  by  Thy  almighty  arm, 

I  pass'd  the  shades  of  night. 
Serene  and  safe  from  every  harm. 

And  see  returning  light. 

While  many  spent  the  night  in  sighs, 

And  restless  pains  and  woes. 
In  gentle  sleep  I  closed  my  eyes, 

And  undisturb'd  repose. 

When  sleep,  death's  semblance,  o'er  me  spread. 

And  I  unconscious  lay. 
Thy  watchful  care  was  round  my  bed. 

To  guard  my  feeble  clay. 
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Oh,  let  the  same  Klmigfatj  out 
M;  waking  honis  attend  ; 

From  every  danger,  ever;  snai^ 
My  heedless  steps  ddend- 

Snile  on  my  nunntes  as  they  roll. 
And  guide  my  fature  days ; 

ADd  let  Thy  goodness  fill  my  soul 
With  gratitude  and  praise. 


THE  VOICE  OF  THE  CREATURjrTE 

These  U  a  Cod,  all  nature  speaks,  ^^ 
Throogh  earth,  and  air,  and  seas,  u^^^"^ 

Sec,  from  the  clouds  His  gloiy  bredo,  -"*^ 
When  the  firet  beams  of  morning  rii*^ 

The  rising  sun,  serendy  bright,  ^ 

O'er  the  wide  world's  extended  fnae^^ 

Inscribes,  in  characters  of  light. 
His  mighty  Maker's  glorious  name. 
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The  flowery  tribes  all  blooming  rise 

Above  the  faint  attempts  of  art ; 
Their  bright,  inimitable  dyes 

Speak  sweet  oonviction  to  the  heart. 

Ve  curious  minds,  who  roam  abroad 

And  trace  creation's  wonders  o'er, 
Confess  the  footsteps  of  the  God, 

And  bow  before  Him,  and  adore. 

Vteary  souls  invited  to  rest. 

Comb,  weary  souls,  with  sin  distressed. 
The  Saviour  o0ers  heavenly  rest ; 
tile  kind,  the  gracious  call  obey. 
And  cast  your  gloomy  fears  away. 

Oppress'd  with  guilt,  a  painful  load. 
Oh  come  and  spread  your  woes  abroad  ; 
XMvine  compassion,  mighty  love, 
"Will  all  the  painful  load  remove. 

Here  mercy's  boundless  ocean  flows. 
To  cleanse  your  guilt,  and  heal  your  woes  ; 
Pardon,  and  life,  and  endless  peace — 
How  rich  the  gift,  how  free  the  grace  ! 

Lord,  we  accept,  with  thankful  heart. 
The  hope  Thy  gracious  words  impart ; 
AYe  come  with  trembling,  yet  rejoice 
And  bless  the  kind  inviting  voice. 

Dear  Saviour,  let  Thy  powerful  love 
Confirm  our  faith,  our  fears  remove. 
And  sweetly  influence  every  breast. 
And  guide  us  to  eternal  rest. 

THE  CONTRITE  HEART. 

O  Thou,  whose  tender  mercy  hears 

Contrition's  humble  sigh. 
Whose  hand,  indulgent,  wipes  the  tears 

From  sorrow's  weeping  eye  1 
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Sc^  low  before  Th;  thiooeof  gnc^ 

A  wTrtdied  mmdocr  moaio  ! 
Hut  Tltoa  not  bid  me  ndc  Tl^  boB  ^e 

Hut  Tbov  Mt  Mid,  Retain  r 

And  ihill  mj  (guilty  fdui  pmmil. 

To  drire  me  from  Tliy  feet ! 
Ob  let  not  this  dear  iFfoge  bH, 

Thii  oolj  nfc  [Mic«L 

Abml  from  Thee,  mj  Guide,  mj  V^^^^ 
Without  one  dieering  ray,  , 

Through  dingen,  fcan,  md  ^ooajs^'-^ 
How  dcMlate  mj  way  !  ^^ 

O  ihiiie  OD  this  benighted  heart. 

With  beams  of  mercy  shine; 
And  let  Thy  healing  voice  Imput 

A  taite  of  joys  Dini>& 

Thy  presence  only  a 
Delights  which  ni 
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Fxom  discord  free,  vid  war's  alarms, 

And  want,  and  pining  care^ 
Plenty  and  peace  unite  their  charms, 

And  smile  unchanging  there. 


There  rich  varieties  of  joy 
Continual  feast  the  mind ; 

Pleasures  which  fill  but  never  doy, 
Immortal  and  refin'd. 


No  fiictious  strife,  no  envy  there 
The  sons  of  peace  molest ; 

But  harmony  and  love  sincere 
Fill  every  happy  breast 

No  doud  those  blissful  regions  know, 

For  ever  bright  and  fair; 
For  sin,  the  source  of  mortal  woe. 

Can  never  enter  there. 

There  no  alternate  night  is  known, 
Nor  sun's  faint,  sickly  ray ; 

But  glory  from  the  sacred  throne 
Spreads  everlasting  day. 

The  glorious  Monarch  there  displays 
His  beams  of  wondrous  grace  : 

His  happy  subjects  sing  His  praise^ 
And  bow  before  His  face. 

O  may  the  heavenly  prospect  fire 
Our  hearts  with  ardent  love, 

Till  wings  of  faith  and  strong  desire 
Bear  every  thought  above. 

Prepare  us,  Lord,  by  grace  Divine, 
For  Thy  bright  courts  on  high ; 

Then  bid  our  spirits  rise  and  join 
The  chorus  of  the  sky. 
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SAMUEL  STENNETT,  D.D. 


EXCELLENCY  OF  THE  SCRIPTUR^SIS. 

Lbt  iTmrke  from  sbore  lo  ihore 

Htt  fav'rite  god  punne  ; 
Thy  woid,  O  Lord,  ve  vahK  mnt 

Thui  India  or  Peni. 

Here  mines  of  knowledge,  lo*^  nd  jof 

Are  open'd  to  om'  view  ; 
The  purest  gold  withool  alio}. 


li  jrm?  ^brightest  boe. 
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THE  PROMISED  LAND. 

On  Jordan's  stormy  banks  I  stand. 

And  cast  a  wishful  eye 
To  Canaan's  fair  and  happy  land. 

Where  my  possessions  He. 

Oh,  the  transporting,  rapturous  scene 

That  rises  to  my  sight ! 
Sweet  fields,  array'd  in  living  green. 

And  rivers  of  delight 

There  generous  fruits,  that  never  fail. 

On  trees  immortal  grow ; 
There  rocks  and  hilb,  and  brooks  and  vales 

With  milk  and  honey  flow. 

An  o'er  those  wide  extended  plains 

Shines  one  eternal  day ; 
There  God  the  Son  for  ever  reigns. 

And  scatters  night  away. 

No  chilling  winds,  or  poisonous  breath 
Can  reach  that  healthful  shore ; 

Sickness  and  sorrow,  pain  and  death 
Axe  felt  and  fear'd  no  more. 

.  When  shall  I  reach  that  happy  place, 

And  be  for  ever  blest  ? 
When  shall  I  see  my  Father's  face. 
And  in  His  bosom  rest  ? 

Flll'd  with  delight,  my  raptured  soul 

Can  here  no  longer  stay ; 
Though  Jordan*s  waves  around  me  roll, 

Fearless  I'd  launch  away. 


LYRA   BRITANNICA. 


JOHN  STOCKER, 


THE  DIVINE  MERCY.' 

Tkv  mercy,  my  God,  is  the  (heme  of  my  soi^ 
The  joj'  of  my  heart,  and  Ibe  boast  o(  my  tot^oe  ; 
Thy  free  grace  alone,  from  the  tint  to  Ute  bo, 
Halh  woD  my  atfectioiis,  and  bound  my  soul  !asL 

Without  Thy  iweet  mercy  1  could  not  live  hef^ 
Sin  soon  would  reduce  me  to  ultcr  despsir  j 
But  thrcmgh  Thy  free  goodness  my  xpiiits  mire, 
And  He  thai  first  made  me  tiill  Vecps  me  alhc 

Whene'er  I  roislake,  Thy  Icind  mercy  begins 
To  meit  mc,  and  then  1  an  mouin  for  mx  sk  ; 
And,  led  by  Tby  Spirit  to  Jeras's  blood. 
My  sorrows  aie  dried  and  my  streaglh  it  aaeri- 

Thy  mercy  is  more  than  a,  match  (or  my  heart, 
Which  wonders  to  fed  its  own  hardness  dtpin ; 
Dissolv'd  by  Thy  sunshine.  I  fell  to  Ite  e"iiii4 
And  weep  to  the  praise  of  the  mercy  I  fbtmi 


HUGH   STOWELL.  529 

(){"^V^^^»  ^  Jesus,  exempts  me  from  hell ; 
i^^^'^^^rcy  1*11  sing,  of  Thy  mercy  I'll  tell ; 
•j\ini^  J^sus,  my  Friend,  when  He  hung  on  the  tree, 
^^^'i*d  the  channel  of  mercy  for  me. 

j^  ^  *thcr  of  mercies,  Thy  goodness  I  own, 
^  ^*^  Covenant-love  of  Thy  crucified  Son  ; 
e^«^^*ise  to  the  Spirit,  whose  whisper  Divine 
^^  ^laercy,  and  pardon,  and  righteousness  mine. 


HUGH  STOWELL. 

iiq^*  RDC8  SroWKLLwns  bora  on  3rd  of  December,  1799,  at  Doogku,  Isle  of  Man. 
^^4^^*^*ctorrf  BeBangh.  near  Ramsey.  In  i8z8,  he  entered  St.  Edmmid's  Hall. 
a^l***^  padnated  In  zfta.  In  1803,  he  took  orders.  After  labouring  as  curate  of 
^^/^  GhMKatenUre.  and  of  Trinity  Church.  Huddersfield,  for  two  years,  he  accepted 
[^<^fc  Stephen's  Chorch.  Salford.  The  large  and  elegant  structure  of  Christchnrcb, 
I^^WhwqiicntJi  reared  by  subscription  for  his  constantly  increasing  congregation. 
^%ais  aoajaited  to  an  honorary  canonry  of  Chester ;  sobsequendy  he  was  appointed 


ptfritaked  "Tractariaaiam Tested," 2 vob.,  8vo ;  "A  Model  for  Men  of  Busi> 
^  ;ad  " Pkaanres  of  Rdigion,  and  other  Poems."  In  1831  he  issued  "  A  Collection 
"^ad  Ryans  salted  to  the  services  of  the  Church  of  England."  He  contributed  to 
^  ViOBi  acriaki  His  pnlpit  prelections  were  of  a  high  order.  He  died  at  Salford,  on 
October,  186^  The  Bible  Soc.ety's  Jubilee  Hymn  was  contributed  by  the  reverend 
^Imste  la  tMa  work  some  time  before  his  death. 


THE  DAY  OF  REST. 

Hail  I  hallowed  day  of  heavenly  rest. 

To  man  in  Eden  given; 
The  day  which  the  Creator  bless'd, 

A  type  and  pledge  of  heaven. 

When  fallen  man,  forlorn  and  reft. 
Was  wrapp'd  in  sorrow's  shroud, 

This  sign  of  mercy  still  was  left, — 
A  rainbow  in  the  cloud. 

Memorial  of  blessings  fled. 

It  bade  the  banish'd  mourn  ; 
Prophet  of  good,  it  likewise  said. 

Ye  banish'd  ones,  return. 

M  M 


LYKA  BRITANNICA. 

AthI  DOW  ■  richer  ligJit  is  ihcd 
On  thee,  sweet  day  oTgnce  ; 

CrcMion  hides  her  lowlj  hod. 
Before  redemption's  &ce. 

Wc  little  children  hall  the  day 
Which  breaches  of  peace  and  knt. 

Which  bids  out  toils  and  ares  awaj, 
And  tellt  of  [«U  *boTC. 

Wc  love  the  soothing  Sabbath  bcD; 

Wc  love  the  house  of  prayer ; 
Sweet  thoughts  and  hopes  within  ns  fA 

Whilst  we  an  gathered  there. 

Lord,  for  Thy  day  we  bless  Thy  mm  : 
Thy  law  has  made  it  sure  ; 

It  standi  from  age  to  age  the  smx. 
The  birthright  of  the  poor. 
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Even  when  He  chideth. 

Tender  is  its  tone ; 
None  but  He  shall  guide  us, 

We  are  His  alone. 


Jesus  is  our  Shepherd : 
For  the  sheep  He  bled  ; 

Eyery  lamb  is  sprinkled 
With  the  blood  He  shed  ; 

Then  on  each  He  setteth 
His  own  secret  sign, — 
They  that  have  my  Spirit, 
"  These,"  saith  He,  **  are  mine." 


« 


Jesus  is  our  Shepherd  : 

Guarded  by  His  arm. 
Though  the  wolves  may  raven, 

None  can  do  us  harm  ; 
When  we  tread  death's  valley. 

Dark  with  fearful  gloom. 
We  will  fear  no  evil — 

Victors  o'er  the  tomb. 


THE  MERCY-SEAT. 

From  eViy  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  ev*ry  swelling  tide  of  woes. 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat ; 
^Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
"  The  oil  of  gladness  "  on  our  heads, 
A  place  than  all  beside  more  sweet ; 
It  is  the  blood-stained  mercy-seat. 

There  is  a  spot  where  spirits  blend. 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  firiend, 
Though  sundered  far ;  by  faith  they  meet 
Aroond  the  common  mercy-seat 

M  M  2 
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All !  wUthcT  could  we  flee  for  lid, 
Wboi  templed,  desolate,  disnujd — 
Or  how  ibe  hosts  of  hrll  de&al— 
Hid  Bdeiing  sainti  do  mercf-seal  ? 

in  eagle  tringt  we  loar,    ,^_ 


O  may  <i>T  ^and  foi^  her  skill, 
H;  tongae  be  silent,  cold,  and  still. 
This  bounding  heart  for^  to  bol, 
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Onward  shall  be  our  coarse, 
Despite  of  fraud  or  force; 

God  is  before: 
His  Word  ere  long  shall  run, 
Free  as  the  noonday  sun; 
*  His  purpose  must  be  done: 

God  bless  His  Word. 


RESIGNATION. 

Mbxk  Lamb  of  God,  on  Thee 
In  sorrow  I  repose  ; 
But  for  Thy  tenderness  and  grace. 
How  hopeless  were  our  woes  I 

Though  bitter  is  my  cup, 
Yet  how  can  I  repine  ? 
It  stills  my  every  restless  thought 
To  think  that  cup  was  Thine. 

Since  Thou  hast  hallowM  woe, 
I  would  not  shun  the  rod. 
But  bless  the  chastening  hand  that  seeks 
To  bring  me  to  my  God. 

Distress  and  pidn  I  hail. 
If  these  conform  to  Thee ; 
Be  but  Thy  peace,  Thy  patience  mine. 
And  'tis  enough  for  me. 


LYKA   BRtTANKICL 


CHARLES  SWAIN. 

odwT  ?KIB%~  liV  :  "I>T*mT*  AlltwT,'■It^^J■' 


THE  TRUEST  FRIEND. 

TUEKE  is  ■  biend,  ■  secret  fiieDd, 

Is  evety  trial,  every  grid; 
To  d>eer,  to  coaosel,  aod  defend  ; 

Of  «11  we  evtr  had  the  chief ! 
A  friend  who,  mtching  from  Haowt, 

Wheoe'er  is  error's  palh  we  trod. 
Still  souf^t  ui  with  reproving  lore ; 

That  friend,  thai  secret  frioid,  is  God  ! 
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THERE  IS  A  WREATH. 
{Contributed.) 

There  is  a  wreath  for  him  whose  hand 

The  crimson  tide  of  battle  leads  ; 
The  triumph  of  the  victor's  brand, 

Death  wit&  its  slaughtered  thousands  feeds  : 
Is  there  no  wreath  for  Christian  worth, 
For  him  that  fights  for  Truth  on  earth  ? 

The  monarch  dons  his  robe  of  state, 

The  jewell'd  symbol  of  his  power  : 
Is  there  no  robe  for  those  that  wait 

Christ's  coming  at  the  promised  hour  ; 
No  robe  of  state  that  shall  endure  ; 
No  garb  of  light  to  clothe  the  poor  ? 

Is  time  the  treasury  of  life. 

And  nothing  to  be  won  beyond  ? 
Is  earth  alone  with  riches  rife. 

And  heavenly  wealth  a  broken  bond  ? 
No:  hearts  that  have  with  Jesus  trod 
Shall  find  robe,  crown,  and  wealth  with  God  ! 


JOSEPH  SWAIN. 


rAOf  wH  botm  at  Binnfaghain.  in  1761.  Deprived  of  his  parents  earlj  in  Hfe.  he 
iced  to  an  capwrer.  He  proceeded  to  London,  and  there  united  himself  with  gay 
le  became  suddenly  awakened  to  a  sense  of  hb  spiritual  danfl^,  procured  a  Bible, 
he  tnilnmcfs  of  DMne  grace,  found  peace.  He  studied  for  the  ministry,  and,  in 
i  pastor  of  the  Baptist  congregation  in  East  Street,  Walworth.  In  the  same  year, 
I  fab  **  Walworth  Hymns,"  jamo.  His  other  publications  are  "  Redemptfon,"  a 
It  books ;  and  "  &q>erimental  Essays  on  Divine  Snt^ects."    He  died  on  the  14th 


CHRISTIAN  LOVE. 

How  sweet,  bow  heavenly  is  the  sight, 
When  those  that  love  the  Lord 

In  one  another's  peace  delight. 
And  so  fulfil  His  word  ! 


jj6  LTKA  BUTAXXICA. 

^Tben  taA  can  teti  hii  brotbeiii^ 
Alki  vuh  him  bear  m  pait  ; 

Wltai  Kxrov  Sow^  from  ere  to  ejt, 
Aadjoj  booi  heart  to  beait. 

Wben.  free  frnoi  oitj,  Kon,  ud  [xidc, 

Oar  wahes  all  above, 
^■■■-fc  ouk  hu  brolhtfr  »  Eufinn  hid^ 

AbI  ibaw  a  bratbo't  lore. 

Wben  love,  in  ooe  del^faciiU  tueua. 
Thro'  eferr  bottom  fiom  : 

Vben  onioa  swcn,  and  deu  ettctm, 
In  Cray  aclioB  gtowa. 

Loic  ii  [he  fjoldcn  chain  that  hindi 
The  happr  seals  aborc  ; 

And  he's  an  heir  of  heai'n  that  fiadi 
His  bosom  ^ow  with  iotc 


RANSOMED  SOULS. 
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While  the  great  and  wise  reject  Him, 

Fond  of  outward  pomp  and  show ; 
Oh,  let  none  of  us  neglect  Him 

In  His  members  mean  and  low, 
But  as  princes 

Treat  the  poorest  saints  we  know. 

Think  (at  the  last  trumpet's  sounding. 

When  the  creatures  all  appear, 
Christ  on  His  white  throne  surrounding). 

What  delight  'twill  be  to  hear 
Him  confessing  r 

Us  as  those  that  served  Him  here  ! 

"  Come,  ye  bless'd,  whom  tribulation, 

Sin,  and  Satan  could  not  move 
From  embracing  my  salvation  ; 

Come,  enjoy  my  perfect  love  : 
Live  for  ever 

With  me  on  my  throne  above.'* 

This  to  hear,  before  the  Father 

And  the  bright,  angelic  train. 
When  all  worlds  are  met  together, 

Is  the  glory  we  would  gain : 
This  is  honour  ; 

Crowns,  compared  with  this,  are  vain. 


CHRISrS  UNPARALLELED  LOVE.' 

A  FRIEND  there  is — your  voices  join. 
Ye  saints,  to  praise  His  name, — 

Whose  truth  and  kindness  are  Divine, 
Whose  love 's  a  constant  flame. 

When  most  we  need  His  helping  hand, 

This  friend  is  always  near ; 
With  heav'n  and  earUi  at  His  command. 

He  waits  to  answer  prayer. 

itsen  on  the  occasion  of  the  death  of  the  author's  only  son. 
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No  change  csd  torn  its  raone  ; 
InudntiUj  the  mine  it  Botn, 
From  one  etetiul  soanx. 

When  frowns  appear  to  vol  Hit  hct. 
And  doads  suiroond  His  thione, 

He  hidei  the  purpose  of  Hb  ptct 
To  make  it  better  known. 


Aim] 'if  oqt  dearest  comfoits  Ml, 
Before  His  sov'reigD  will, 

He  nercr  takes  away  our  all ; 
Himsdf  He  gives  tts  still ! 


Onr  sorrows  in  the  scale  He  we^^ 
And  measares  oat  ooi  pains  ; 

The  wildest  notm  His  woid  obep, 
His  woitl  its  I 
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MERCY  IN  JESUS. 

Comb,  ye  souls  by  sin  afflicted, 
Bowed  with  fruitless  sorrow  down; 

By  the  broken  law  convicted. 
Through  the  cross  behold  the  crown  ! 

Look  to  Jesus, 
Mercy  flows  through  Him  alone. 

Take  His  easy  yoke,  and  wear  it ; 

Love  will  make  obedience  sweet ; 
Christ  will  give  you  strength  to  bear  it. 

While  His  wisdom  guides  your  feet 
Safe  to  glory, 

Where  His  ransomed  captives  meet. 

Sweet  as  home  to  pilgrims  weary, 

Light  to  newly  opened  eyes. 
Or  full  springs  in  deserts  dreary. 

Is  the  rest  the  cross  supplies  ; 
All  who  taste  it 

Shall  to  rest  immortal  rise. 

BlessM  are  the  eyes  that  see  Him, 
Blest  the  ears  that  hear  His  voice  ; 

BlessM  are  the  souls  that  trust  Him, 
And  in  Him  alone  rejoice  ; 

His  commandments 
Then  become  their  happy  choice. 

Bat  to  sing  the  rest  of  glory 

Mortal  tongues  far  short  must  fall ; 
Tongues  celestial  strive  to  reach  it; 
But  it  soars  beyond  them  all: 
aith  believes  it — Hope  expects  it — Love  desires  it; 
But  it  overwhelms  Uiem  all. 


L^IU.  BRITAMMICA. 


JANE  TAYLOR. 


THE  HEAVENLY  PATH. 

Theue  it  ■  puh  that  l«ads  to  God; 

All  othen  go  ulray  : 
NariDW,  but  pleasaot,  is  the  md. 

And  Christians  lave  the  mj. 

It  lewis  Knight  throagh  this  worid  of  )>. 

Aad  dtngcn  must  be  pus'd; 
But  those  who  boldljt  walk  thcnia 

Will  get  to  heaven  at  UsL 

Hov  shall  an  inlaiit  pilgrim  dan 

This  dangerous  path  to  ttead  ! 

For  on  the  way  ii  many  ■  snaic, 
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Where  Thy  refreshing  pastures  grow, 

Where  all  Thy  chosen  flock  is  fed, 
Where  living  waters  gently  flow. 

There  may  our  wandering  feet  be  led  : 
Direct  us  towards  the  heavenly  hill. 
And  bear  us  in  Thy  bosom  stilL 

Much  do  we  need  Thy  watchful  care. 

Through  every  day  and  every  hour  ; 
For  life  is  set  with  many  a  snare. 

And  Satan  wanders  to  devour  : 
But  we  are  safe  from  all  alarms, 
Within  our  heavenly  Shepherd's  arms. 

Here  in  the  gospel  we  are  told 

What  great  compassion  was  in  Thee, 
W}ien  mothers  brought  their  babes  of  old — 

Poor  helpless  children,  such  as  we — 
E'en  to  Thy  tender  bosom  brought. 
And  Thou  didst  say  "  Forbid  them  not." 

And  thus,  encouraged  by  Thy  grace. 

To  those  still  open  arms  we  fly ; 
And,  though  we  cannot  see  Thy  face. 

Yet  Thou  canst  bless  us  from  on  high  ; 
For  still  Thy  gracious  word,  we  see. 
Says,  **  Suffer  them  to  come  to  me." 


LYRA  BRITAKNICA. 


THOMAS  RAWSON  TAYLOR- 
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There,  at  my  Saidour's  side, 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
I  shall  be  glorified. 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
There  are  the  good  and  blest, 
Those  I  love  most  and  best; 
And  there  I  too  shall  rest — 

Heaven  is  my  home. 

Therefore  I  murmur  not. 

Heaven  is  my  home  ; 
Whatever  my  earthly  lot. 

Heaven  is  my  home. 
And  I  shall  surely  stand 
There  at  my  Lord's  right  hand  ; 
Heaven  is  my  fatherland. 

Heaven  is  my  home. 


FOR  A  SABBATH-SCHOOL. 

Yes  !  it  is  good  to  worship  Thee, 
To  tread  Thy  courts,  O  Lord  I 

To  raise  the  voice,  to  bend  the  knee. 
To  hear  Thy  holy  word  ; 

We  praise  Thee  that  another  year 

Has  brought  this  blest  assembly  here. 

^Tis  sweet,  O  God,  to  sing  Thy  praise, 

Till  all  our  spirits  glow, 
And  we  could  almost  seem  to  raise 

The  notes  of  heaven  below  ; 
Hearts  all  on  fire,  and  feelings  strong. 
And  our  souls  melting  in  our  song. 

'Tis  sweet  when  every  voice  is  heard. 

The  aged  and  the  young ; 
Sweeter  when  every  soul  is  stirred 

To  feel  what  we  have  sung. 
And  thoughts  of  heaven  the  hearts  engage 
Of  smiling  youth  and  hoaiy  age. 


LVRA  BRITANNICA. 

Bat  oh  1  if  songs  like  oors  b«  iwcct, 
How  sweet  that  song  most  be, 

Where  all  the  Tansom'd  ones  shall  ntct. 
From  sin  and  sorrow  free. 

When  Bought  of  sorrow  an  iBtrade 

To  mat  that  might;  mnltitBdc 

How  vast  that  heavenly  tem[de  is. 

How  raTishing  the  song  ! 
Oh  how  Dnspeakable  the  bliss 

Of  that  cinlting  throng, 
Waking  for  evennore  the  strain 
or  praise  to  Him  who  once  mj  ilain! 

Oari,  Saviour,  maj  these  raptures  It, 
When  other  jofs  ire  past ; 

And,  hming  lived  on  earth  to  Tbee, 
Ma;  we  exchange  at  last 

This  house,  these  hourf,  of  praise  mi  I« 

For  holier,  happier  worship  there. 
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Oh,  by  Thy  soul-inspiring  grace, 

Uplift  our  hearts  to  realms  on  high ; 
Help  us  to  look  to  that  bright  place 
Beyond  the  sky. 

Where  light,  and  life,  and  joy,  and  peace, 

In  undivided  empire  reign. 
And  thronging  angels  never  cease 
Their  deathless  strain, — 

Where  saints  are  clothed  in  spotless  white. 

And  evening  shadows  never  fall. 
Where  Thou,  eternal  Light  of  light. 
Art  Lord  of  all. 

A  HYMN  OF  PRAISE. 

Lord  of  power.  Lord  of  might, 

God  and  Father  of  us  all. 
Lord  of  day  and  Lord  of  night. 

Listen  to  our  solemn  call ; 
Listen,  whilst  to  Thee  we  raise 
Songs  of  prayer  and  songs  of  praise. 

Light,  and  love,  and  life  are  Thine, 

Great  Creator  of  all  good  ; 
Fill  our  souls  with  light  Divine  ; 

Give  us,  with  our  daily  food. 
Blessings  from  Thy  heavenly  store, 
Blessings  rich  for  evermore. 

Graft  within  our  heart  of  hearts 

Love  undying  for  Thy  name  ; 
Bid  us,  ere  the  day  departs. 

Spread  afar  our  Maker's  fame. 
Young  and  old  together  bless  ; 
Clothe  our  souls  with  righteousness. 

Full  of  years,  and  full  of  peace. 

May  our  life  on  earth  be  blest ; 
When  our  trials  here  shall  cease. 

And  at  last  we  sink  to  rest. 
Fountain  of  eternal  love. 
Call  us  to  our  home  above. 

N  N 
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PATRICK  HUNTER  THOMS. 


THE  HOUSE  OF  PRAV'ER. 
(CoiUrAtiiid.) 

When  Adam  dwelt  in  Eden's  bmnn, 
And  Tiew'd  creatioa  young  and  liui, 

His  footsteps  press'd  the  stainles  Boms, 
As  stitl  he  sought  the  house  orpnjti. 

When  Abel  drew  Ibe  firstling's  blood. 
And  drained  it  od  the  altar  bare, 

The  spot  which  drank  the  crimson  Bood 
Was  owned  of  God  a  bouse  of  pnyB. 
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When  contrite  souls  to  God  draw  nigh, 

And  at  His  feet  disburden  care, 
Or  tell  their  grief  in  bursting  sigh, 

Their  refuge  is  the  house  of  prayer. 

In  lonely  cot  or  silent  glen. 

The  spirit  of  devotion  there. 
Unknown,  unseen  by  eye  of  men, 

God  dwells  within  that  house  of  prayer. 


lUGUSTUS  MONTAGUE  TOPLADY. 

Richard  Toptadjr,  a  wajor  in  the  army,  who  died  at  the  ^cge  of  Carthagena,  the 
Is  sketch  was  born  at  Famham.  Surrey,  on  the  4th  November,  1740.  He  was 
y<ntmliwter  schooL  After  a  further  period  of  desultory  study,  he  took  orders  in 
Soon  after  be  was  instituted  In  the  living  of  Blagdon.  Somersetsliire.  In  1768.  he 
of  Broadhembury.  Devonshire,  an  office  which  he  retained  till  his  death.  He 
nth  Atvnst,  1778,  in  his  38th  year.  His  writings,  which  are  chiefly  theological, 
lOected  and  published  in  six  volumes  8vo.  His  "  Poems  on  Sacred  Subjecti,** 
«d  anooymoudy  at  Dublin  in  1759.  The  whole  of  his  hymns  and  poems,  133  in 
t  reprinted  by  Mr.  Daniel  Sedgwick,  in  i860. 


A  PRAYER,  LIVING  AND  DYING.* 

Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee  ! 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood. 
From  Thy  riven  side  which  flowed. 
Be  of  sin  the  double  cure. 
Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 

Not  the  labours  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfil  Thy  law's  demands  : 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know. 
Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow. 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone, — 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone. 

mn  has  been  erroneotisly  assigned  to  Charles  Wesley.    It  originally 
TknGotpel Magazine,  signed  "  A  T./' in  March,  1776,  when Toplady 
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Nothing  in  mv  hand  1  bring, 
Simpljr  to  Tfaj  cross  I  ding  ; 
Naked,  came  to  Tbee  for  dies ; 
Helfdcss,  look  to  Thee  for  grace ; 
Fool,  I  to  the  Foontain  fly. 
Wash  me.  Saviour,  or  I  die; 

Whilst  1  draw  this  fleeting  toealh  ; 
When  my  eve-strings  break  is  dealh : 
When  I  soar  through  tracts  anknowi, 
Sec  Thee  on  Thy  judgment  throoe,- 
Rock  of  ages,  cleft  for  me. 
Let  me  hide  mfsdf  in  Thee '. 


FOR  THE  DIVISE  GUIDANCE 
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Still  keep  me  in  the  heavenly  path  ; 

Bestow  the  inward  light ; 
And  lead  me  by  the  hand  till  faith 

Is  ripened  into  sight. 


TO  THE  SOUL.* 

Deathless  principle,  arise ! 
Soar,  thou  native  of  the  skies  ! 
Pearl  of  price,  by  Jesus  bought, 
To  His  glorious  likeness  wrought. 
Go,  to  shine  before  His  throne, 
Deck  His  mediatorial  crown  ; 
Go,  His  triumphs  to  adorn  ; 
Made  for  God,  to  God  return. 

Lo,  He  beckons  from  on  high  ! 
Fearless,  to  His  presence  fly  ; 
Thine  the  merit  of  His  blood. 
Thine  the  righteousness  of  God  ! 
Angels,  joyful  to  attend, 
Hovering,  round  thy  pillow  bend ; 
Wait  to  catch  the  signal  given. 
And  escort  thee  quick  to  heaven. 

Is  thy  earthly  house  distrest. 
Willing  to  retain  her  guest  ? 
'TIS  not  thou,  but  she  must  die — 
Fly,  celestial  tenant,  fly  I 
Burst  thy  shackles,  drop  thy  clay  ; 
Sweetly  breathe  thyself  away. 
Singing,  to  thy  crown  remove. 
Swift  of  wing,  and  fired  with  love. 

Shndder  not  to  pass  the  stream  ; 
Venture  all  thy  care  on  Him, — 
Him,  whose  dying  love  and  power 
Still*d  its  tossing,  hush'd  its  roar  ; 

was  written  by  the  author  when  he  was  under  affliction  ;  it  was 
jady  Huntin£doD. 
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Safe  b  the  expanded  wave, 
Gentle  as  a  summer's  eve  ; 
Not  one  object  of  His  caie 
Ever  suSered  shipwreck  then. 

See  the  haven  full  in  view. 
Love  Divine  shall  beai  thee  through  : 
Trust  to  that  propitious  gale, 
Weigh  thj  anchor,  spread  th;  sail '. 
Saints  in  elory,  perfea  made, 
Wait  thj  passage  through  the  simile ! 
Ardent  for  thjr  coming  o'er. 
See  Ihejr  throng  the  blissful  shore  ! 

Mount,  their  transports  to  improve ; 
Join  the  longing  choir  above  ; 
Swiftly  to  their  wish  be  gii-en. 
Kindle  higher  joy  in  heaven  '. 
Such  the  prospects  thai  arise 
To  the  dying  Christian's  eyes  ! 
Such  the  glorious  vista  faith 
Opens  through  the  shades  of  death  ! 
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My  name  from  the  palms  of  His  hands 

Eternity  will  not  erase ; 
Impressed  on  His  heart  it  remains, 

In  marks  of  indelible  grace. 
Yes,  I  to  the  end  shall  endure, 

As  sure  as  the  earnest  is  given : 
More  happy,  but  not  more  secure. 

The  glorified  spirits  in  heaven. 


PRAISE  FOR  CONVERSION.* 

Not  to  myself  I  owe, 

That  I,  O  Lord,  am  Thine  ; 
Free  grace  hath  all  the  shades  broke  through. 

And  caused  the  light  to  shine. 

Me  Thou  hast  willing  made 

Thy  offers  to  receive ; 
Called  by  the  voice  that  wakes  the  dead, 

I  come  to  Thee  and  live. 

.  Why  am  I  made  to  see. 

Who  am  by  nature  blind  ? 
Why  am  I  taken  home  to  Thee, 

And  others  left  behind  ? 

Because  Thy  sovereign  love 

Was  bent  the  worst  to  save  ; 
Jesus,  who  reigns  enthroned  above. 

The  free  salvation  gave. 

Thooigh  once  far  off  I  stood. 

Nor  knew  myself  Thy  foe. 
Brought  nigh  by  the  Redeemer's  blood. 

Myself  and  Thee  I  know : 

No  niore  a  child  of  wrath, 

Thy  graciousness  I  see  : 
And  praise  Thee  for  the  work  of  faith 

Which  Thou  hast  wrought  in  me. 

*  From  "  Poems  on  Sacred  Subjects,**  Z759. 


LYUk   BRITANNICA. 

In  ODS  and  trespasKS, 

When  more  tlun  dod  I  lij, 
Dicw  Dcu  my  tomb  the  Piim  oTpact, 

And  n^ed  (he  stone  away. 

With  me  His  Spirit  strore, 

Almightjr  to  retnere  ; 
He  nw  me  in  a  tune  of  Ion, 

And  lud  unto  me — Live. 

By  Him  made  (lee  iitdeed, 

I  felt  HU  gradnui  ironlt ; 
Hii  mantle  over  me  was  spnid, 

And  I  became  the  Lord's. 

Jesus,  TTijr  son,  by  grace 

I  to  the  end  shall  be ; 
Made  perfect  throi^h  TTiy  comtBiW 

Whk*  1  received  from  Thee. 

I  drink  the  living  itreani. 
To  all  believer*  givw, 
A  fellow-citizen  with  them 
Who  dwrll  in  yooder  hcaTCtt. 
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But,  oh  !  how  full  of  truth  and  grace 

Through  all  Thou  dost  appear ; 
And  thus  with  wonder  we  retrace 

Thy  path  of  sorrow  here. 

Thou  on  the  cross  didst  suffer  too 

More  than  man*s  eye  could  see  ; 
For  then  the  wrath  that  was  our  due 

Was  poured,  O  Lord,  on  Thee. 

But  Thou  art  risen ;  and  now  we  know 

That  Thou,  in  heaven  above, 
For  all  God's  children  here  below 

Dost  feel  a  brother's  love. 

Oh  may  we  ever  look  to  Thee, 

For  needed  grace  and  strength. 
Till  we  Thy  face  in  glory  see, ' 

And  reign  with  Thee  at  length. 

Till  then  may  we,  who  bear  Thy  name. 

Thy  blest  example  take. 
And  count  the  world's  reproach  and  shame 

As  glory,  for  Thy  sake. 

Since  Thou  the  cup  of  wrath  didst  drain. 

None  now  for  us  is  there  ; 
The  drops  of  sorrow  that  remain, 

Shall  we  refuse  to  share  ? 


HYMN  TO  THE  SAVIOUR. 

Holy  Saviour,  we  adore  Thee  I 
Seated  on  the  throne  of  God  ; 

All  heaven's  host  bow  down  before  Thee, 
And  we  sing  Thy  praise  aloud. 

Thou  art  worthy ! 
We  were  ransomed  by  Thy  blood. 


LYRA   BRITANNICA. 

Saviour,  though  the  world  despised  Tlnn 
ThouEli  Thou  here  wast  crudfitd, 

Yet  the  Father's  gloty  raised  Thee, 
Lord  of  oil  cieatioD  wide ; 

Thou  art  worthy  ! 
We  sbxOl  live,  for  Thou  hast  died. 

And  though  here  on  eaith  rejected, 
'Tis  bat  fellowship  wiih  Thee ; 

What  besides  could  be  expected, 
Than  like  Thee,  our  Lord,  lo  he  ? 

Thou  art  worthy  ! 
ThoD  from  earth  hast  set  us  free. 

Hute  the  day  of  Thy  returning 
With  Thy  ransomed  Church  to  ndgn  ; 

Then  shall  end  our  days  of  mourning ; 
We  shall  sing  with  rapture  then, 

"Thou  art  worthy  1" 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  come.     Amen, 
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We  know  that  nought  can  sever 

Our  souls,  O  Lord,  from  Thee  ; 
And  thus  united  ever 

To  all  Thy  saints  are  we. 
We  know  Thy  word  declaring 

The  Father's  wondrous  love. 
In  which  we  all  are  sharing 

With  Thee  our  Head  above. 

May  we  this  love  be  showing 

To  all  Thy  members  here, 
For  Thy  sake  freely  flowing, 

Until  Thou  shalt  appear  ; 
Till  all  the  Church,  in  union 

Around  the  Father's  throne, 
Shall  stand  in  blest  communion, 

For  ever  joined  in  one. 


3ARD  CHENEVIX  TRENCH,  D.D. 
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THE  DAY  OF  DEATH. 


Thou  inevitable  day. 

When  a  voice  to  me  shall  say — 

"  Thou  must  rise  and  come  away  ; 

"All  thine  other  journeys  past, 
Gird  thee,  and  make  ready  fast 
For  thy  longest  and  thy  last." 


5S6 


lYRA  BRITASNICA. 

Day,  deep-hWden  from  our  a^ 

la  intpoKtrable  nigiil. 

Who  may  g""*'  °f  '*"*  "ie**' 

Art  thon  disiant,  art  thon  nor 
Wat  thou  seem  more  dark  Or  d 
Day  with  more  of  hope  ot  fear 

Will  thon  COTie,  not  seen  before 
Thon  art  standing  at  the  doot, 
Sayins  light  and  life  aie  o'et  ! 

Or  with  such  >  gradual  pace 
As  shall  leave  me  largest  space 
To  regard  thee  face  to  face! 


Shall  I  lay  my  drooping  head 
On  some  lored  lap  f  round  my  bed 
Prayer  be  made,  and  tears  be  shed! 

Or,  at  distance  from  mine  own. 
Name  and  kin  alike  unknown. 
Make  my  solitary  a 
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Come  thou  must,  and  we  must  die  : 
Jesns,  Saviour,  stand  Thou  by, 
When  that  last  sleep  seals  our  eye. 


THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT. 

Oh  that  day,  that  day  of  ire, 
Told  of  prophet,  when  in  fire 
Shall  a  world  dissolved  expire  ! 

Oh  what  terror  shall  be  then. 
When  the  Judge  shall  come  again, 
Strictly  searching  deeds  of  men  ! 

When  a  trump,  of  awfiil  tone, 
Through  the  cave  sepulchral  blown. 
Summons  all  before  the  throne. 

What  amazement  shall  overtake 
Nature,  when  the  dead  shall  wake. 
Answer  to  the  Judge  to  make ! 

Open  then  the  book  shall  lie, 
All  o'erwrit  for  every  eye 
With  a  world's  iniquity. 

When  the  Judge  His  place  has  ta'en. 
All  things  hid  shall  be  made  plain. 
Nothing  unavenged  remain. 

What  then,  wretched  !  shall  I  speak  ? 

Or  what  intercessor  seek. 

When  the  just  man's  cause  is  weak  ? 

Jesus,  Lord,  remember  pray, 
I  the  cause  was  of  Thy  way : 
Do  not  lose  me  on  that  day. 

King  of  awful  majesty, 

Who  the  saved  dost  freely  free, 

Fount  of  mercy,  pity  me. 


LYRA   BRITAKNICA. 

Tiled  Thoo  »test,  «ed(iog  at — 
Cmdfied  to  set  me  free: 
Let  sach  pain  not  fruitless  be. 

Tenible  Airngtr.  make 
Of  Thy  mercy  me  poruke, 
En  that  day  of  vengeance  mkb 

As  i  criminal  I  croan ; 
Blushing  deep,  my  £ialt  1  own  ; 
Grace  be  to  a  suppljant  shown. 

Thou  who  Maiy  didst  forgire, 
And  who  bid'st  the  robbei  lire, 
Hope  to  me  dost  also  give; 

Though  my  ptayer  unworthy  be, 
Yet  oh  set  me,  gncjoosly. 
From  the  fire  eiemal  free. 


'Mid  Thy  sheep  my  place  a 
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Ji  HYMN  FOR  ALL  NATIONS.* 

Glorious  God  I  on  Thee  we  call, 
Father,  Friend,  and  Judge  of  all ; 
Holy  Saviour,  heavenly  King, 
Homage  to  Thy  throne  we  bring. 

In  the  wonders  all  around. 
Ever  is  Thy  Spirit  found ; 
And  of  each  good  thing  we  see. 
All  the  good  is  bom  of  Thee. 

Thine  the  beauteous  skill  that  lurks 
Everywhere  in  nature's  works  ; 
Thine  is  art,  with  all  its  worth. 
Thine  each  master-piece  on  earth. 

Yea,  and  foremost  in  the  van 
Springs  from  Thee  the  mind  of  man ; 
On  its  light,  for  this  is  Thine, 
Shed  abroad  the  love  Divine ! 

Lo,  our  God  I  Thy  children  here 

From  all  realms  are  gathered  near ; 

Wisely  gathered— ^thering  still — 

For  peace  on  earth,  towards  men  good- will. 

May  we,  with  fraternal  mind, 
Bless  our  brothers  of  mankind ; 
May  we,  through  redeeming  love, 
Be  the  blest  of  God  above. 

the  Gre&t  Exhibition,  1851,  and  translated  into  thirty  languages. 


LHU   BRTTANXICA. 


TRl'ST  IX  GOD. 


cob'iLonl, 


God,  m  time  of  troable,  h 

And  then; 
From  His  b 

Om  of  ZktD  help  affi^nl  I 
Crows  ihj  sacrifice  witb  fire, 

All  thy  gifli  maanba  still, 
Gnnl  tbee  *I]  thj  hem's  desiie. 

And  thf  dxHcest  wuh  fulfil ! 

We  win  joj  in  Tbj  ainSoa, 
And  will  set  ooi  bonnen  high, 

In  oar  God  t — th]"  supplkation 
Be  accomplished  at  thy  ay. 

Now  I  know  ibe  Lord  of  heaTCn 
Savelh  still  His  Christ  from  bum; 

Now  lo  Him  will  sticngth  be  giren, 
y  the  might  of  His  right  inn. 
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^^  Thou  hast  heard  us,  and  answered  the  prayer 
_^*^c  in  the  season  of  death  and  despair ; 
over  judgment  and  terror  and  pain, 
^^rcy  hath  triumph'd  and  saved  us  again. 

'"^11  we  remember  how  dark  and  how  dread 
lence  brooded  o'er  living  and  dead  I 
we  forget  with  what  mercy  and  might 
which  Thou  blessest  hath  scattered  the  bligiht  ? 


!  for  the  fulness  of  plenty  and  peace 
^^nade  us  in  wealth  as  in  health  to  increase : 

would  we  thank  Thee,  because  Thou  hast  given 
of  earth  and  the  favour  of  heaven. 


Father  of  mercies,  accept  what  we  bring — 
of  praise  to  the  Saviour  and  King  ! 
1  to  Thee  let  us  gratefully  live  1 
injah  I  O  Lord,  when  Thou  hearest,  forgive  I 


''  ISABELLE,  MARY  FRANCES,  AND 
lARGARET  ELENORE  TUPPER. 


of  Maitin  F.  Topper,  Esq.,  the  preceding  writer,  htre  published  a 
^  pocHH  with  sooM  traasiatioos  from  the  Swedish,  entitled  "  Poems  by  Three 
^itSf.   They  hare  each  Undly  contributed  to  the  present  work. 


ELLIN  ISABELLE  TUPPER. 

THANKFULNESS, 
z  ThcMnlodans  ▼.  1. 

(Contributed.) 

For  an  that  God  in  mercy  sends, 
For  health  and  children,  home  and  friends. 
For  comfort  in  the  time  of  need. 
For  every  kindly  word  or  deed, 
For  happy  thoughts  and  holy  talk, 
For  guidance  in  our  daily  walk, — 
In  everything  give  thanks  I 

o  o 


LTIU  KUTAHinOL 

F  V  bcanty  In  tUi  *arU  of  tmn. 
For  Tcnluil  pns  md  ianif  8on^ 
For  (DDf  of  binb,  ibr  him  of  bc4 

For  tbc  iUkuliQi(  "■ "  htMK^ 

Fcr  hiU  aod  plain,  for  nmBs  and  ■aa^ 
For  ibe  grtai  ocaa't  nisbV  Boo^— 
In  CTCTTthingcne  tfaafa! 

For  the  nmt  ikep  irUdt  cmn  «<Ail 

Fw  the  brigfat  nm  (tut  iMncs  <a  U|h, 
For  Ibr  itan  gUTtering  in  the  Af, 
For  IheK  and  evtrythiiig  we  k^ 
O  Laid  t  om  haits  we  M  to  ThM^— 
In  cmTthing  gii«  thmki .' 
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Spent  He  for  His  murderers,  praying 

To  His  Father  to  foi^give  ; 
To-tfae  thief  repentant  saying 

" Thoa  in  Paradise  shalt  live  !" 

Oh  I  what  love  in  God  the  Father 

To  bestow  His  only  Son  ; 
Oh  I  what  love  in  Christ,  who  rather 

Than  the  world  should  be  undone, 
Came  Himself  to  seek  and  save  us. 

Came  to  claim  us  for  His  own  ; 
Fredy  all  our  sins  forgave  us, 

Raised  us  to  His  glorious  throne ! 


MARY  FRANCES  TUPPER. 

CHARITY. 
{CcntrOufai,) 

never  fidleth  !  O  thought  beyond  compare, 
vfaoae  very  name  is  Love,  is  with  us  everywhere  ; 
igh  the  troubled  waves  of  life  around  us  toss  and  foam, 
s  in  the  vessel,  we  are  safely  steering  home. 


fidleth !  all  earth-bom  things  must  die, 
veet  wen,  refreshing  earth,  flows  ever  from  on  high  ; 
test  worldly  gifts  may  cease,  the  fairest  flower  decay, 
f  whidi  springs  from  love  can  never  pass  away. 

•ver  fiuleih  I  yea,  and  they  shall  be  blest, 
smayed  by  frowns  or  sneers,  for  heaven  essay  their  best ; 
king  in  their  dally  rounds,  scorn  every  thought  of  ill, 
ing  sunshine  in  their  hearts,  reflect  its  gladness  stilL 

H 

ver  fidleth  I  ah,  life  were  little  worth, 

y  strifes  and  jealousies  which  vex  our  lovely  earth 
tieir  gracious  antidote  sent  down  from  God  above 
le  hidden  poisons  in  a  stream  of  "  perfect  love." 

0  0  2 


LTKA  BRITAXSICA. 


UARGARET  ELESORE  TUPP^  ^ 
CHRISTMAS.DAY. 

Stxt  etCoA  I  an-^ohom  Sa.'tiaa, 

CoBUDgtnas  fhim  shore ! 
ySlM  woe  we  to  find  suck  braar! 

Win!  aoc  wc  lo  eain  sach  km  ! 

We  had  snoed,— Thy  Un  femka, 
An  Thjtjnst  ommuDds  vithttood: 

EtU  fgr  tni  duke  had  taken 
Wboi  Then  6ed7  e**^^  8°<^ 

In  oordaifaieB  we  were  Ijiae 

Alioi  from  ThT  light,  ■  dyin^ 
Gvihjt,  amed,  ud  mined  vtdd ! 


^    ^^AHET  ELENORE  TUPPEIL  565 

"I  ^Vvk^  ^^  ^*"^  Thou  shouldst  love  us 
^^,^1^  «uch  wondrous  love  as  this  ? 
^j^^^  all  Thy  heavens  above  us, 
^^Ids-of  purity  and  bliss  I 

<I^Uiis  blot  upon  creation, 
^  ^Or  this  wandering  sinful  one, 
^^y  giving  us  salvation 
^Or  the.  evil  we  had  done ! 

^llield  us,  Lord !  as  Thou  hast  pardoned. 

Help  us  through  this  daily  strife, 
^eep  us  from  the  world  unhardened. 

Living  Thy  true  life  in  life. 

Till  from  earth  in  light  and  glory. 

Dangers,  death,  and  shadows  past, 
Purified  we  stand  before  Thee, 

Vtio  Thee  made  like  at  last. 


STARS. 
{Con/ridtOfd,) 

O  Lord  !  we  look  upon  Thy  night. 
And  watch  Thy  wondrous  worlds  arise. 
To  roll  in  glory  through  the  skies. 

And  shine  in  soft,  mysterious  light 

Then  back  upon  ourselves  we  turn. 
How  sinful,  poor,  and  weak  we  seem, 
How  far  from  Thee  our  fairest  dream, 

How  small  the  wisdom  we  can  learn. 

We  strive  to  gain  those  worlds  afar, 
iYet  all  the  knowledge  man  can  teach 
Climbs  not  a  mountain's  height  to  reach 
The  silence  of  the  nearest  star. 

We  dass  them  by  hard  words,  and  claim 
Ta  count  them, — yet  we  fidl  before 
.  Thee,  who  canst  tell  their  numbers  o*er, 
And  call'st  each  one  by  its  own  name ! 


j66  LTRA  BRTTAHNIC*. 

Cmtor  of  the  boondlas  space  1 
Cmtor  of  eadi  grain  of  dad  1 
We  outaot  know,  we  onljr  tiwt 

Until  we  lee  Tbee  bee  to  hcft 

We  cumot  eooipr^Miid  the  )«<« 
That  goldei  ou^  wandcrii^  thoa^  tf  -^^ 
That  guards  the  qjarrowi  and  the  flovB*^^ 

As  tBTd;  as  vast  worlds  above. 

Lord  I  by  Tfay  gnce  so  freely  ^leiw 
Lonlt  Thou  bast  shown  that  in  Tbjftaa 
More  piedoui  Is  one  soul  of  nan 

Than  all  thcK  miebtj  orti*  of  bcaKS. 

O  help  onr  &all  and  darkened  liglit, 
Let  Thy  day-Mar  of  lore  IXTine 
Along  our  earthly  pathway  ihm^ 

And  gnlde  ns  to  Thy  perfect  li^  1 


56? 

*,Mu  soon  or  Utc, 


M.  Christian  soldier. 
GO  fot*^rtu  baimet  true  I 

,  —M.  Christian  soldlet  i 

Go  fo"^v.  secret  foe  ;     . 
Fear  pot  &ese«e^^^y^ 


,„»oteo'ettheear^^„„^, 

Tturto-lT^^^tchanAptay. 

C»««<**»jSh'to«'0^«» 
Heed  not  the  °^,rti»y. 


SM 


LYRA  BRtTAHHICA. 

Go  brinud,  Cluiitiati  toUier  I 

Not  dnun  of  pemcrfnl  rot. 
Till  S&Un'i  kost  U  noqnlihed 

And  heaven  ii  «1I  poaeM  ; 
Till  Christ  Htnudf  sb>U  caU  the 

To  itj  thine  irmoiir  bj. 
And  weu-  in  cDdles*  eloiy 

The  crown  of  Tictorf. 

Go  fonmd.  Christian  soldier  I 
Fear  not  the  gathering  night ; 

The  Loid  ba*  been  th;  shelter. 
The  Lord  will  be  thf  light : 

Wben  mom  his  fiuc  revealeth, 


-Thydj 


rsallai 


Oh,  pray  that  faith  aul  Time 
Maj  keep  thee  to  the  latf. 


CAMILY  MORNING  HYMN. 
CoHE,  let  us  ring  t<^ietlier 


MRS.    WALKER.  569 

One  hope  in  Him  we  cherish, 

.  One  aim  in  Him  pursue, 
^ach  mind  to  plan  the  wisest, 
Each  hand  the  best  to  do. 

Come,  let  us  leam  together 

The  foes  we  all  must  meet, — 
The  (all  for  souls  presuming. 

The  snare  for  careless  feet. 
Oh  weak  is  mortal  virtue ! 

Oh  mad  is  mortal  pride ! 
The  Lord  is  our  salvation. 

The  Lord  shall  be  our  guide. 

Come,  let  us  know  together 

What  trials  soon  may  come, 
What  shadows  ere  the  noon-day 

May  fall  on  heart  and  home. 
But  best  the  lot,  though  bitter, 

A  Father's  love  provides ; 
And  best  the  way,  though  darksome, 

Wherein  a  Saviour  guides. 


MRS.  WALKER. 

Dick  is  dnglitar  of  tbe  late  John  Deck,  Esq.,  of  Bury  St  Edmunds,  and  sister 
rg6  Deck,  whose  name  occurs  in  an  eaiiier  portion  of  this  voik.  In  1848.  she 
;cv.  Edmrd  Walker,  rector  ot  Cheltenham.  To  an  interesting  coDection  of 
irnnsCDr  Public  and  Sodal  Wonhip."  edited  by  her  husband.  Mrs.  Walker  has 
rcnl  oompoaitkms.  The  following  hymn,  from  her  pen.  Is  eH>edally  esteemed. 


THE  PRODIGAL'S  RETURN. 

The  wanderer  no  more  will  roam. 
The  lost  one  to  the  fold  hath  come. 
The  prodigal  is  welcomed  home, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee. 

Though  clothM  with  shame,  by  sin  defil'd. 
The  Father  hath  embraced  His  child,   • 
And  I  am  pardon'd,  reconciled, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Thee. 


LTSA  BKTTANKICA. 


It  b  Ik  Fatko'i  jaj  Id  bkv  ; 
Hli  love  pntnda  far  mc  a  dio^ 


O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Tbee. 

Haw  shin  my  &jnishM  idol  be  fed ; 

A  faut  of  knc  far  me  isspnad  ; 

1  feed  apcai  the  "  diildrai'i  farca^'' 

O  Lamb  of  God,  in  Tke  1 

Yea,  in  Ibe  fnlnes  of  His  gnet. 
He  pots  me  in  the  duldim'x  pbc^ 
Wheic  I  majr  guc  apoc  Hii  btK, 
O  Lunb  of  God,  inTbeel 

I  cannot  half  Hit  lore  exptea; 
Vet,  L«nl,  wiib  J07  m;  1^  canfc« 
Thb  bleuM  paction  I  pones^ 
O  L«Hb  of  God,  in  Tbee. 


ItbThr 
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BENJAMIN  WALLIN. 


•UW  nw  bom  at  London,  in  17x1.  His  tohcar  was  Edwvd  WalBa,  pMtor  of 
^pttioaat  Mase  Pood,  London.  He  was  educated  under  the  ■^Mrinteudeoqi 
laedDr.Sleaaect  In  October,  1741,  he  became  pastor  of  the  Baptist  amrdu 
be  coattaaed  to  minister  In  the  same  place  till  his  death,  idiich  took  place 
«y>  tjia.  In  1750,  he  pabllsbed  an  8vo  volume  of  "  Erangi^cal  Hthus  and 
1^  the  f9llowiag  hgrma  has  been  tnuosciibed.    Mr.  WaUhi  is  the  aii||ior  of 


JESUS  A  CONQUEROR. 

Hail,  mighty  Jesus,  how  Divine 

Is  Thy  Tictorioiis  sword  I 
The  stoutest  rebel  must  resign 

At  Thy  commanding  word. 

The  strongest  holds  of  Satan  yidd 
To  Thine  all-conquering  hand  ; 

When  once  Thy  glorious  arm's  reyeal'd, 
No  creature  can  withstand. 

Deep  are  the  wounds  Thine  arrows  give, 
TTiey  pierce,  they  kill  the  heart ; 

Thy  living  words  Thy  slain  revive, 
And  love  unknown  impart 

Gird  now  Thy  sword  upon  Thy  thigh, 
Most  mighty  Prince  of  peace ; 

Ride  forth  in  full  prosperity. 
If  or  let  Thy  conquests  cease. 


PRAISE  FOR  DIVINE  GO 

lATT  Up  to  God  the  rake  oj 
Whose  bn&th  oar  louU  ii 

Load  uul  more  loud  the  antl 
With  gnu£Bi  udooi  fiied 

Lift  up  to  God  the  voice  of  | 
Whose  tender  care  nuUia 

Our  feeble  (hune,  eacompsB 
With  death's  tumamber'd 


Ufl.  up  to  God  the  voice  of] 
WboM  goodneu,  puslng  i 

Loadi  every  minute  u  it  Sie 
With  beDcCti  muonght. 
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"BEHOLD  THE  LAMB  OF  GOD." 

Contemplate,  saints,  the  Source  Divine 
Whence  all  your  joys  have  floVd  : 

With  wond'ring  minds,  and  praising  hearts, 
"Behold  the  Lamb  of  God !" 

Redeem'd  from  wrath,  and  from  the  stroke 

Of  Heaven's  avenging  rod. 
Pouring  His  precious  blood  for  jron, 

"Behold  the  Lamb  of  God !" 

Freed  from  the  pangs  of  conscious  guilt. 

And  dn*s  afflicting  load. 
To  Jesus'  blood  you  owe  your  peace : 

"  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  I" 

With  holy  mind,  and  heart  renew'd. 

Run  ye  the  narrow  road  ? 
His  sprinkled  blood  has  cleansed  your  souls, 

"  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God !" 

Each  heavenly  blessing  ye  receive 

Through  Jesus  is  bestow'd ; 
In  every  good  your  souls  possess 

"Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  !" 

Hope  ye  in  heaven  with  God  at  last 

To  find  your  bless'd  abode  ? 
Still,  as  the  ground  of  all  your  hopes, 

"  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  !" 


REMEMBRANCE  OF  CHRIST. 

Remember  Thee !  remember  Christ  1 
While  memory  holds  her  place, 

Can  we  forget  the  Lord  of  life, 
Who  saves  us  by  His  grace? 


J 


A  SiTioar  and  a  Piiux  I 

Hii  glorj  now  do  tongoe  of  a 
Ot  Knph  bright  can  tell ; 

Ytf  ttiU  the  dikf  of  kU  His  ji 
That  louls  an  nted  bom  I 

For  thfe  He  came  and  dwdt  < 
For  this  His  life  was  girm 

For  tUi  He  Ibngfac  and  naep 
For  this  He  pleads  in  heav 

Join,  an  je  saints  beneath  the 
Yoor  gistdnl  praise  to  gtn 

Sing  load  bosannas  to  the  Lo 
Who  died  that  jtm  might  1 


ANNA  LETITIA  WAi 
SUPPUCATION. 
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I  ask  Thee  for  a  thoughtful  love, 

Through  constant  watching  wise, 
To  meet  the  glad  with  joyfiil  smiles, 

And  wipe  the  weeping  eyes ; 
And  ft  heart  at  leisure  from  itself 

To  soothe  and  sympathise. 

I  would  not  have  the  restless  will 

That  hurries  to  and  fro, 
Sedcing  for  some  great  thing  to  do, 

Or  secret  tiling  to  know  ; 
I  would  be  treated  as  a  child. 

And  guided  where  I  go. 

Wherever  in  the  world  I  am. 

In  whatsoe'er  estate, 
I  have  a  fellowship  with  hearts 

To  keep  and  cultivate ; 
And  a  work  of  lowly  love  to  do 

For  the  Lord  on  whom  I  wait. 

So  I  ask  Thee  for  the  daily  strength, 

To  none  that  ask  denied ; 
And  a  mind  to  blend  with  outward  life. 

While  keeping  at  Thy  side ; 
Content  to  fUl  a  little  space. 

If  Thou  be  glorified. 

And  if  some  things  I  do  not  ask 

In  my  cup  of  blessing  be, 
I  would  have  my  spirit  fiU'd  the  more 

With  grateful  love  to  Thee ; 
More  careful — not  to  serve  Thee  much. 

But  to  please  Thee  perfectly. 

There  are  briars  besetting  every  path, 

That  call  for  patient  care  ; 
There  is  a  cross  in  every  lot. 

And  an  earnest  need  for  prayer  ; 
But  a  lowly  heart  that  leans  on  Thee 

Is  happy  anywhere. 


SAMUEL  MILLER  W 


PLEAD  THOU  MY  Ci 
Plud  Thoo,  O  plc*d  w;  i 


My  treinblii^  tool  wttlidni 

And  fljet  to  TlKe. 

Vbcn  justice  rem  ha  thra 

Ah,  whu  M»e  Thet  >Imi^ 

May  atoA,  O  xpotiess  One' 

Plead  Tbod  my  cuuc 

Ah,  plead  Dot  mof^t  of  miB 

Before  ThiDc  allw  thiom 

FngnMsti,  when  all  b  TUl 

All,  ill  Thj  own  I 
Tboa  seest  what  sUin$  they 
Oh,  since  e>d]  tear,  each  pr 
Huh  need  of  pardon  tbei^ 

Plead  TIkni  117  canse. 

With  lip*  t^l»^  djine  breathe 
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Plead,  when  the  tempter's  art 
To  each  fond  hope  of  mine 
Denies  this  faithless  heart 

Can  e*er  be  Thine. 
If  slander  whisper,  too, 
The  sin  I  never  knew, 
Thou  who  wouldst  urge  the  true, 

Plead  Thou  my  cause. 

Oh  plead  my  cause  above  ; 

Plead  Thine  within  my  breast, 
Till  there  Thy  peaceful  Dove 

Shall  build  her  nest 
Thou  know'st  this  will — ^how  frail ; 
Thou  know'st,  though  language  fail. 
My  soul's  mysterious  tale  : 
Plead  Thou  my  cause. 


ISAAC  WATTS,  D.D. 


t  justly  cdebnted  of  British  hymn-writers,  ISAAC  WATTS,  was  bora  at 
the  zjth  July,  1674.  In  childhood  he  evinced  a  remarkable  precocity :  he 
■tin  fai  Us  fourth  year,  and  at  the  age  of  seven  produced  respectable  verses. 
t  uiinistij  fai  the  independent  Church,  he  was  placed  by  his  &ther  at  a  theo> 
I  connection  with  that  body.  In  1698,  he  became  assistant  in  the  Independent 
le,  London,  and  at  the  expiry  of  four  years  was,  on  a  vacancy,  appointed 
B  ZTiai.  beings  seized  with  a  fever  which  much  enfeebled  his  coiutitution, 
1  by  a  course  of  ministerial  exertion,  he  accepted  an  invitation  from  Sir 
n  aUerman  of  the  city,  to  visit  him  at  his  residence  of  Abney  Park.  The  visit 
a  residence  of  thirty  years.  He  died  on  the  asth  November,  1748,  in  his 
Of  Dr.  Watts' prose  works,  liis  Loiric  and  Improvement  of  the  Mind  retabi 
His  paafans  and  hymns  have  been  larg^ely  included  in  nearly  every  hymn- 
coogrefational  or  social  use.  His  hymns  for  children  have  attained  universal 
aanmental  statoe  of  Dr.  Watts  lias  been  reared  at  Southampton. 


THE  LAMB  OF  GOD. 

Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  songs 

With  angels  round  the  throne  ; 
Ten  thousand  thousand  are  their  tongues, 

But  all  their  joys  are  one. 
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LYTLA  BRITANSICA. 

"  Worthy  the  L«mb  th«  died."  Oiej  oj, 

"  To  be  e»Jted  thoi  i" 
"  Worthy  the  Lamb,"  oar  lip*  leplr, 

"  For  He  ms  fiaia  for  ns." 

Jesus  Is  worthy  to  receive 
Honour  and  power  Divine  ; 

And  blessings  roore  than  «e  can 
Be,  Lord,  for  ever  Thine. 

Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  sky, 
And  air  and  earth  and  seas. 

Conspire  to  lifl  Thy  glories  hifih. 
And  speak  Thine  endless  praise. 

The  whole  creation  join  in  one 

To  bless  the  sacred  name 
Of  Him  that  sits  upon  the  ihiooe. 

And  to  adore  the  idmb. 


FOR  SABBATH  EVENING. 
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THE  HEAVENLY  CANAAN. 

Thbrb  is  a  land  of  pure  delight. 

Where  saints  immortal  reign  ; 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 

And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

There  everlasting  spring  abides. 

And  never-withering  flowers ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 

This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swdling  flood 

Stand  dress'd  in  living  green  ; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood. 

While  Jordan  roird  between. 

But  timVous  mortals  start  and  shrink 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea  ; 
And  linger,  shiv'ring  on  the  brink. 

And  fear  to  launch  away. 

Oh  !  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 

Those  gloomy  doubts  that  rise. 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love, 

With  unbedouded  eyes  I 

Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood, 

Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 

3UR  SAVIOUR'S  RESURRECTION. 

Blest  morning,  whose  young  dawning  rays 

Beheld  our  rising  God, 
That  saw  Him  triumph  o'er  the  dust, 

And  leave  His  dark  abode  ! 

In  the  cold  prison  of  a  tomb 

The  dead  Redeemer  lay, 
Till  the  revolving  skies  had  brought 

The  third,  th'  appointed  day. 
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LVRA  BRITANHICA. 

Hen  mnd  the  grave  unite  tlidr  fisce 

To  hold  OUT  God,  in  win  ; 
The  ileefring  Conqueror  vtat. 

And  bant  thedr  feeble  chain. 

To  Thf  great  name,  almighty  Lord, 

These  lacred  hours  we  pty. 
And  loud  hoiannas  shall  prodAin 

The  triumph  of  the  day. 

Salntion  and  immortal  praise 

To  oar  victorious  King  ; 
Let  heaven,  and  earth,  and  rods,  and   : 

With  glad  hi 


THE  GLORY  OF  THE  LAMB. 

Behold  the  glories  of  the  Lamh 

Amidst  His  Father's  throne ; 
Prepare  new  honoms  for  His  nam^ 
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Now  to  the  Lamb,  that  once  was  slain, 

Be  endless  blessings  paid ; 
Salvation,  glory,  joy  remain 

For  ever  on  Thy  head. 

Thou  hast  redeemed  our  sotds  with  blood,. 

Hast  set  the  prisoners  free. 
Hast  made  us  kings  and  priests  to  God, 

And  we  shall  reign  with  Thee. 

The  worlds  of  nature  and  of  grace 

Are  put  beneath  Thy  power  ; 
Then  shorten  these  delaying  days, 

And  bring  the  promised  hour. 


The  protection  of  the  church. 

How  honourable  is  the  place 
Where  we  adoring  stand, — 

ZioUf  the  glory  of  the  earth. 
And  beauty  of  the  land  ! 

Bulwarks  of  mighty  grace  defend 
The  city  where  we  dwell ; 

The  walls,  of  strong  salvation  made. 
Defy  th'  assaults  of  hell. 

Lift  up  the  everlasting  gates ; 

The  doors  wide  open  fling  ; 
Enter,  ye  nations,  that  obey 

The  statutes  of  our  King. 

Here  shall  you  taste  unmingled  joys. 
And  live  in  perfect  peace  ; 

You  that  have  known  Jehovah's  name, 
And  ventured  on  His  grace. 

Trust  in  the  Lord,  for  ever  trust. 
And  banish  all  your  fears  ; 

Strength  in  the  Lord  Jehovah  dwells, 
Eternal  as  His  years. 


# 


The  rams  of  faer  mils  shall  t 
A  pavemeDt  for  the  poor. 


THE  KINGDOM  OF  CH 

Lo,  what  a  glorioos  light  «p| 
To  OUT  believing  ejres  I 

The  earth  and  sea  are  pass'd 
And  the  old  rolling  ikiea. 

From  the  third  hearen,  when 
That  holy  happy  place^ 

The  New  Jenualem  comes  di 
Adoni'd  with  shining  gnee 

Attending  angck  sboat  for  jo; 

And  the  brighl  armies  dr^ 
"  MortaU,  behold  the  ncred  i 

Of  your  descendir^  King. 

The  God  of  glory  down  (o  m 
Removes  Hi*  Uext  abode ; 

Hen  the  dear  objects  of  His  g 
And  He  the  loriog  God. 

Hb  own  soft  hand  shall  wipe 
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ADOPTION. 

Bbhold  what  wondrous  grace 
The  Father  hath  bestow'd 
On  sinners  of  a  mortal  race, 
To  call  them  sons  of  God  I 

*Tis  no  surprising  thing 
That  we  should  be  unknown  ; 
The  Jewish  world  knew  not  their  King, 
God*s  everlasting  Son, 

Nor  doth  it  yet  appear 
How  great  we  must  be  made ; 
But  when  we  see  our  Saviour  here, 
We  shall  be  like  our  Head. 

A  hope  so  much  Divine 
May  trials  well  endure. 
May  purge  our  souls  from  sense  and  sin, 
As  Christ  the  Lord  is  pure. 

If  in  my  Father's  love 
I  share  a  filial  part, 
Send  down  Thy  Spirit  like  a  dove 
To  rest  upon  my  heart 

We  would  no  longer  lie 
Like  slaves  beneath  Thy  throne ; 
My  faith  shall  "Abba,  Father,"  cry, 
And  Thou  the  kindred  own. 


LIFE,  THE  DAY  OF  GRACE. 

Life  is  the  time  to  serve  the  Lord, 
The  time  t' insure  the  great  reward  ; 
And  while  the  lamp  holds  out  to  bum, 
The  vilest  sinner  may  return. 

Life  is  the  hour  that  God  has  given, 
To  'scape  from  hell,  and  fly  to  heaven, - 
The  day  of  grace, — and  mortals  may 
Secure  the  blessings  of  the  day. 


5&«  LYKA  BRITAMKICA. 

Tlw  Urine  ^kow  that  tber  mna  die, 

Brt  lU  the  dad  Iwsoitai  lie ; 

Tbdr  niemoiy  uid  tbcit  ceme  'a  goos. 


Tbdr  hilrad  and  their  lore  is  lost, 
llieir  earj  boiicd  in  the  diut ; 


Then  what  my  ihooghts  design  to  dc^ 
Mf  hands,  with  all  joar  might  pome ; 
Since  no  device  nor  work  is  found. 
Nor  Uth,  nor  bc^ie,  beneath  the  graond. 

There  are  no  acts  of  patdoo  pass'd 
In  the  cold  gntve  to  which  we  haste  ; 

Reign  in  eteina]  silence  there 


AXm'  OF  HUMAN  HOPE. 
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SALVATION  BY  GRACE. 

^^RD,  we  confess  our  nomeroas  faults, 
How  great  our  guilt  has  been  ! 

foolish  and  vain  were  all  our  thoughts, 
And  all  our  lives  were  sin. 

Bat,  O  my  soul,  for  ever  praise, 

For  ever  love  His  name. 
Who  turns  thy  feet  from  dangerous  ways 

Of  folly,  sin,  and  shame. 

Tis  not  by  works  of  righteousness 
Which  our»o¥ai  hands  have  done,   , 

But  we  are  sav*d  by  sovereign  grace 
Abounding  through  His  Son. 

Tis  from  the  mercy  of  our  God 

That  all  our  hopes  begin  ; 
*Tis  by  the  water  and  the  blood 

Our  souls  are  wash'd  from  sin. 

*Tis  thro'  the  purchase  of  His  death. 

Who  hung  upon  the  tree, 
The  Spirit  is  sent  down  to  breathe 

On  such  dry  bones  as  we. 

Raised  fix)m  the  dead,  we  live  anew  ; 

And,  justified  by  grace. 
We  shall  appear  in  glory  too. 

And  see  our  Father's  face. 


THE  REPENTING  PRODIGAL. 

Behold  the  wretch  whose  lust  and  wine 

Had  wasted  his  estate  ; 
He  begs  a  share  amongst  the  swine. 

To  taste  the  husks  they  eat ! 


« 


I  die  with  hunger  here,"  he  cries  ; 
I  starve  in  foreign  lands ; 
My  father's  house  has  large  supplies. 
And  bounteous  are  his  hands. 


He  nn,  and  (ell  upon  his  net 
Embnc'ti,  and  kis&'d  his  s 
The  rebel's  heart  with  somn) 
•   For  follies  he  had  dcme. 

"  Take  off  his  clothes  of  shu) 
The  father  gives  command 

"  Dress  him  in  garments  whi 
With  rings  adam  his  hand. 

A  day  of  feistine  I  oidain. 
Let  mirtli  and  joj  abound 

lij  son  was  dead,  and  lives  i 
Was  lost,  and  now  is  fea» 


CHRIsrs  COMPASSII 

With  joy  we  meditate  the  gi 
or  our  Hi^  Priest  above  ; 

His  heart  is  made  of  tendenu 
His  bowek  melt  with  love 

Tonch'd  with  a  s]nnp«tby  wit 
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^e,  in  the  days  of  feeble  flesh, 

Pour'd  out  His  cries  and  tears, 
-And  in  His  measure  feels  afresh 

What  every  member  bears. 

Hell  never  quench  the  smoking  flax, 

But  raise  it  to  a  flame  ; 
The  bniisM  reed  He  never  breaks, 

Nor  scorns  the  meanest  name. 

Then  let  our  humble  faith  address 

His  mercy  and  His  power, 
We  shall  obtain  delivering  grace 

In  the  distressing  hour. 


THE  EXAMPLE  OF  CHRIST. 

My  dear  Redeemer  and  my  Lord, 
I  read  my  duty  in  Thy  word  ; 
But  in  Thy  life  the  law  appears 
Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

Such  was  Thy  truth,  and  such  Thy  zeal. 
Such  deference  to  Thy  Father's  will. 
Such  love,  and  meekness  so  Divine, 
I  would  transcribe,  and  make  them  mine. 

Cold  mountains  and  the  midnight  air 
Witnessed  the  fervour  of  Thy  prayer ; 
The  desert  Thy  temptations  knew. 
Thy  conflict,  and  Thy  victory  too. 

Be  Thou  my  pattern  ;  make  me  bear 
More  of  Thy  gracious  image  here ; 
Then  God,  the  Judge,  shall  own  my  name 
Amongst  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 

FAITH  IN  CHRIST  OUR  SACRIFICE. 

Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts 
On  Jewish  altars  slain. 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace, 
Or  wash  away  the  stain. 


Mj  »b1  l«dj  haik  to  so 


We  bios  (be  Luab  «tth  di 
A—l  dug  Uii  bkedi^k 


GLORVLVG  IN  THE  C 


On  «]udi  tbe  Prince  of  gkx 

ilj  lidtet  gun  I  coanl  bat  k 

And  pool  copteipt  oa  ill  i 

FoiUd  it.  Lord,  thai  I  xboold 
Sai«  m  the  dtMih  of  Chiia 

AU  ibc  nin  ihings  Uutt  diw 
I  SKiiGce  (ban  to  His  faloo 

See  bom  His  head.  Ho  baad 
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^ere  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 

That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  Divine, 

Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 


OD,  WITH  WONDER  AND  WITH  PRAISE. 

Great  God,  with  wonder  and  with  praise. 

On  all  Thy  works  I  look  ; 
But  still  Thy  wisdom,  power,  and  grace 

Shine  brighter  in  Thy  book. 

The  stars  that  in  their  courses  roll, 

Have  much  instruction  given  ; 
But  Thy  good  word  informs  my  soul 

How  I  may  climb  to  heaven. 

The  fields  provide  me  food,  and  show 

The  goodness  of  the  Lord  ; 
But  firuits  of  life  and  glory  grow 

In  Thy  most  holy  word. 

Here  are  my  choicest  treasures  hid  ; 

Here  my  best  comfort  lies  ; 
Here  my  desires  are  satisfied. 

And  hence  my  hopes  arise. 

Lord,  make  me  understand  Thy  law, 

Show  what  my  faults  have  been. 
And  firom  Thy  gospel  let  me  draw 

Pardon  for  all  my  sin. 

Here  would  I  learn  how  Christ  has  died 

To  save  my  soul  from  hell ; 
Not  all  the  books  on  earth  beside 

Such  heavenly  wonders  tell. 

Then  let  me  love  my  Bible  more. 

And  take  a  fresh  delight. 
By  day  to  read  these  wonders  o'er, 

And  meditate  by  night. 


I 


iiijm 


Bchotd  tbf  ulands  with  thdr  i 
And  Europe  her  best  uibiile  b 
From  north  to  soDlh  the  prino 
To  p>y  their  homige  U  His  fa 

'ntCTe  Penia,  ^orioos  to  bdio 
Th«n  India  shines  in  eastcra  | 
And  baib'rons  natioiis  at  His  i 
Snhmit,  ind  bow,  and  own  ihi 

For  Him  shaJl  endless  piajer  1 
And  praises  throi^  to  crown  1 
His  nunc  lilie  sweet  peiftme  i 
With  eveiy  mor 


People  and  italms  orcTefj  ton 
Dwell  on  His  love  with  swccte 
And  infant  voices  shaU  pioclaii 
Thdr  earlj  blessings  on  His  ni 

Blessings  abound  wbere'et  H« 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  lose  hii  c 
The  wear;  find  etenial  rest. 
And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  hi 

Where  He  displays  His  heahi^ 
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THE  SPIRIT  IMPLORED. 

• 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  Thy  quick'ning  powers  ; 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 

In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

Look,  how  we  grovel  here  below. 

Fond  of  these  trifling  toys ; 
Oar  souls  can  neither  fly  nor  go 

To  reach  eternal  joys. 

In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  songs ; 

In  vain  we  strive  to  rise  ; 
Hosannahs  languish  on  our  tongues, 

And  our  devotion  dies. 

Dear  Lord  !  and  shall  we  ever  Ue 

At  this  poor  dying  rate  ? 
Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  Thee, 

And  Thine  to  us  so  great ! 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 

With  all  Thy  quickening  powers  ; 
Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 

And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 

THE  GOSPtL  INVITATION. 

Let  every  mortal  ear  attend, 

And  every  heart  rejoice  ; 
The  trumpet  of  the  gospel  sounds 

With  an  inviting  voice. 

Ho  !  all  ye  hungry,  starving  souls. 

That  feed  upon  the  wind, 
And  vainly  strive  with  earthly  toys 

To  fill  an  empty  mind. 

Eternal  Wisdom  has  prepared 

A  soul -reviving  feast. 
And  bids  your  longing  appetites 

The  rich  provision  taste. 


^ 


Like  flood*  of  milk  mi  w 

To  perishing  and  naked  poo 
Who  work  with  inighlj  p 

To  treavc  ■  garment  of  yoni 
Tlist  will  not  hkle  fooi  til 

Come  naked,  and  adora  JM 
In  robes  prepucd  bj  God 

Wronghl  bjr  the  labooR  of  t 
And  d^ed  in  His  own  bio 

Dear  God  I  the  treasnrei  of 
Are  everUstii^  mines, 

Deep  as  our  bdpless  miaeric 
Andb 


The  happy  gates  of  gospe!  g 
Stand  open  night  and  daj 

Loid,  we  ue  come  to  seek  s 
And  drive  our  wants  awaj 


CHRISTIAN  ASSURA 

■  Timelhj  L  ic 
Fw  not  ailiam'd  to  own  mj 
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i^irm  as  His  throne  His  promise  stands ; 

And  He  can  well  secure 
AYhat  I've  committed  to  His  hands, 

Till  the  decisive  hour. 

"Then  will  He  own  my  worthless  name 

Before  His  Father's  face, 
And  in  the  New  Jerusalem 

Appoint  my  soul  a  place. 


THE  CHRISTIAN'S  HOPE. 

I  Peter  i.  3—5. 

Blest  be  the  everlasting  God, 

The  Father  of  our  Lord  I 
Be  His  abounding  mercy  prais'd. 

His  majesty  ador'd ! 

When  from  the  dead  He  rais'd  His  Son, 

And  call'd  Him  to  the  sky, 
He  gave  our  souls  a  lively  hope 

That  they  should  never  die. 

What  though  our  inbred  sins  require 

Our  flesh  to  see  the  dust, 
Yet  as  the  Lord  our  Saviour  rose, 

So  all  His  followers  must 

There's  an  inheritance  Divine, 

Reserved  against  that  day, 
'Tis  uncorrupted,  undefil'd. 

And  cannot  waste  away. 

Saints,  by  the  power  of  God,  are  kept 

Till  the  salvation  come ; 
We  walk  by  faith,  as  strangers  here. 

Till  Christ  shall  call  us  home. 


Q  Q 


{ 


Sax  At  sn-fjc^  bcwaA 
Kaat  ir  ITiii  ii^ii  iibIi  ih 


ItewT  tlui  ;k  iaa^  of  < 
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Hioogh  the  outward  man  decay, 
Form*d  within  us  day  by  day 
Still  the  inner  man  we  view, 
Christ  creating  all  things  new. 

Turn,  O  turn  us,  Lord,  again, 
Raiser  Thou  of  £Eillen  man ; 
Sin  destroy,  and  nature's  boast, 
Saviour  Thou  of  spirits  lost 

Thy  great  will  in  us  be  done. 
Crucified  and  dead  our  own ; 
Ours  no  longer  let  us  be. 
Hide  us  from  ourselves  in  Thee. 

Thou  the  life,  the  truth,  the  way, 
Suffer  us  no  more  to  stray : 
Give  us.  Lord,  and  ever  give, 
Thee  to  know,  in  Thee  to  live. 


EVENING  HYMN.* 

Omnipresent  God,  whose  aid 

No  one  ever  ask*d  in  vain. 
Be  this  night  about  my  bed. 

Every  evil  thought  restrain ; 
Lay  Thy  hand  upon  my  soul, 

God  of  my  unguarded  hours, 
All  mine  enemies  control, 

Hell,  and  earth,  and  nature^s  powers. 

Frail,  alas  1  my  nature  is, 

Ever  sinking  into  sin ; 
I  cannot  from  sinning  cease. 

All  unholy,  all  unclean ; 
Yet  to  Thee  for  help  I  seek. 

Perfect,  Lord,  Thy  strength  in  me  ; 
I  am  strong,  when  I  am  weak — 

Weak  myself,  but  strong  in  Thee. 

*  From  "  Hymns  aod  Sacred  Poems."   1749. 

Q  Q  2 


O  Thou  jealous  God,  come 

God  of  spotless  pmity ; 
Ctftim,  tuA  seize  me  for  Tl 

CoDseciste  my  heut  lo  1 
ITDdcT  Tby  prolectioa  ttkt, 

Songs  in  ihe  iiiglit-sMU>r 
I^et  me  sleep  to  Thee,  and 

Let  me  die  to  Thee,  and 

Only  lell  me  I  am  Thine, 

And  Thou  wilt  not  qnil ' 
Answec  me  in  dreams  Din 

Dreams  and  TisioDS  of  tfa 
Bid  m;  soul  in  sleep  go  on, 

Restlessly  its  God  desire 
Mourn  for  God  in  every  gr 

God  in  every  thought  la 


Loose  me  from  the  chains  i 
Set  me  from  my  body  fin 

Draw  with  stronger  inflaen 
My  unfetter'd  soul  to  Tl 

In  me.  Lord,  Thyself  rere; 
Fill  me  with  a  sweet  sat 
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Oh  that  I  might  know  Thee  mine ! 

Oh  that  I  might  Thee  receive ! 
Only  live  the  life  Divine, 

Only  to  Thy  glory  live ! 

Or,  if  Thou  my  soul  require 

£*er  I  see  the  morning  light, 
Grant  me.  Lord,  my  heart's  desire, 

Perfect  me  in  love  to-night ; 
Finish  Thy  great  work  of  love, 

Cut  it  short  in  righteousness ; 
Fit  me  for  the  realms  above. 

Change,  and  bid  me  die  in  peace. 

IN  FOR  THE  NATIVITY  OF  OUR  LORD.* 

• 

All  gloiy  to  God  in  the  sky, 

And  peace  upon  earth  be  restored ; 
O  Jesus,  exalted  on  high. 

Appear  our  omnipotent  Lord  1 
Who,  meanly  in  Bethlehem  bom. 

Didst  stoop  to  redeem  a  lost  race, 
Once  more  to  Thy  creature  return. 

And  reign  in  Thy  kingdom  of  grace. 

When  Thou  in  our  flesh  didst  appear. 

All  nature  acknowledged  Thy  birth ; 
Arose  the  acceptable  year. 

And  heaven  was  open'd  on  earth : 
Receiving  its  Lord  from  above. 

The  world  was  united  to  bless 
The  Giver  of  concord  and  love. 

The  Prince  and  the  Author  of  peace. 

O  wouldst  Thou  again  be  made  known, 

Again  in  Thy  Spirit  descend. 
And  set  up  in  each  of  Thine  own 

A  kingdom  that  never  shall  end. 
Thou  only  art  able  to  bless, 

And  make  the  glad  nations  obey, 
And  bid  the  dire  enmity  cease, 

And  bow  the  whole  world  to  Thy  sway. 

*  From  "  Hymns  for  the  Nativity  of  our  Lord.*'   1744. 


J^  LYRA  BRITAMMICA. 

CooM  tben  to  Thy  serranli  tgiia, 

Wbo  long  Thy  ■ppeaiing  to  kooir ; 
Tlly  quiet  and  peaceable  reign 

la  mercy  establish  below  ; 
All  sorrow  before  Thee  shall  fly, 

And  anger  and  hatred  be  o'er. 
And  envy  and  malice  shall  die. 

And  discord  aiBict  us  no  more. 

No  horrfd  alarum  of  war 

Shall  break  onr  eternal  repose  ; 
No  »ound  of  the  trumpet  i*  there, 

^VTiere  Jesu»'s  Spirit  o'erflowt : 
Appealed  by  the  channs  of  Thy  gnce, 

We  all  shall  in  amity  join, 
Ailtf  kindly  each  other  embrace, 

And  love  with  n  pasdoa  like  Thine. 


HYMN  FOR  EASTER  DAY.* 
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Soar  we  now  where  Christ  has  led. 
Following  our  exalted  Head : 
Made  like  Him,  like  Him  we  rise  ; 
Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies  I 

What  though  once  we  perish'd  all. 
Partners  in  our  parents*  fall  ? 
Second  life  we  all  receive, 
In  our  heavenly  Adam  live. 

Risen  with  Him,  we  upward  move ; 
Still  we  seek  the  things  above ; 
Still  pursue  and  kiss  the  Son, 
Seated  on  His  Father's  throne ; 

Scarce  on  earth  a  thought  bestow, 
Dead  to  all  we  leave  below  ; 
Heaven  our  aim  and  loved  abode, 
Hid  our  life  with  Christ  in  God  i 

Hid,  till  Christ  our  life  appear. 
Glorious  in  His  members  here  ; 
Join'd  to  Him,  we  then  shall  shine^ 
All  immortal,  all  Divine  ! 

Hail  the  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven  ! 
Praise  to  Thee  by  both  be  given  ; 
Thee  we  greet  triumphant  now  f 
Hail,  the  resurrection  Thou  ! 

King  of  glory.  Soul  of  bliss  ! 
Everlasting  life  is  this, 
Thee  to  know.  Thy  power  to  prove, 
Thus  to  sing,  and  thus  to  love  \ 


FOR  ASCENSION  DAY.* 

Hail  the  day  that  sees  Him  rise, 
Ravish'd  from  our  wishful  eyes ! 
Christ,  awhile  to  mortals  given. 
Re-ascends  His  native  heaven. 

*  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems.**   1739. 


LVKA  BRtTAltNICA* 

Hmtc  the  pompom  trininfA  ««it*  t 
"  lift  yoDr  heads,  etenuJ  pixs. 
Wide  unfold  tlie  ndiaot  wow  ; 
T4ke  the  King  olefarj  in  I" 


Ctrded  loond  with  ingel  powen, 
Thdr  triomphuit  Lord  and  oars, 
Conqueror  over  death  uid  no  j 
Take  the  King  of  gloiy  in  I 

Him  though  highest  heavoi  Rcdte^ 
Still  Me  loves  the  eaith  He  leans ; 
Tbongh  retnming  to  Hii  tbnMW; 
StiU  He  call*  D 


See,  He  lifts  His  hands  abore  I 
See,  He  shows  the  prints  of  love  1 
Haik,  His  giacioiis  lips  bestow 
Blessing  on  Hi*  Churdi  bdow  t 
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*Iliere  we  shall  with  Thee  remain, 
Xtaners  of  Thy  endless  reign  ; 
There  Thy  face  unclouded  see, 
Tind  our  heaven  of  heavens  in  Thee. 


THE  YEAR  OF  JUBILEE.* 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow 
The  gladly  solemn  sound  : 

Let  all  the  nations  know, 
To  earth's  remotest  bound, 

The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come  ; 

Return,  ye  ransom'd  sinners,  home. 

Jesus,  our  great  High-priest, 
Hath  full  atonement  made : 

Ye  weary  spirits,  rest ; 
Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad  : 

The  year,  etc 

Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  all-atoning  Lamb ; 
Redemption  through  His  blood 

Throughout  the  world  proclaim  : 

The  year,  etc. 

Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell. 

Your  liberty  receive ; 
And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell. 

And  blest  in  Jesus  live  : 

The  year,  etc. 

Ye  who  have  sold  for  nought 

Your  heritage  above, 
ShaU  have  it  back  unbought, 

The  gift  of  Jesu*s  love  : 

The  year,  etc. 

From  "  Hymns  for  New  Yeai^s  Day.**   X75a 


Come,  )ei  u  jma  ovr  ftieai 

Ttuu  Ibt«  obuia'd  the  p 
And  oo  tbe  cagfe-wings  of  1 

To  ym  wlcrtijJ  rise : 
Ltt  all  tbe  Biats  laiguiil 

Wiilt  tbuM  to  gtot7  goae 
Fat  an  Ibe  serruiu  of  oar  1 

In  eutb  ukd  heare^  aie 

One  Euni);  we  dmjl  in  Ub 

One  Chordi  *1»tc  bene 
Tboo^  DOT  dividfd  b;  [be 

Tbe  BUTOW  streun,  of  d( 
One  mnn  J  of  tbe  Utii^  Got 

To  His  ORnmaDd  ve  kr 
Ptn  of  His  btBt  hatb  avm 

And  3Mft  is  aoaimgjiam 

Ten  tboDiaDd  to  tbeir  oidb 
This  solesm  nxxnenl  By, 

And  ve  an  to  tbe  mai^n  ( 
And  wK  expect  to  die  : 

Ws  militant  embodied  hott 
With  wiibfal  loolu  wc  M 

Aod  >OTis  to  lee  that  bappj 
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E'en  now  by  faith  we  join  our  hands 

With  those  that  went  before, 
And  greet  the  blood-besprinkled  bands 

On  the  eternal  shore. 

Our  spirits  too  shall  quickly  join. 

Like  theirs  with  glory  crown'd. 
And  shout  to  see  our  Captain's  sign. 

To  hear  His  trumpet  sound. 
O  that  we  now  might  grasp  our  Guide  ! 

O  that  the  word  were  giyen  I 
Come,  Lord  of  hosts,  the  waves  divide. 

And  land  us  all  in  heaven  ! 


DIVINE  LOVE.* 

Love  Divine,  all  loves  excelling, 

Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down  ; 
Fix  in  us  Thy  humble  dwelling. 

All  thy  faithful  mercies  crown  : 
Jeso,  Thou  art  all  compassion. 

Pure,  unbounded  love  Thou  art ; 
Vi^t  us  with  Thy  salvation. 

Enter  every  trembling  heart 

Breathe,  O  breathe  Thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every  troubled  breast ; 
Let  us  all  in  Thee  inherit. 

Let  us  find  that  second  rest : 
Take  away  our  power  of  sinning. 

Alpha  and  Omega  be  ; 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning. 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty. 

Come,  almighty  to  deliver ! 

Let  us  all  Thy  life  receive  ; 
Suddenly  return,  and  never, 

Never  more  Thy  temples  leave. 

lynms  for  those  that  seek  and  those  that  have  Redemption  in  the 
asChritt.'*   Z746. 


Clun^rd  from  glory  into  gtoi 
11]]  ID  heaven  we  ulie  oar 

Till  we  cast  otu  crowns  befbi 
LtM  in  woader,  loi«,  ud 


FOR  THE  TIME  OF  TF 

Ya  Mrvants  of  God,  joor  Mast 
Aitd  pablisli  mbn>ad  His  w<xidi 
The  nunc  all-iidorioas  of  Jesi 
His  kingdtHD  i$  ^orioos,  tod  r 

Tbe  waves  of  die  sem  have  till  I 
Son  troabled  ihu  we  in  Jesus 
TIk  floods  tlKj  are  rouii^  bv 
Wliile  we  are  adoring.  He  a\w. 

Hen,  derik  aigaije  ;  the  UIloii 
And  hotriblf  cage,  tutd  tlueate 
Their  fiuy  shall  never  oni  sutu 
Tbe  weaJtest  believer  is  bui]t  o 

God  niletb  on  liigfa,  almighty  t 
And  stil]  He  b  ni^  His  presi 
The  grral  congitgation  Hit  bi 
Ascrilrine  solvatioD  to  lesos  on 
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^^:^,^^^^*^  adore,  and  give  Him  His  right, 
^^,^^»  and  power,  and  wisdom,  and  might, 
"^  v\^  ^^^»  ^^^  blessing,  with  angels  above, 
^ks  never  ceasing,  and  infinite  love. 


^YMN  ON  CONVERSION.* 

^  FOR  a  thousand  tongues,  to  sing 

My  dear  Redeemer's  praise  I 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  His  grace. 

My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim, 
To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad 

The  honours  of  Thy  name. 

Jesus,  the  name  that  charms  our  fears. 

That  bids  our  sorrows  cease  ; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 

'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace  ! 

He  breaks  the  power  of  cancell'd  sin  • 

He  sets  the  prisoner  free  ; 
His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean, — 

His  blood  avail'd  for  me. 

He  speaks,  and,  listening  to  His  voice. 

New  life  the  dead  receive ; 
The  moumfid,  broken  hearts  rejoice. 

The  humble  poor  believe. 

Hear  Him,  ye  deaf !  His  praise,  ye  dumb, 

Your  loosen'd  tongues  employ  1 
Ye  olind,  behold  your  Saviour  come, 

'And  leap,  ye  lame,  for  joy  I 

lymn,  as  published  by  Charles  Wesley  in  his  "  Hymns  and  Sacred 
40^  extends  to  eighteen  verses.  The  first  six  and  last  four  verses 
«a  nprodnoed,  and  are  here  omitted. 


see  til  yo**  "^X^  vas  sliuol 
FiWeverfK 


^oulo(°^ 


KKESTLWG  JACOB.' 
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'Tis  all  in  vain  to  hold  Thy  tongue. 

Or  touch  the  hollow  of  my  thigh : 
Though  every  sinew  be  unstrung, 

Out  of  my  arms  Thou  shalt  not  fly ; 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  Thee  go^ 
Till  I  Thy  name,  Thy  nature  know. 

What  though  my  shrinking  flesh  complain. 

And  murmur  to  contend  so  long ! 
I  rise  superior  to  my  pain ; 

When  I  am  weak  then  I  am  strong, 
And  when  my  all  of  strength  shall  fail, 
I  shall  with  the  God-man  prevalL 

My  strength  is  gone,  my  nature  dies, 

I  sink  beneath  Thy  weighty  hand, 
Faint  to  revive,  and  fall  to  rise  ; 

I  fall,  and  yet  by  faith  I  stand. 
I  stand,  and  will  not  let  Thee  go. 
Till  I  Thy  name,  Thy  nature  know. 

Yield  to  me  now,  for  I  am  weak. 

But  confident  in  self-despair; 
Speak  to  my  heart,  in  blessings  speak ; 

Be  conquer'd  by  my  instant  prayer ; 
Speak,  or  Thou  never  hence  shalt  move, 
And  tell  me  if  Thy  name  is  Love. 

'Tis  Love,  *tis  Love  I  Thou  diedst  for  me ; 

I  hear  Thy  whisper  in  my  heart ; 
The  morning  breaks,  the  shadows  flee; 

Pure,  universal  Love  Thou  art. 
To  me,  to  all  Thy  bowels  move. 
Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 

My  prayer  hath  power  with  God ;  the  grace 

Unspeakable  I  now  receive. 
Through  faith  I  see  Thee  face  to  face; 

I  see  Thee  face  to  face,  and  Hve. 
In  vain  I  have  not  wept  and  strove. 
Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 


Huh  rose  wUh  beilmg  in  Hi 
Wiiber'd  mj  B«tnre's  tti<^;th  ; 

Mir  soul  its  life  ukI  sacxiaai  b 
ilj  bclp  is  in  laid  np  ibon, 
lij  BUBic  ud  Th;  Dime  is  L( 

CoDtoited  now,  Bpca  my  tUgh 
I  luh,  tin  life's  shoit  jooraer 

All  bdpksaiess,  aU  wakncB  1 
On  Thee  alone  lot  stRnglli  A 

Xor  hare  I  powei,  &mi  Tbe^  I 

Tbj  DatnTe  and  Thj  name  is  Ix 

Lame  as  I  am,  I  lake  the  picj. 
Hell,  earth,  and  an,  with  easi 

I  le^  for  joy,  panoe  my  way. 
And  as  a  boonding  hart  ttj  be 

Through  >B  eteniitj  to  prorc 

Th  J  natuTc  and  Th  j  name  b  La 


AFTER  A  RELAPSE  INTO 

Depth  of  menj,  can  there  be 
Mercy  still  rcserred  for  me  ! 
Can  my  Cod  His  wnlh  ibrtiea 
Me,  the  d         " 


I  have  long  withstood  His  grac 
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I  my  Master  have  denied, 

I  afresh  have  crucified, 

Oft  profaned  His  hallowed  name, 

Put  Him  to  an  open  shame. 

I  have  spilt  His  precious  blood, 
Trampled  on  the  Son  of  God  ; 
Fill'd  with  pangs  unspeakable, 
I — and  yet  am  not  in  hell, 

Lo,  I  cumber  still  the  ground  I 
Lo,  an  Advocate  is  found, — 
**  Hasten  not  to  cut  him  down. 
Let  this  barren  soul  alone/' 

Jesus  speaks,  and  pleads  His  blood. 
He  disarms  the  wrath  of  God  ; 
Now  my  Father's  bowels  move, 
Justice  lingers  into  love. 

Kindled  His  relentings  are ; 
Me  He  now  delights  to  spare ; 
Cries,  **  How  shall  T  give  thee  up?" 
Lets  the  lifted  thunder  drop. 

Whence  to  me  this  waste  of  love? 
Ask  my  Advocate  above ; 
See  the  cause  in  Jesu's  face, 
Now  before  the  throne  of  grace. 

There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands ; 

Shows  His  wounds,  and  spreads  His  hands  ; 

God  is  love !  I  know,  I  feel ; 

Jesus  weeps,  but  loves  me  still. 

Jesus,  answer  from  above, — 
Is  not  all  Thy  nature  love  ? 
Wilt  Thou  not  the  wrong  forget? 
Suffer  me  to  kiss  Thy  feet? 

R  K 


LYRA  BRITANNICA. 

If  I  ri^tly  re»d  Thy  beut. 
If  Thoa  all  compasdoo  ut. 
Bow  TliiDe  e»r,  in  mercj  bow, 
Pudon  and  accept  mt  noir. 

Kty  from  Thine  eye  let  fall ; 
By  a  look  my  sonl  reeall; 
Now  the  Ktone  to  flesh  amrert; 
Cast  a  look,  and  h«ak  mj  htui. 

Now  incline  me  to  repent ; 
Let  me  now  my  fall  lament ; 
Now  my  foul  levolt  deplc««; 
Weep,  believe,  and  un  no  mote. 


HYMN  FOR  THE  WATCH-NIGHT.* 
Thou  Judge  of  quick  and  dead. 

Before  whose  bat  severe, 

With  holy  joy  or  guilty  dread. 

We  all  shall  soon  appear  ; 
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The  solemn  midnight  cry — 

**  Ye  dead,  the  Judge  is  come ; 
Arise,  and  meet  Him  in  the  sky, 

And  meet  your  instant  doom/' 

Oh  may  we  thus  be  found. 

Obedient  to  His  word  ! 
Attentive  to  the  trumpet's  sound. 

And  looking  for  our  Lord ! 
Oh  may  we  thus  insure 

Our  lot  among  the  blest  I 
And  watch  a  moment,  to  secure 

An  everlasting  rest. 

IN  TEMPTATION.* 

Jesu,  lover  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  Thy  bosom  fly. 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll. 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high  ; 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 

O  receive  my  soul  at  last. 

Other  refuge  have  I  none, 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee  ; 
Leave,  ah  !  leave  me  not  alone. 

Still  support  and  comfort  me :       . 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  sta/d  ; 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring ; 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 

Wilt  Thou  not  regard  my  call  ? 

Wilt  Thou  not  accept  my  prayer  ? 
Lo  !  I  sink,  I  faint,  I  fall : 

Lo  I  on  Thee  I  cast  my  care. 
Reach  me  out  Thy  gracious  hand  ; 

While  I  of  Thy  strength  receive, 
Hoping  against  hope  I  stand. 

Dying,  and  behold  I  live  ! 

*  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems.**    1740. 

R  R  2 


Plenteous  ffrace  with  Thee  te  I 

CncF  to  cover  all  m;  sin  ; 
Let  the  healing  stnrazns  aboan 

Make  and  keep  roe  pore  wil 
Thou  of  life  the  fouatain  art ; 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee  i 
Spring  Thou  up  within  rajr  he 

Rise  to  all  etemitj. 


DESIRING  TO  LOVE 

0  Love  Divine,  how  sweet  Tho 
When  shall  I  find  mj  willii^  ht 

All  taken  up  by  Thee  ! 

1  thirst,  and  faint,  and  die  to  pr 
The  greatness  of  redeeming  love 

The  love  of  Christ  to  me  1 

Stronger  His  love  than  death  or 
Its  riches  ara  nnseardublc : 

The  (Intboni  sons  of  light 
Desire  in  vain  its  depth  to  ttt ; 
Thqr  cannot  reach  the  mystery. 

The  length,  and  breadth,  tai 

God  only  knows  the  tore  of  Goi 
O  that  it  now  were  shed  abnjAd 

In  this  poor  stony  heait  I 
For  love  I  sigh,  fur  love  1  piae . 
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O  that  I  could  for  ever  sit 
With  Mary  at  the  Master's  feet  I 

Be  this  my  happy  choice  : 
My  only  care,  delight,  and  bliss, 
My  joy,  my  heaven  on  earth,  be  this, 

To  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice  I 

O  that,  with  humbled  Peter,  I 
Could  weep,  believe,  and  thrice  reply, 

My  faithfulness  to  prove ; 
Thou  know'st  (for  all  to  Thee  is  known), 
Thou  know'st,  O  Lord,  and  Thou  alone. 

Thou  know*st  that  Thee  I  love. 

O  that  I  could,  with  favoured  John, 
Recline  my  weary  head  upon 

The  dear  Redeemer's  breast ; 
From  care,  and  sin,  and  sorrow  free, 
Give  me,  O  Lord,  to  find  in  Thee 

My  everlasting  rest 

Thy  only  love  do  I  require. 
Nothing  in  earth  beneath  desire. 

Nothing  in  heaven  above  ; 
Let  earth,  and  heaven,  and  all  things  go ; 
Give  me  Thy  only  love  to  know. 

Give  me  Thy  only  love. 


IN  A  STORM.* 

Glory  to  Thee,  whose  powerful  word 
Bids  the  tempestuous  wind  arise : 

Glory  to  Thee,  the  sovereign  Lord 
Of  air,  and  earth,  and  seas,  and  sides. 

Let  air,  and  earth,  and  skies  obey, 
And  seas  Thy  awful  will  perform  : 

From  them  we  learn  to  own  Thy  sway, 
And  shout  to  meet  the  gathering  storm. 

*  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems.**   1740. 


Unmoved,  tfaoogti  rapid  whirlwioili 
And  all  the  iratery  world  aptom 

Roar  on,  ye  waves  !  oar  souls  de^ 
Yoar  nuring  to  disturb  oar  rest ; 

In  nin  to  impair  the  calm  je  try. 
The  calm  in  a  believer's  tntssL 

Rage,  while  oar  fiulh  (he  Savjonr  t 
Thon  lea,  the  serrant  of  His  wil 

Rise,  while  oor  God  penniu  thee. 
But  fall  when  He  shall  say,  "St 


HYUN  FOR  CHRISTMAS 

Hakk,  how  all  the  welkin  rioj 
"Glory  to  the  King  of  kings  ; 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mil 
God  and  sinners  reconciled  1" 

Joyfiil  all  ye  nations  rise. 
Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies ; 
Universal  natore,  say, 
"  Christ,  the  Lord,  Is  bom  to- 

Christ,  by  bluest  heaven  ador 
Christ,  the  evcHasting  Laid  I 
Late,  in  time,  behold  Him  cm 
OI!spring  of  a  virgin's  wombt 
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Hail,  the  heavenly  Prince  of  peace  I 
Hail,  the  Sun  of  righteousness ! 
Light  and  life  to  all  He  brings. 
Risen  with  healing  in  His  wings. 

Mild  He  lays  His  glory  by ; 
Bom,  that  man  no  more  may  die ; 
Bom,  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth ; 
Bom,  to  give  them  second  birth. 

Come,  Desire  of  nations,  come, 
Fix  in  us  Thy  humble  home ; 
Rise,  the  womaft's  conquering  Seed, 
Bruise  in  us  the  serpent's  head. 

Now  display  Thy  saving  power, 
Ruin'd  nature  now  restore  ; 
Now  in  mystic  union  join. 
Thine  to  ours,  and  ours  to  Thine. 

Adam's  likeness.  Lord,  ef&ce, 
Stamp  Thy  image  in  its  place ; 
Second  Adam  from  above, 
Reinstate  us  in  Thy  love. 

Let  us  Thee,  though  lost,  regain. 
Thee,  the  life,  the  heavenly  man ; 
Oh  to  all  Thyself  impart, 
Form'd  in  each  believing  heart ! 


GLORY  TO  GOD.* 

Glory  be  to  God  on  high, 
God  whose  glory  fills  the  sky; 
Peace  on  earth  to  man  forgiven, 
Man  the  well-beloved  of  Heaven. 

Sovereign  Father,  heavenly  King^ 
Thee  we  now  presume  to  sing ; 
Glad  Thine  attributes  confess, 
Glorious  all  and  numberless. 

•  From  "  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems."    X799. 


LTRA  BRITANNICA. 

H^!  by  all  Thy  works  sdoted; 
H«ll  I  the  everlasting  Loid; 
Thee  wilh  thankful  heaits  we  prove 
Lord  of  power  and  God  of  love. 

Christ  onr  Lord  and  God  we  own — 
Christ,  the  Father's  only  Soti, 
Lamb  of  God  for  sinnen  slain. 
Saviour  of  offending  man. 

Bow  Thine  ear,  in  mercy  bow, 
Hear,  the  world's  Atonement  Thoo  ; 
JesQ,  in  Thy  name  we  pray, 
Take,  oh,  take  our  sins  away  ! 

Powerfiil  Advocate  with  God, 
Jiutily  us  by  Thy  blood ; 
Bow  Thine  ear,  Id  meiey  bow. 
Hear,  the  world's  Atoncmtnt  Thon '. 

Hear ;  fot  Thou,  O  Christ,  alone. 
Art  with  Thy  great  Father  one ; 


CHARLES  WESLEY.  617 

Hold  me  fast  in  Thy  embrace, 
Let  me  see  Thy  smiling  face  ; 
Give  me,  Lord,  Thy  blessing  give, 
Pray  for  me,  and  I  shall  live. 

I  shall  live  the  simple  life, 
Free  from  sin's  uneasy  strife. 
Sweetly  ignorant  of  ill. 
Innocent,  and  happy  still. 

Oh  that  I  may  never  know 
What  the  wicked  people  do ; 
Sin  is  contrary  to  Thee, 
Sin  is  the  forbidden  tree. 

Keep  me  from  the  great  offence, 
Guard  my  helpless  innocence ; 
Hide  me  from  all  evil,  hide 
Self,  and  stubbornness,  and  pride. 

Lamb  of  God,  I  look  to  Thee, 
Thou  shalt  my  example  be  ; 
Thou  art  gentle,  meek,  and  mild ; 
Thou  wast  once  a  little  child. 

Fain  I  would  be  as  Thou  art ; 
Give  me  Thy  obedient  heart ; 
Thou  art  pitiful  and  kind. 
Let  me  have  Thy  loving  mind. 

Meek  and  lowly  may  I  be. 
Thou  art  all  humility  ; 
Let  me  to  my  betters  bow. 
Subject  to  Thy  parents  Thou. 

Let  me  above  all  fulfil 
God  my  heavenly  Father's  will. 
Never  His  good  Spirit  grieve. 
Only  to  His  glory  live. 


live  1  hrseit  wlttain  my  beut. 
I  shall  then  show  fonh  ThT  pn 
Serve  Thee  all  my  happy  days  ; 
Then  the  vorld  Aai\  alwiyx  w 
Chiin,  the  Holy  Child,  in  mc 

THE  JVDGMEST  HYMJ 
Lo  !  He  comes  with  cloads  desoe 

Once  for  broar'd  sinncn  dBin 
Thousutd,  thousand  uints  attend 

Swell  the  triumph  of  Hit  tnin 
Halleiujah  ! 

God  appears  on  earth  to  rrigQ  I 
Every  eye  shall  now  behi^  Him 

Robed  in  dreadful  majeity  ; 
Those  who  set  at  nought  and  sold 

Pierced,  and  nailed  Him  lo  the 
Deeply  wailing. 

Shall  the  true  Mes^ah  $ec. 
The  dear  token*  of  Hit  pasdoa 

Still  His  dauling  body  bean. 
Cause  of  endless  exultation 

To  His  ransom'd  woisfaippen; 
With  what  rapture 

Gaie  we  on  those  gloiioos  Kais 
Yea,ame, 

Highoi 
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JOHN  WESLEY. 

Y,  second  fon  of  the  Rev.  Samuel  Wesley,  and  brother  of  the  preceding  writer, 
ipvorth,  on  the  xTth  June.  1703.  When  a  child,  he  narrowly  escaped  bdng 
th,  when  his  fiuher's  rectory  was  set  on  fire  by  some  hostile  parishioners.  He 
at  the  Charterhouse,  and  in  his  serenteenth  year  became  a  student  of  Christ 
d.  When  at  the  university,  he  joined  some  other  earnest  young  men  in  forming 
lety.  The  members  met  for  social  prayer,  visited  the  poor,  relieved  the  desd* 
1  twice  a  week.  He  declined  being  nominated  as  assistant  and  successor  to  his 
xpted  an  invitation  to  proceed  to  the  new  colony  of  Georgia  as  a  missionary, 
panied  by  Ws  brother  Charles  and  others  of  his  Oxford  associates.  He  settled 
Mit  the  strictness  of  his  discipline  led  to  a  popular  outburst  and  to  hh  return  to 
his  way  to  Georgia  he  had  met  with  several  (rious  Moravians,  and  on  his  return 
sme  acquainted  with  Peter  Boehler,  the  Moravian,  whose  converse  led  to  an 
in  his  religious  views.  Wesley  attached  himself  to  Mr.  Whitefield ;  but  their 
)n  was  speedily  broken  up  by  the  adherence  of  the  former  to  Arminian  tenets. 
r  espousal  of  Calvinistic  doctrines  by  the  latter.  By  a  course  of  inde£itigable 
h  the  aid  of  lay  preaching,  he  effected  a  remarlcable  revival  of  evangelical  re- 
mded  the  religions  community  which  bears  his  name.  He  died  on  the  2nd 
I  his  eighty-ninth  year. 

John  Wesley,"  sajrs  one  of  his  biographers.  "  had  a  pure  taste  for  poetry,  and 
many  of  our  hymns,  but  he  UM  me  that  he  and  his  brother  agreed  not  to  dis- 
liymns  fix>m  each  other's."  On  this  account  it  is  impossible  to  determine  what 
Titten  by  him.  Tradition  assigns  to  him  six  or  seven  original  hymns,  and  it  is 
translated  twenty-nine  hymns  from  the  German,  two  firom  the  French,  and  one 
sh. 


THE  BELIEVER'S  SUPPORT.* 

O  Thou,  to  whose  all -searching  sight 
The  darkness  shineth  as  the  light, 
Search,  prove  my  heart,  it  pants  for  Thee ; 
Oh,  burst  these  bonds  and  set  it  free  ! 

Wash  oat  its  stains,  refine  its  dross, 
Nail  my  affections  to  the  cross  ; 
Hallow  each  thought,  let  all  within 
Be  dean,  as  Thou,  my  Lord,  art  dean. 

If  in  this  darksome  wild  I  stray, 

Be  Thou  my  light,  be  Thou  my  way ; 

No  foes,  no  violence  I  fear, 

No  fraud,  while  Thou,  my  God,  art  near. 

When  rising  floods  my  soul  overflow, 
When  sinks  my  heart  in  waves  of  woe, 
Jesus,  Thy  timely  aid  impart. 
And  raise  my  head  and  dieer  my  heart. 

*  Tmtslated  firom  the  German  of  Gerhard  Tersteegen. 


My  strenein  proponiOD  lO  10;  < 
Till  toil  and  grief  and  pain  shal 
Where  all  is  calm  and  jojr  vid  ] 


A  PARAPHRASE  ON  THE  LORrc 

Father  of  all,  whose  poweilid  t 

Call'd  forth  this  universal  franu 
Whose  merdes  over  all  rejoice, 

Tlirou^  endless  ages  still  the  s 
Than,  by  thy  word,  upholdest  alj 

Thy  boanleous  love  to  all  is  sh 
Thou  hear'st  Thy  every  creature'! 

And  lUIest  eveiy  mouth  with  gi 

In  heaven  Thou  rt^'st,  enthron 

Nature's  expanse  beneath  Tbei 
Earth,  air,  and  sea  before  Thy  si) 

And  hell's  deep  gloom,  arc  opt 
Wisdom,  and  might,  and  love  an 

Prostrate  before  Thy  lux  we  6 
Confess  Thy  attributes  Divine, 

And  hail  Thee  soverei^  Lord  < 

Thee,  toverdgn  Lord,  let  all  conl 
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Son  of  Thy  Sire's  eternal  love, 

Take  to  Thyself  Thy  mighty  power  ; 
Let  all  earth's  sons  Thy  mercy  prove, 

Let  all  Thy  bleeding  grace  adore  ; 
The  triumphs  of  Thy  lo^display, 

In  every  heart  reign  Thou  alone, 
Till  all  Thy  foes  confess  Thy  sway. 

And  glory  ends  what  grace  begun. 


Spirit  of  grace  and  health  and  power, 

Foimtain  of  light  and  love  below. 
Abroad  Thine  healing  influence  shower. 

O'er  all  the  nations  let  it  flow. 
Inflame  our  hearts  with  perfect  love, 

In  us  the  work  of  faith  fulfil ; 
So  not  heaven's  host  shall  swifter  move. 

Than  we  on  earth,  to  do  Thy  will. 

Father,  'tis  Thine  each  day  to  yield 

Thy  children's  wants  a  fresh  supply  ; 
Thou  cloth'st  the  lilies  of  the  field. 

And  hearest  the  young  ravens  cry. 
On  Thee  we  cast  our  care  ;  we  live 

Through  Thee,  who  know'st  our  every  need ; 
Oh,  feed  us  with  Thy  grace,  and  give 

Our  souls  this  day  the  living  bread  ! 

Eternal,  spotless  Lamb  of  God, 

Before  the  world's  foundation  slain, 
Sprinkle  us  ever  with  Thy  blood ; 

Oh,  cleanse  and  keep  us  ever  clean. 
To  every  soul  (all  praise  to  Thee), 

Our  bowels  of  compassion  move ; 
And  all  mankind  by  this  may  see 

God  is  in  us,  for  God  is  love. 

Giver  and  Lord  of  life,  whose  power 
And  guardian  care  for  all  are  free. 

To  Thee,  in  fierce  temptation's  hour. 
From  sin  and  Satan  let  us  flee. 


LYRA  BRITAKNICA. 

Thine,  Loid,  w«  aic,  md  oon  ThoD  nit; 

In  n  be  all  Thy  goodneu  show*!! ; 
Renew,  enlarge,  uid  fill  our  faeatt 

With  peace,  aad  jay,  and  beaTCn,  and  Cod. 
« 
Bleiaing  ind  honour,  praise  and  Iot^ 

Co-eqoal,  co-etemal  Three, 
In  earth  bclov  uid  heaven  abore. 

By  aU  Thj  works,  be  paid  lo  Thee. 
Thrice  Holy,  Thine  the  kingdom  is. 

The  power  ocmipolent  is  Thine ; 
And  when  created  nature  dies. 


THE  PILGKIM.- 

How  happy  is  the  pilgrim's  lot  1 
How  free  from  every  onijous  thonght, 
From  worldly  hope  and  fear  I 
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I  have  no  sharer  of  my  heart, 
To  rob  my  Saviour  of  a  part 

And  desecrate  the  whole  : 
Only  betrothed  to  Chrkt  am  I, 
And  wait  His  coming  from  the  sky, 

To  wed  my  happy  soul. 

I  have  no  babes  to  hold  me  here, 
But  children  more  securely  dear 

For  mine  I  humbly  claim  : 
Better  than  daughters  or  than  sons, 
Temples  Divine  of  living  stones 

Inscribed  with  Jesu*s  name. 

No  foot  of  land  do  I  possess, 
No  cottage  in  this  wilderness  : 

A  poor  wayfaring  man, 
I  lodge  awhile  in  tents  below. 
Or  gladly  wander  to  and  fix>. 

Till  I  my  Canaan  gain. 

Nothing  on  earth  I  call  my  own, 
A  stranger  to  the  world,  unknown, 

I  all  their  goods  despise : 
I  trample  on  their  whole  delight, 
And  seek  a  country  out  of  sight, 

A  country  in  the  skies. 

There  is  my  house  and  portion  fair, 
My  treasure  and  my  heart  are  there. 

And  my  abiding  home  : 
For  me  my  elder  brethren  stay, 
And  angels  beckon  me  away. 

And  Jesus  bids  me  come. 

I  come,  Thy  servant.  Lord,  replies, 
I  come  to  meet  Thee  in  the  skies. 

And  claim  my  heavenly  rest : 
Now  let  the  pilgrim's  journey  end  ; 
Now,  O  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 

Receive  me  to  Thy  breast 


Belbre  die'  insufleialile  bUie 

Angels  with  both  wings  t^I  thd 
Yet,  free  as  air  Thy  bounty  streun 
On  all  Thy  works  ;  Tliy  raenT*!  b 

DUBlsive  as  Thy  son's,  arise. 
Astonish'd  at  Thy  fiowning  brow, 
Eaith,  hell,  and  heaven's  strong  pi 

Terrible  majesty  is  Thine ! 
Who  (hen  can  that  vasl  love  expre 
Which  bows  Thee  down  to  me,  wl 

Than  nothing  am,  till  Thou  ut  i 

High  throned  on  heaven's  etemil  fa 
In  number,  weight,  and  measure  si 

Thou  sweetly  orderest  all  that  is 
And  yet  Thou  deign'sit  to  come  to 
And  guide  my  sicps,  that  I,  with  1 

Enthroned,  may  reign  in  endless 
Foontain  of  good,  all  blening  flow 
From  Thee  ;  no  want  Thy  fiilncss  I 

What  but  Thyself  canst  Thou  de 
Yes  ■'  self-sufficient  as  Thon  art. 
Thou  dosi  desire  my  worthless  hea 

This,  only  this,  dost  Thou  reqiiii 

Frimeral  Be«aty  !  in  Thy  sight. 
The  lirat-boni  &lrest  sons  of  li^ 
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Hell's  armies  tremble  at  Thy  nod, 
And,  trembling,  own  the*  almighty  God, 

Sovereign  of  earth,  air,  hell,  and  sky  : 
But  who  is  this  that  comes  from  far. 
Whose  garments  roU'd  in  blood  appear  ? 

'Tis  God  made  man,  for  man  to  die. 

O  God,  of  good  the'  unfathom'd  Sea  I 
Who  would  not  give  his  heart  to  Thee  ? 
,    Who  would  not  love  Thee  with  his  might, 
O  Jesu,  Lover  of  mankind  ? 
Who  would  not  his  whole  soul  and  mind. 
With  all  his  strength,  to  Thee  unite  ? 


SAMUEL  WESLEY. 

B  eldest  brother  of  the  two  precediim^  writers,  SAMUEL  WESLEY  was  bom  in  London, 
the  10th  February,  1690.  He  studied  at  Westminster  School,  and,  in  17x1,  was  elected  to 
lit  Church,  Oxford.  Having  g^aduyted  A.M.,  he  became  usher  in  Westminster  School, 
,  took  orders.  In  1732,  he  was  appointed  Head  Master  of  Blundell's  School,  Tiverton, 
poaabtre.  His  death  took  place  on  the  6th  November.  1739.  The  foUowiug  hymns  are  tran- 
bed  from  a  quarto  volume,  bearing  title  "  Poems  on  Several  Occasions,  by  Samuel  WeUey, 
C,"  Lcmdon,  1736^ 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOUNG  PERSON. 

The  morning  flowers  display  their  sweets, 
And  gay  their  silken  leaves  unfold  ; 

As  careless  of  the  noon-day  heats, 
And  fearless  of  the  evening  cold. 

Nipp'd  by  the  wind*s  unkindly  blast, 
Parch*d  by  the  sim's  directer  ray, 

The  momentary  glories  waste. 
The  short-lived  beautioi  die  away. 

So  blooms  the  human  face  Divine, 
When  youth  its  pride  of  beauty  shows  ; 

Fairer  than  spring  the  colours  shine, 
And  sweeter  than  the  virgin  rose. 

s  s 


Lei  sickness  bUst,  uul  death  de 
ir  heaven  must  recompeiue  o 

Perish  the  grass,  and  fide  the  fli 
If  firm  the  word  of  God  rem: 


HYMN  TO  THE  HOLY  SPl 
Hail,  Holy  Ghost,  Jehonh,  tfa 

In  order  of  the  Three  ; 
Spning  from  the  Father  and  the 
From  all  etemity  > 

Thy  Godhead  brooding  o'er  Ihe 
Of  formless  waters  lay. 

Spoke  into  order  all  that  is. 
And  darkness  into  day. 

In  lowest  hcU,  or  heami's  beigl 
Thy  preseoce  who  can  fly  ! 

Known  is  the  Father  to  Tliy  si|; 
The  depths  of  Deity. 

Thy  power  Ihrongh  Jesn's  hfe  d 

Quite  from  the  rirgin's  woml 

Dying,  Hit  soul  an  oflering  mai 
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HaU,  Holy  Ghost,  Jehovah,  Ihird 

In  order  of  the  Three ; 
Throned  with  the  Father  and  the  Word 

Through  all  eternity ! 

A  HYMN  FOR  SUNDAY. 

The  Lord  of  Sabbath  let  us  praise, 

In  concert  with  the  blest ; 
Who,  joyful  in  harmonious  lays. 

Employ  an  endless  rest. 

Thus,  Lord,  while  we  remember  Thee, 

We  blest  and  pious  grow ; 
By  hymns  of  praise  we  learn  to  be 

Triumphant  here  below. 

On  this  glad  day  a  brighter  scene 

Of  glory  was  display*d, 
By  God,  the  eternal  Word,  than  when 

This  universe  was  made  : 

He  rises,  who  mankind  has  bought 

With  grief  and  pains  extreme ; 
'Twas  great  to  speak  the  world  from  nought, 

*Twas  greater  to  redeem. 


HENRY  KIRKE  WHITE. 

'J«RY  KIRKB  WHITE  was  born  at  Nottingham,  on  the  aist  March,  xtSs-  His  father  was 
lotcher.  For  a  period  apprenticed  to  a  stocking-weaver.  he  subsequently  obtained  less 
lome  employment  in  an  attorney's  office.  In  his  eighteenth  year,  he  published  a  volume  of 
ms.  which  attracted  attention  and  commanded  the  admiration  of  the  poet  Southey.  His 
vs  were  now  directed  towards  the  Church,  and  Mr.  Simeon,  to  whom  his  talents  became 
>wn,  procured  him  a  sizarship  in  St  John's  College,  Cambridge.     During  two  years  at 

university,  he  greatly  distinguished  himself,  but  the  severity  of  his  application  overcame 
onstitution  ortginally  feeble.    He  died  on  the  X9th  October,  1806,  in  his  twenty^rst  year. 

"  Remains  "  have  been  edited  by  Southey,  accompanied  with  an  interesting  memoir. 

THE  STAR  OF  BETHLEHEM. 

When,  marshaird  on  the  nightly  plain,         * 

The  glittering  host  bestud  the  sky, 
One  star  alone  of  all  the  train 

Can  fix  the  sinner's  wandering  eye. 

s  s  2 


Deep  horror  theo  mjr  vitals  froze 
Oeath-strucli,  I  ceased  the  tide 

When  suddenly  «  star  arose, 
II  was  Ihe  star  of  B 


It  was  my  guide,  my  light,  my  all 
ll  bade  my  dark  foiebodii^  c« 

Altd,  through  the  stonn  and  dang 
It  kd  me  to  the  port  of  peace. 

Now,  safely  moor'd,  my  perils  o'( 
I'll  ling,  first  in  night's  diadem, 

For  ever,  and  for  eveimore. 
The  star,  the  star  of  Bethlehem 


THE  HIDING-PLACE. 
AWAEB,  sweet  harp  of  Jadah,  wi 
Retune  thy  strings  for  J«sus'  sake 
We  sing  the  Saviour  of  our  race. 
The  Lamb,  our  shield  and  hidii^ 

When  God's  right  aim  is  bared  fc 


HENRY   KIRKE  WHITE.  629 

Thus,  while  we  dwell  in  this  low  scene, 
The  Lamb  is  our  unfailing  screen  ; 
To  Him,  though  guilty,  still  we  run, 
And  God  still  spares  us  for  His  Son. 

While  yet  we  sojourn  here  below, 
Pollutions  still  our  hearts  overflow  ; 
Fallen,  abject,  mean,  a  sentenced  race. 
We  deeply  need  a  hiding-place. 

Yet,  courage  ;  da)rs  and  years  will  glide. 
And  we  shall  lay  these  clods  aside ; 
Shall  be  baptized  in  Jordan's  flood, 
And  wash'd  in  Jesus'  cleansing  blood. 

Then  pure,  immortal,  sinless,  freed. 
We,  through  the  Lamb,  shall  be  decreed  ; 
Shall  meet  the  Father  face  to  face. 
And  need  no  more  a  hiding-place. 


A  HYMN  FOR  FAMILY  WORSHIP. 

O  Lord,  another  day  is  flown. 

And  we,  a  lonely  band. 
Are  met  once  more  before  Thy  throne. 

To  bless  Thy  fostering  hand. 

And  wilt  Thou  lend  a  listening  ear 

To  praises  low  as  ours  ? 
Thou  wilt,  for  Thou  dost  love  to  hear 

The  song  which  meekness  pours. 

And,  Jesus,  Thou  Thy  smile  wilt  deign. 

As  we  before  Thee  pray  ; 
For  Thou  didst  bless  the  infant  train. 

And  we  are  less  than  they. 

Oh  let  Thy  grace  perform  its  part, 

And  let  contention  cease  ; 
And  shed  abroad  in  every  heart 

Thine  everlasting  peace  I 


\ 


WILLIAM  \VILLIAM: 


THE  CHRISTIAN  PILGRIM'S  ] 

Cdids  me,  O  Thou  ereat  JAm 

Pilgrim  thro'  this  barren  Und 

I  UD  weak,  bat  Thoa  art  might] 

Hold  rac  with  Thy  poweriUI  I 

Bread  of  heaven  !  bicad 

Feed  me  now  and  ercmii 

Open  now.  the  crystal  fbtmtaln 

Whence  the  heidiDg  streams  d 
Let  the  fiery  clondy  pillar 
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When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside ; 
Death  of  deaths,  and  hell's  destruction, 
Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side. 

Songs  of  praises,  songs  of  praises, 
I  will  ever  give  to  Thee. 

Musing  on  my  habitation, 

Musing  on  my  heav'nly  home, 
Fills  my  soul  with  holy  longing ; 
Come,  my  Jesus,  quickly  come. 
Vanity  is  all  I  see ; 
Lord,  I  long  to  be  with  Thee  ! 


MISSIONARY  HYMN. 

O'er  those  gloomy  hills  of  darkness. 
Look,  my  soul ;  be  still,  and  gaze ; 

All  the  promises  do  travel 
On  a  glorious  day  of  grace ; 

Blessed  Jubilee, 
Let  Thy  glorious  morning  dawn. 

Let  the  Indian,  let  the  negro. 
Let  the  rude  barbarian  see 

That  Divine  and  glorious  conquest 
Once  obtain'd  on  Calvary  ; 

Let  the  gospel 
Word  resound  from  pole  to  pole. 

Kingdoms  wide  that  sit  in  darkness, 
Let  them  have  the  glorious  light, 

And  from  eastern  coast  to  western 
May  the  morning  chase  the  night, 

And  redemption. 
Freely  purchased,  win  the  day. 

May  the  glorious  days  approaching 
From  eternal  darkness  dawn. 

And  the  everlasting  gospel 

Spread  abroad  Thy  holy  name. 

Thousand  years, 
Soon  appear ;  make  no  delay. 


Mij  Thy  eternal  wide  dominion 
Mallipty,  and  slill  increase  ; 

May  thy  sceptre 
Stray  th'  enlighten'd  woild  u 

Oh,  let  Moab  yield  and  tiembk 
Let  Philistia  never  boast, 

And  let  India  proud  be  scattere 
With  their  'numerable  host ; 

And  the  glory, 
Jeius,  only  be  to  Thee. 


THE  PROMISED  REST 

JesL's,  lead  mwith  Thy  power 

Safe  into  the  promis'd  rest ; 
Hide  our  soiJs  within  Thy  bosc 

Let  OS  slamber  on  Thy  hteaSi 
Feed  us  with  the  heav'nly  nuuir 

Bread  that  angels  eat  above  ; 
Lei  us  drink  from  the  holy  fbun 

Draughts  of  ercrlasting  love. 

ThlDoghout  the  desert  wild  com 
With  a  glorions  pillar  bright 
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In  Thy  presence  we  are  happy  ; 

In  Thy  presence  we're  secure  ; 
In  Thy  presence  all  afflictions 

We  will  easily  endure  ; 
In  Thy  presence  we  can  conquer. 

We  can  suffer,  we  can  die ; 
Far  from  Thee,  we  faint  and  languish ; 

Lord,  our  Saviour,  keep  us  nigh. 


MRS.  WILSON. 

ave  placed  the  fonowintf  hymn  under  the  name  of  MRS.  WILSON,  on  account  or  oar 
;:  it  so  associated  in  the  Collections.  We  have  failed  to  verify  the  authorship.  In  one 
tion  the  date  of  1837  is  assigned  to  the  composition.  We  have  printed  from  one  of  the 
'  copies. 

HEAVEN. 

We  speak  of  the  realms  of  the  blcss*d. 
Of  that  country  so  bright  and  so  fair. 

And  oft  are  its  glories  confessed ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? 

We  speak  of  its  pathways  of  gold, 
Of  its  walls  deck'd  with  jewels  so  rare. 

Of  its  wonders  and  treasures  untold  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? 

We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin. 
From  sorrow,  temptation,  and  care. 

From  trials  without  and  within ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? 

We  speak  of  its  service  of  love. 
Of  the  robes  which  the  glorified  wear, 

The  Church  of  the  first-bom  above ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ? 

Do  Thou,  Lord,  midst  pleasure  and  woe. 
Still  for  heaven  my  spirit  prepare  ; 

And  shortly  I  also  shall  know, 
And  feel  what  it  is  to  be  there. 


BLESSINGS  IN  AFFLICTIO: 

Often  the  douds  of  deepest  woe 
So  sweet  >  message  bear  ; 

Dark  tboagh  they  seem,  'twere  hs 
A  frown  of  anger  there 

Yes  1  onen  has  advertit]' 
A  richer  boon  bestowed. 

Has  oft  bequeath'd  a  purer  joj. 
Than  aU  that  mea  call  good. 

Our  spirits  are  loo  closely  bound 
To  earth's  delusive  toys  ; 

Foot  baubles  we  are  loath  to  leavi 
For  everlasting  joys. 

It  needs  our  hearts  be  weaned  firoi 
It  needs  that  we  be  driven, 

By  loss  of  every  earthly  stay. 
To  seelt  oar  joys  In  heaven. 
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He  was  a  Man  of  sorrows  !  He, 

Who  loved  and  saved  us  thus  ; 
And  shall  the  world  that  frowned  on  Him 

Wear  only  smiles  for  us  ? 

No  I  we  must  follow  in  the  path 

Our  Lord  and  Saviour  run  ; 
We  must  not  find  a  resting  place. 

Where  He  we  love  had  none. 


PRAISE  IN  AFFLICTION.* 

For  what  shall  I  praise  Thee,  my  God  and  my  King  ? 
For  what  blessings  the  tribute  of  gratitude  bring  ? 
Shall  I  praise  Thee  for  plenty,  for  health,  and  for  ease, 
For  the  spring  of  delight,  and  the  sunshine  of  peace  ? 

Shall  I  praise  Thee  for  flowers  that  bloom'd  on  my  breast. 
For  joys  in  perspective,  or  pleasures  possess*d  ? 
For  the  spirits  that  heighten'd  my  days  of  delight. 
And  the  slumber  that  sat  on  my  pillow  at  night. 

For  all  this  should  I  praise  Thee,  and  only  for  this, 
I  should  leave  half  unsung  Thy  donation  of  bliss  : ' 
I  praise  Thee  for  sorrow,  for  sickness,  for  care. 
For  the  thorns  I  have  gathered,  the  anguish  I  bear. 

For  my  nights  of  anxiety,  watching,  and  tears, 
A  present  of  pain,  a  perspective  of  fears  ; 
I  praise  Thee,  I  bless  Thee,  my  King  and  my  God, 
For  the  good  and  the  evil  Thy  hand  has  bestowed. 

The  flowers  were  sweet ;  but  their  fragrance  is  flown. 
They  left  me  no  fruit,  they  are  withered  and  gone  ; 
The  thorn  it  is  poignant,  but  precious  to  me, 
As  the  message  of  mercy  that  led  me  to  Thee. 

*  This  hymn  has  been  frequently  assigned  to  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Fry. 


INVITATION  TO  PRAISE. 
Come,  O  come  in  pious  Uyt, 
Sound  we  God  Almigfalj's  praise  i 
HUher  bring,  in  one  consenl. 
Heart  and  voice  and  instnuueDt, 
Muiic  add  of  every  kind, 
Sound  the  tramp,  Ihe  cornel  wind 
Strike  the  vio!,  touch  Ihe  late  ; 
Let  no  tongue  nor  stiing  be  mute, 
Nor  a  creature  dumb  be  found. 
That  halh  either  voice  or  sound. 

Let  those  things  which  do  not  Ihrc; 
In  still  music  praises  give  ; 
Lowly  pipe,  ye  wonns  that  ciecp^ 
On  the  eanh,  or  in  [he  deep  ; 
Loud  aloft  your  voices  strain. 
Beasts  and  monsten  of  the  main  ; 
Birds,  your  warbling  treble  sing  ; 
Clouds,  your  peals  of  thunders  tin 
Sun  and  moon,  exalted  higher. 
And  bright  stars,  augment  the  die 

Come,  ye  sons  of  human  race, 
In  this  chorus  take  your  place  ; 
And,  amid  the  mortal  (hrong, 
Be  you  masters  of  the  song. 
Angels  and  supernal  powers. 
Be  the  noblest  tenor  vours  : 
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From  earth's  vast  and  hollow  womb, 
Music's  deepest  bass  may  come  ; 
Seas  and  floods,  from  shore  to  shore, 
Shall  their  counter-tenors  roar. 
To  this  concert,  when  we  sing. 
Whistling  winds,  your  descants  bring  ; 
That  our  song  may  over-climb 
All  the  bounds  of  place  and  time. 
And  ascend,  from  sphere  to  sphere, 
To  the  great  Almighty's  ear. 

So,  from  heaven,  on  earth  He  shall 
Let  His  gracious  blessings  fall ; 
And  this  huge  wide  orb  we  see 
Shall  one  choir,  one  temple  be ; 
Where,  in  such  a  praiseful  tone 
We  will  sing  what  He  hath  done, 
That  the  cursed  fiends  below 
Shall  thereat  impatient  grow. 
Then,  O  come,  in  pious  lays, 
Sound  we  God  Almighty's  praise  ! 


CHRISTOPHER  WORDSWORTH,  D.D. 

YEN.  Christopher  Wordsworth.  D.D..  was  born  in  1807,  and  was  educated  at 
lester,  and  at  Trinity  College,  Cambridg^e.  He  was  elected  a  Fellow  of  his  Collie,  and 
;  Oiator  of  the  University.  In  1836,  he  became  Head  Ma^er  of  Harrow.  In  1844,  he  was 
>ted  to  a  canonry  in  Westminster  Abbey.  Dr.  Wordsworth  has  published  an  edition 
Creek  Testament,  and  portions  of  the  Old  Testament,  with  notes,  and  many  theological 
ereral  historical  works  and  volumes  of  travels  in  Greece.  Italy,  and  France.  The  foUow- 
f mns,  firom  his  pen.  are  transcribed  from  his  Collection  entitled  "  The  Holy  Year,"  or 
nns  for  Sundays  and  Holydays." 

SUNDAY. 

O  DAY  of  rest  and  gladness, 

O  day  of  joy  and  light, 
O  balm  of  care  and  sadness. 

Most  beautiful,  most  bright ; 
On  thee,  the  high  and  lowly. 

Through  ages  join*d  in  tune, 
Sing  Holy,  holy,  holy. 

To  the  great  God  Triune. 


■  UUU   oil  ■   IJU.I,    IJIULCUCU 

Front  storms  that  rotmd  as  il 
A  garden,  intcreected 

With  streams  of  PandU«  ; 
Tbou  art  a  cooling  fountain 

In  life's  diy,  drear;  tand  ; 
From  thee,  like  Pisgah's  moniU 

We  view  our  promised  land. 
Thou  art  a  holy  ladder, 

Where  angels  go  and  come ; 
Each  Sunday  finds  us  gladder. 

Nearer  to  heaven  our  home. 
A  day  of  sweet  refection 

Thou  art,  a  day  of  love  ; 
A  day  of  resutrection 

From  earth  to  things  above. 
To  Jay  on  weary  lutioas 

The  heavenly  manna  lalls  ; 
To  holy  convocations 

The  sQver  trumpet  calls, 
Where  gospel  light  is  glowii^ 

With  pure  and  radiant  beams 
And  living  water  flowing 

Wiih  soul -refreshing  streams. 


ir  day  of  rest. 
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INTERCESSION  FOR  CHILDREN. 

Heavenly  Father,  send  Thy  blessing 

On  Thy  children  gatherM  here ; 
May  they  all,  Thy  name  confessing 

Be  to  Thee  for  ever  dear. 
May  they  be,  like  Joseph,  loving, 

Dutiful,  and  chaste,  and  pure. 
And  their  faith,  like  David,  proving. 

Steadfast  unto  death  endure. 

Holy  Saviour,  who  in  meekness 

Didst  vouchsafe  a  child  to  be. 
Guide  their  steps,  and  help  their  weakness  ; 

Bless,  and  make  them  like  to  Thee  ; 
Bear  Thy  lambs,  when  they  are  weary, 

In  Thine  arms  and  at  Thy  breast  : 
Through  life's  desert,  dry  and  dreary. 

Bring  them  to  Thy  heavenly  rest. 

Spread  Thy  golden  pinions  o*cr  them. 

Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove  ; 
Guide  them,  lead  them,  go  before  them. 

Give  them  peace,  and  joy,  and  love. 
Temples  of  the  Holy  Spirit, 

May  they  with  Thy  glory  shine, 
And  immortal  bliss  inherit. 

And  for  evermore  be  Thine. 


A  HARVEST  HYMN. 

Our  hearts  and  voices  let  us  raise 
In  songs  of  thankfulness  and  praise. 
Our  heavenly  Father's  love  to  bless. 
Which  crowns  the  year  with  fruitfulness. 

Cheered  by  Thy  sun  and  fostering  rain, 
The  valleys  wave  with  golden  grain  ; 
The  corn*fields  teem  with  ripen'd  shocks,' 
The  stalls  with  herds,  the  folds  with  fiocks. 


May  dlslani  dimes  Thy  wqid  receJTc, 
Land  after  land,  (ill  ill  believe 
And  bear  the  fruit  that  never  dies, 
Till  earth  shall  bloom  like  paradUe; 

Shine  on  us  with  Thy  glorious  face, 
Refresh  us  with  Thy  gifts  of  grace  ; 
The  gifts  which  by  the  Holy  Ghost 
Were  shed  from  heaven  at  PentMOSt. 

O  may  we,  like  «,  fruilfu]  field. 
To  Thee  a  rich  abundance  yield  ; 
And,  as  the  fields  with  harvest  wav^ 
Rise  from  the  fiirrows  of  the  grave. 

So  when  the  angcl-reapers  come, 
And  Thou  shall  keep  Thy  harvest  ho< 
We  in  Thy  barn  may  gamer'd  be. 
Thy  heavenly  bam,  eternally. 

Praise  to  our  God  and  Father  give. 
The  Source  of  love  in  whom  we  live. 
Praise  to  the  Son  and  Spirit  be, 
Odc  only  God,  and  Persons  three. 
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When  Thou  madest  heaven  and  earth, 
Angels  shouted  at  their  birth  ; 
Morning  stars  in  chorus  sang, 
When  the  world  from  darkness  sprang. 

When  in  sin  and  death  we  lay, 
Thou  didst  wake  us  into  day  ; 
Thou,  in  human  nature  bom, 
Wast  to  us  a  glorious  mom. 

When  Thou  didst  arise  from  death, 
We  were  quicken'd  by  Thy  breath  ; 
W^e  arose  with  Thee  our  Head, 
First -begotten  from  the  dead. 

Look  on  all  with  pitying  eye 
Who  in  heathen  darkness  lie  ; 
Scatter,  Lord,  their  shades  of  night. 
Dawn  upon  them  with  Thy  light. 


Send  to  us  the  Holy  Ghost, 
Give  the  light  of  Pentecost ; 
That  we  may  for  ever  bless 
Thee,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness. 

Keep  us  safe  from  harm  and  sin. 
Foes  around  us  And  within  ; 
May  we  know  Thee  ever  nigh. 
Ever  walk  as  in  Thine  eye. 

Lead  us  onward,  Lord,  we  pray. 
To  the  pure  and  perfect  day, 
Where  we  may  the  glory  see 
Of  the  blessed  Trinity. 

Glory  to  the  Father  be. 
Glory,  Light  of  Light,  to  Thee  ; 
With  the  father  and  the  Son 
Praise  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One. 

T  T 


HVMN  FOR  NOONDA\ 

Up  to  the  thniDe  of  God  ii  bor 
Tbe  Toke  of  praise  at  early  mo 
And  He  acxxpts  tbe  pnnctoal  h 
Sung  u  the  ligtit  of  dajr  grows  < 

Nor  will  He  turn  His  ear  aside, 
From  holy  oRerings  at  Qoonlidc 
Then,  here  reposing,  let  ns  rain 
A  song  of  graUtadc  and  praise. 

What  though  onr  bonJen  be  do 
We  must  not  toil  from  mom  lo 
Tlie  respite  of  the  midday  hoar 
Is  in  the  thankJiil  creature's  po' 

Blest  arc  the  moments,  doubly 
That,  drawn  from  this  one  houi 
Are  with  a  read;  hand  bcstowe 
VlXin  the  serrice  of  our  God. 
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Look  up  to  heaven  !  the  industrious  sun 
Already  half  his  race  hath  run ; 
He  cannot  halt  nor  go  astray, 
But  our  immortal  spirits  may. 

Lord,  since  his  rising  in  the  east, 
If  we  have  faltered  or  transgressed, 
Guide,  from  Thy  love's  abundant  source, 
What  yet  remains  of  this  day's  course. 

Help  with  Thy  grace,  through  life's  short  day, 
Our  upward  and  our  downward  way ; 
And  glorify  for  us  the  west. 
When  we  shall  sink  to  final  rest 


ANDREW  YOUNG. 

>RBW  Young  b  a  native  of  Edinburnrh.  His  fatlier.  Darid  Younir.  was  upwards  of 
jrean  one  of  die  most  successful  teacliers  in  that  city.  The  subject  of  this  notke  passed 
ugh  a  literaiy  and  theological  course  of  study  at  the  Unirersity  of  Edinburgh^  In  (9y>> 
ras  elected  by  the  Edinburgh  Town-Council  to  the  Head-Mastmhip  of  the  Niddry  Street 
wL  In  this  situation  he  remained  eleven  years.  In  1840.  he  was  preferred  to  the  English 
tcrship  in  Madras  CoHegc.  St.  Andrews,  an  appointment  which  he  held  for  thirteen  years, 
e  bis  retirement  from  public  duty,  Mr.  Young  has  resided  in  Edinburgh.  The  following 
lay-school  hymn,  which  he  composed  many  years  ago,  appears  anonymously  in  the 
ections.    A  correct  copy  has  been  kindly  supplied  to  us  by  the  author. 

THE  HAPPY  LAND. 

There  is  a  happy  land. 

Far,  far  away. 
Where  saints  in  glory  stand. 

Bright,  bright  as  day. 
Oh  how  they  sweetly  sing. 
Worthy  is  our  Saviour  King  ; 
Loud  let  His  praises  ring — 

Praise,  praise  for  aye. 

Come  to  this  happy  land. 

Come,  come  away  ; 
Why  will  ye  doubting  stand — 

Why  still  delay? 

T  T 


Love  cwinoi  die. 
On  then  lo  giory  run  ; 
Be  ■  croim  and  kinf^om  woi 
And  brighl  above  tlie  sun 
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WILLIAM   BALL. 

LLIAM  Ball  was  originally  engaged  in  legal  pursuits.  In  183s  be  purchased  the  benutiful 
Ue  of  Glen  Rothay.  near  Rydal.  Westmoreland.  He  has  employed  a  portion  of  his  time  in 
ttical  composition.  Among  a  number  of  rolumes  which  he  has  printed,  intended  chiefly 
private  circulation,  are  "  Hymns  or  Lyrics,"  1864,  lamo ;  "  Notices  of  Kindred  and  Friends 
parted."  1865 ;  and  "  The  Story  of  James  Beattie,  the  Aberdeenshire  Schoohnaster,  versi- 
i."  f  866.  Mr.  Ball  is  a  member  of  the  Society  of  Friends.  The  two  following  lyrics,  from 
pen.  have  been  inserted  with  his  permission. 


**THE  WORD  WAS  MADE  FLESH. 

Praise  to  Jesus  I    Praise  to  God 
For  the  love  He  sheds  abroad, 
Lightening  o*er  a  world  of  sin — 
Glowing  in  the  heart  within. 

For  the  pristine  promise  made 
£*en  in  Eden's  darkened  shade. 
For  the  light  of  sacrifice, 
Till  the  Morning  Star  should  rise. 

For  the  harp  of  prophecy, 
Singing  of  redemption  nigh  ; 
For  the  Branch  of  Jesse's  stem  ; 
For  the  birth  at  Bethlehem. 

For  the  sacred  standard  spread ; 
For  the  life  our  Pattern  led  ; 
For  His  precept  pure  and  true ; 
For  His  doctrine,  like  the  dew. 

For  His  love's  inviting  call, 

All  embracing,  seeking  all ; 

For  the  grace  and  truth  He  brought, 

For  the  ransom  He  hath  wrought. 


>i 


Foi  His  glorioos  rdgn  on  high. 
When  He  rose  from  Bethaof  ; 
For  the  heaYenlf  peace  He  Irai 
For  Ibe  Comfortei  He  givex. 

For  Hi*  psiting  prmnise  dear 
Of  His  pretence,  alway  near  ; 
For  the  blest  usurance  mute 
Of  His  in 


For  the  pledge  Chat  we  shall  rii 
In  His  likenesx,  to  the  Ucies  ; 
Foi  the  merdfiil  decree 
That  our  Friend  oar  Judge  sbal 

All  redeeming  boontj  gives : 
All  that  humble  faith  receives  : 
All  Chat  rising  doubt  restrains  : 
All  thai  drooping  hope  sustains 

Saviour  1  these  to  Tbee  we  owe 
From  Thy  dying  love  they  flow 
And  we  praise^  for  grace  so  tm 
Thee,  Jehovah-Jesos,  Tbec. 
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While  streams,  which  on  that  tide  depend, 

Steal  from  the  heavenly  shores  away, 
And  on  this  desert  world  descend, 
0*er  weary  lands  to  stray. 

They  cheer  the  pilgrim,  nigh  to  sink, 

Who,  bending  'neath  his  load  of  woe. 
Delays  beside  the  verdant  brink 
Where  these  still  waters  flow. 

There,  fainting  soul !  do  thou  repair, 

And  hover  o*er  the  hallowM  spring, 
To  drink  the  crystal  wave,  and  there 
To  lave  thy  wearied  wing. 

There  droop  thy  wing,  when  far  it  files 

From  earth's  vain  toil  and  ceaseless  strife. 
And  feed  by  these  still  streams,  that  rise 
Beneath  the  Tree  of  Life. 

It  may  be  that  the  breath  of  love 

Some  leaves  on  their  pure  tide  hath  driven. 
Which,  floated  from  the  shores  above, 
Are  sent  to  thee  from  heaven. 

So  shall  thy  pains  and  griefs  be  healed. 

By  the  blest  virtue  that  they  brii^ ; 
So  thy  parch'd  lips  shall  be  unsealed, 
Thy  Saviour's  praise  to  sing. 


DIVIXE  COMPAXION'SHir 
WlIETKKK  In  sotilude  I  stitj. 
Or  walk  the  dljr'i  busy  way, 

0  Than,  m*  beavnilr  Gnid^ 
With  unremitting  ctre  attcnl ; 
My  God,  my  cverlastiiig  Fneiul, 

O'er  all  my  steps  preside. 

Though  varioas  dangeft  wait  am 
And  enemin  my  peace  amfonnd. 

Thou  art  my  lefuge  still ; 
Though  ofl  my  v/aii  and  ilacjien 
Prevents  me  in  the  heavenly  race 

1  wait  Thy  soveieign  wilL 

From  Hsgah's  top,  with  earnest  < 
The  sweet  inhontance  I  spy, 

Be<iucath'd  me  from  above  ; 
The  promise  aHUkds,  my  Savionr' 
Malie»  all  my  inwanl  soul  lejoice 

And  fills  nw  with  His  love. 
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When,  through  the  force  of  my  disease, 

I  cannot  think  on  Thee, 
O  Saviour,  still  my  faith  renew ; 

For  Thou  hast  died  for  me. 

Justly  I  feel  Thy  chastening  rod, 

And  bow  my  conscious  head : 
Whilst  Thou  with  sweet  compassion.  Lord, 

Dost  smooth  my  mournful  bed. 

At  every  quick  returning  pain. 

Thou  giv'st  the  balm  that  heals  ; 
What  pangs  soe'er  the  body  pierce. 

All  that  the  spirit  feels. 

O  Father !  to  Thy  sovereign  grace 

I  every  comfort  owe : 
One  glimpse  of  Thy  paternal  face 

Disperses  all  my  woe. 


MRS.  CREWDSON. 

Mrs.  Jane  CRBWDSON,  rure  Jane  fox,  was  second  daughter  of  George  Fox.  Esq..  of 
Perraw,  CornwalL  She  was  bom  in  October,  1809.  Of  remarkably  studious  habits,  she  became 
early  conversant  with  classical  leaming^,  and  familiar  with  the  modem  lanf^ages.  In  1836,  she 
married  Thomas  D.  Crewdson,  Esq.,  of  Manchester.  Delicate  from  cUldhood,  Mrs.  Crewdson 
became  at  length  a  confirmed  invalid.  For  many  j^rs  she  was  confined  to  her  bed-chamber. 
She  bore  her  affliction  with  Christian  patience.  "  Now  as  a  constant  sufiferer,"  communicates 
Mr.  Crewdson.  "  the  spiritual  life  deepening,  and  the  intellectual  life  retaining  all  its  power, 
she  became  well  prepared  to  testify  as  to  the  all-sufficiency  of  her  Saviour's  love.  Many  felt 
that  her  sick  room  was  the  highest  place  to  which  they  could  resort  for  refreshment  of  spirit. 
and  even  for  mental  recreation.  From  that  apartment  came  many  a  letter  of  earnest  sympathy . 
or  of  charming  playfulness."  During  her  period  of  illness,  she  produced  four  volumes  of 
genuine  poetry—"  The  Singer  of  Eisenach,"  "  Aunt  Jane's  Verses  for  Chfldren."  "  Lays  of  the 
Reformation."  and  "  A  Uttle  While,  and  other  Poems."  She  died  at  Summerlands.  near 
Manchester,  on  the  t4th  September,  1863.  in  her  fifty-fourth  year. 

"A  UTTLE  WHILE." 
"  What  is  thU  that  He  saith,  A  UtUc  while  ?  "— 7Wfa»  xvi.  18. 

Oh  for  the  peace  which  floweth  as  a  river, 
Making  life*s  desert  places  bloom  and  smile  ! 

Oh  for  the  faith  to  grasp  heaven's  bright  "  for  ever," 
Amid  the  shadows  of  earth's  "little  while  !  " 


LYRA  BRTTANNICA. 

"  A  littk  while,"  for  psUicDt  vigil-keepung, 
To  bee  the  stem,  to  wrsilc  with  the  itnmg  ; 

"  A  little  while,"  lo  tow  the  seed  with  weeping, 
Then  Iriiid  the  sheaves,  and  sing  the  harvest  song. 

"  A  little  while,"  to  wear  the  weeds  of  sadness. 
To  pMe  wttli  weaj7  step  through  miry  wa^s ; 

Then  to  poor  foith  the  fragrant  oil  of  gladness. 
And  dasp  the  girdle  round  the  robe  of  praise. 

*'  A  little  while,"  'midst  shadow  and  illusion. 
To  Itrive,  by  bllh,  love's  mjisteries  lo  spell ; 

Then  read  eadi  dark  enigma's  bright  solution. 

Then  hail  (Igfat't  verdict,  "  He  doth  all  things  wrlL 

"  A  little  while,"  the  earthen  pitcher  taking 
To  wayside  brooks,  from  lar-ofT  fountains  fed; 

Then  the  ax>]  lip  ils  thint  for  ever  slaking 
Beside  the  liilness  of  the  Fountain-head. 

"  A  little  while,"  to  keep  the  oil  from  &iling, 
"  A  Utile  while,"  faith's  Hickering  lamp  K 
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That  thou  hast  lost  thy  skill, 
And  hast  forgot  the  tuneful  melody  ? — 
Thy  hand  hangs  feeble,  and  thy  heart  is  chill, 

And  thou  hast  lost  the  key  ? 

Exile,  take  doMm  the  lyre  ! 
Shake  off  the  dust  from  every  tuneless  string  ! 
Pass  thy  hand  softly  o*er  each  fragile  wire, 

Look  Zionward — ^and  sing  ! 

Heavenward — till,  one  by  one. 
The  notes  of  joy  thy  silent  shell  overflow  ; 
The  song  they  sing  before  the  Saviour's  throne. 

Must  first  be  learned  below. 

Thou  canst  not  join  their  throng, 
Till  thou  hast  caught  the  key-note  of  their  strain  ; 
The  foreign  land  must  echo  the  home-song, 

**  Worthy  the  Lamb  once  slain." 

The  music  of  one  Name 
O'erflows  the  courts  of  heaven  with  melody ; 
And  pilgrim-lips  reply, — **  Worthy  the  Lamb, 

For  He  was  slain  for  me  ! " 

PILGRIM  DISCOVERIES. 

I've  found  a  joy  in  sorrow, 

A  secret  balm  for  pain, 
A  beautiful  to-morrow 

Of  sunshine  after  rain. 
I've  found  a  branch  of  healing. 

Near  every  bitter  spring  ; 
A  whisper'd  promise  stealing 

O'er  every  broken  string. 

I've  found  a  glad  hosanna 

For  every  woe  and  wail, 
A  handful  of  sweet  manna. 

When  grapes  from  Eshcol  fail.* 
I've  found  a  Rock  of  ages, 

When  desert  wells  were  dry  ; 
And,  after  weary  stages, 

I've  found  an  Elim  nigh. 


My  Saviour  !  Thee  possessing, 

We  have  the  joy,  Ihc  balm, 
TTie  healing,  and  Ihe  blessing — 

The  sunshine  and  [he  psalm  ; 
The  promise  for  Ihe  Teiirfid, 

The  Etim  far  the  faint. 
The  rainbow  for  the  leiuful, 

The  glory  for  the  saint. 


"  BLESS   THE   LORD  AT  ALL  Tl 

0  Thou  whose  bounty  fills  my  cup 
With  every  blessing  meet, 

1  give  Thee  thanks  for  every  drop. 
The  bitter  and  the  sweet. 


I  praise  Thee  for  the  desert  road. 

And  for  the  river -side  ; 
For  all  Iliy  goodness  halh  bestow'd. 

And  all  Thy  grace  denied. 
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I  bless  Thee  for  the  glad  increase, 

And  for  the  waning  joy ; 
And  for  this  strange,  this  settled  peace, 

Which  nothing  can  destroy. 


JONATHAN  EVANS. 


The  Rev.  Jonathan  Evans  was  born  at  Coventry,  about  the  year  1749^  He  was  oriionally 
employed  in  a  ribbon  manufactory.  Receiving  serious  impressions,  he  became  a  member  of 
the  Rev.  George  Burder's  Church,  at  Coventry.  His  thoughts  having  been  directed  towards 
the  ministry,  he  purchased  a  building  at  Foleshill,  in  1784.  and  there  commenced  preaching. 
A  congregation  was  formed,  and  in  April,  1799,  he  was  ordained  to  their  pastoral  superinten- 
dence.   Hte  death  took  place  on  the  31st  August,  1809.    Mr.  Evans  composed  several  hymns. 

The  following,  which  first  appeared  in  Dr.  Kippon's  Selection,  1787,  is  there  headed  F . 

A  preponderance  of  evidence  seems  in  favour  of  Mr.  Evans*  claims  to  the  authorship.  See 
Note. 


FINISHED  REDEMPTION. 

Hark  !  the  voice  of  love  and  mercy 
Sounds  aloud  from  Calvary  ; 

See  !  it  rends  the  rocks  asunder, 
Shakes  the  earth,  and  veils  the  sky  ; 

"It  is  finished!" 
Hear  the  dying  Saviour  cry. 

**  It  is  finished  !"  O  what  pleasure 
Do  these  charming  words  afford  ; 

Heavenly  blessings,  without  measure. 
Flow  to  us  from  Christ  the  Lord  : 

** It  is  finished!" 
Saints,  the  dying  words  record. 

Finished  all  the  types  and  shadows 

Of  the  ceremonial  law  ; 
Finished  all  that  God  had  promised. 

Death  and  hell  no  more  shall  awe. 
"It  is  finished!" 

Saints,  from  hence  your  comfort  draw. 


All  on  taith,  and  ill  in  beiTcii, 


HalldDJih  ! 
GlofT  to  (be  bleeding  Lamb. 


THE  COUNTESS  OF  HUNTIl 


SALVATION  SOUGHT. 
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I  love  to  meet  among  them  now, 
Before  Jehovah's  feet  to  bow, 

Though  viler  than  them  all ; 
But  who  can  bear  the  piercing  thought. 
What  if  my  name  should  be  left  out, 
When  He  for  them  shall  call  ?  ' 

Dear  Lord,  prevent  it  by  Thy  grace  ; 
Oh,  let  me  see  Thy  smiling  face, 

In  this  my  gracious  day. 
Tliy  pardoning  voice  oh  let  me  hear, 
To  still  my  unbelieving  fear ; 

Nor  let  me  fall  away. 

Among  Thy  saints  let  me  be  found, 
Whene'er  the  archangel's  trump  shall  sound. 

To  see  Thy  smiling  face. 
Then  loudest  of  the  crowd  1*11  sing, 
Till  heaven's  resounding  mansions  ring 

The  riches  of  Thy  grace. 


COMFORT  OF  GOD'S  LOVE.  • 

The  world  can  neither  give  nor  take, 

Nor  can  they  comprehend 
That  peace  of  God,  which  Christ  hath  bought. 

That  peace  which  knows  no  end. 

The  burning  bush  was  not  consum'd 
Whilst  God  remainM  there  ; 
.  The  three,  when  Jesus  made  the  fourth. 
Found  fire  as  soft  as  air. 

God's  furnace  doth  in  Zion  stand ; 

But  Zion's  God  sits  by. 
As  the  refiner  views  his  gold 

With  an  observant  eye. 

*  litis  cento  was  composed  by  Lady  Huntingdon  from  Nos.  33  and  28  of  John 
uon's  Songs  of  Praise,  1683. 
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His  thoughts  *rt  high.  His  love  is  vise  ; 

His  wounds  a  cure  intend  ; 
And  though  He  doth  not  always  smile. 

He  loves  onto  the  end. 

Uis  love  is  coQstanl  as  the  sun. 
Though  clouds  come  oft  between  ; 

AimI  could  my  faith  but  pierce  these  doads, 
I(  might  be  always  seen. 

Yet  1  dull  ever,  ever  sing, 

Aikd  Thou  Tor  ever  shine  ; 
I  have  Thine  own  dear  pledge  for  this; 

Lord,  Thou  art  ever  mine. 


MARTIN    MADAN". 

wile  Juditb.  diiiflitrr  of  [b 
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Father  all  glorious, 
O'er  all  victorious, 
Come,  and  reign  over  us, 
Ancient  of  days  ! 

Jesus,  our  Lord,  arise, 
Scatter  our  enemies. 

And  make  them  fall : 
Let  Thine  almighty  aid 
Our  sure  defence  be  made. 
Our  souls  on  Thee  be  stay'd  : 

Lord,  hear  our  call ! 

Come,  Thou  incarnate  Word, 
Gird  on  Thy  mighty  sword  : 

Our  prayer  attend ! 
Come,  and  Thy  people  bless. 
And  give  Thy  word  success : 
Spirit  of  holiness, 

On  us  descend ! 

Come,  holy  Comforter, 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear 

In  this  glad  hour ; 
Thou,  who  almighty  art. 
Now  rule  in  ev'ry  heart. 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  power ! 

To  the  great  One  in  TTiree 
Eternal  praises  be 

Hence,  evermore  ! 
His  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see, 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore. 


REDEEMING  LOVE. 

Now  begin  the  heavenly  theme. 
Sing  aloud  in  Jesu's  name ; 
Ye,  who  Jesu's  kindness  prove. 
Triumph  in  redeeming  love. 

U  U 


CaDCdlM  by  redeeming  love 

Ve,  alas  !  who  long  b»Te  bee; 
Willing  slaTcs  of  death  and  si 
Now  from  blin  no  longer  ro« 
Stop,  and  taste  redeeming  lo^ 

Welcome,  al]  by  tin  opprcst. 
Welcome  to  His  sacred  rest ; 
Nothing  bmnght  Him  from  ■ 
Nothing  but  redeeming  love. 

He  subdued  th'  infienkal  po«n 
His  tremendous  foes  and  onn 
From  their  curaM  empire  drt 
Mighty  in  redeeming  lore. 

Hither  then  your  moiic  bring 
Strike  aloud  each  joyful  strini 
Mortals,  join  the  hosts  above, 
Join  to  pi 
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MRS.  MADAN. 

Mrs.  MadaN.  net  Judith  Cowper.  wu  only  daugrhter  of  the  Hon.  Spencer  Cowper.  one 
of  the  judges  of  the  Court  of  Common  Pleas,  and  niece  of  Lord  Chancellor  Cowper.  She 
became  the  wife  of  Colonel  Martin  Madan,  of  the  Guards,  and  was  mother  of  the  Rev.  Marthi 
Madan,  the  subject  of  the  preceding  notice,  and  of  Dr.  Speuoix  Madan,  Bishop  of  Peter- 
borough. Her  daughter,  Mrs.  Cowper,  composed  rerses ;  she  b  likewise  faitroduced  In  this 
work.  Mrs.  Madan  was  considerably  gifted  as  a  poetess.  Sevend  sacred  lyrics  proceeded 
firxHD  her  pen.  The  following  hjrmn,  composed  by  her,  was  pablished  hi  the  appendix  to  the 
second  edition  of  the  Collection  used  in  the  chapel  of  the  Lock  Hospital  (1763). 


A  FUNERAL  HYMN. 

In  this  world  of  sin  and  sonx>w, 

Compass^  round  with  many  a  care, 
From  eternity  we  borrow 

Hope  that  can  exclude  despair. 
Thee,  triumphant  God  and  Saviour, 

In  the  glass  of  faith  we  see : 
Oh  assist  each  faint  endeavour, 

Raise  our  earth-born  souls  to  Thee. 

Place  that  awful  scene  before  us 

Of  the  last  tremendous  day, 
When  to  life  Thou  shalt  restore  us ; 

Lingering  ages,  haste  away  ! 
Then  this  vile  and  sinful  nature 

Incomiptiou  shall  put  on  ; 
Life-rene^'ing,  glorious  Saviour, 

Let  Thy  gracious  will  be  done. 


u  u  2 


Knov  (hat  the  I-oid  is  God  indec 
Without  our  Bid  He  did  OS  nu 

Wc  are  His  flock,  He  doth  us  f«< 
And  for  His  sheep  He  doth  ns 

Oh,  enter  then  His  gates  with  pti 
Approach  with  joy  His  coon* 

Praise,  laud,  and  bless  His  aame 
For  it  is  seeml;  so  lo  do. 

Foe  why ;  the  Lord  our  (3od  is  ( 
His  mercy  is  for  e>'er  sure ; 

His  tiiilh  at  all  limes  flnnly  stooi 
And  shall  from  age  to  age  end 


PRECIOUS  PROMISES.t 
How  finn  a  foundation,  ye  saints  of  I 
Is  laid  for  your  bith  id  His  eicellenl 
What  more  can  He  say  than  to  you  I 
You,  who  unto  Jesus  for  ccfugc  have 

In  eveiy  OTnditioo, — in  uckness,  in  h 
In  poverty's  vale,  or  abounding  in  we 
At  home  and  abroad,  on  the  land,  on 
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When  through,  the  deep  waters  I  call  thee  to  go, 
The  rivers  of  woe  shall  not  thee  overflow ; 
For  I  will  be  with  thee,  thy  troubles  to  bless. 
And  sanctify  to  thee  thy  deepest  distress. 

When  through  fiery  trials  thy  pathway  shall  lie, 
My  grace  all-sufficient  shall  be  thy  supply  ; 
The  flames  shall  not  hurt  thee  ;  I  only  design 
Thy  dross  to  consume,  and  thy  gold  to  refine. 

E'en  down  to  old  age  all  my  people  shall  prove 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love  ; 
And  when  hoary  hairs  shall  their  temples  adorn. 
Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom  be  borne. 

The  soul  that  on  Jesus  hath  Iean*d  for  repose, 

I  will  not,  I  will  not  desert  to  his  foes  ; 

That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavour  to  shake, 

1*11  never,  no  never,  no  never  forsake. 


REJOICING  IN  HOPE.* 

Rejoice,  though  storms  assail  thee  ; 

Rejoice,  when  skies  are  bright ; 
Rejoice,  though  round  thy  pathway 

Is  spread  the  gloom  of  night ; 
If  the  good  hope  be  in  thee 

That  all  at  last  is  well. 
Then  let  thy  happy  spirit 

With  joyfiU  feelings  swell ! 

"Look  back  on  early  childhood, 

And  let  thy  soul  rejoice  I 
Who  then  upheld  thy  goings, 

And  tuned  thy  feeble  voice  ? 
Look  back  on  youth's  gay  visions, 

When  life  one  glory  seem'd  I 
Who  pour*d  those  rays  of  gladness. 

Which  on  thy  prospect  beam*d  ? 

•  See  Note. 


Yes,  tnidst  the  notes  of  sorrow 

A  still  small  peacefal  Totce 
Mingled  Us  hti-railj  accents, 

Ai>d  bade  thj  soal  "  Rejt^ce 
Raise  Ihen  Ih^  downcast  TisfoD 

To  yon  fw  sacred  tree. 
Where  One,  thine  "  Elder  Biol 

Wepl,  bled,  and  died  for  the 

Rejoice,  rejoice  for  ever. 

Though  eartblj  friends  be  go 
For  lilently  and  swiftly 

The  wheel*  of  Hme  roll  on  ; 
And  still  they  bear  thee  forwan 

Neam  that  happy  jhore. 
While  the  triumphant  song  is 

"  Rejt^ce  for  e\ 


NOTES. 


Mrs.  Sarah  Flowbr  Adams,  pp.  x— 3, 

The  personal  history  of  Mrs.  Adams  has  hitherto  been  unknown  to  hymnolo- 
gists.  CoUecUMTs  of  hymns,  on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic^  have  described  her  as 
an  American.  In  a  sketch  of  her  life,  an  American  hymnist  has  claimed  her  as  a 
native  of  New  York  state,  and  has  entered  into  some  particulars  as  to  the  chil- 
dren of  her  district  having,  on  her  decease,  chanted  some  of  her  hymns  over  her 
bier.  Dr.  Belcher,  the  respectable  author  of  "  Historical  Sketches  of  Hymns,** 
(1859,  8vo)  has  ascribed  to  her  the  authorship  of  "Adoration,  Aspiration,  and 
Beuef,**  a  work  composed  by  her  sister.  Mrs.^  Adams  is  enrolled  among  the 
American  poets  in  "  Lyra  Americana,"  a  collection  of  transatlantic  hymns,  pub* 
luhed  by  tne  Religious  Tract  Society  (Lond.,  1865,  xamo).  In  that  woric,  and  in 
other  collections,  her  hymn  commencing  "Nearer,  m^  God,  to  Thee,"  has 
been  altered  in  the  first  line  of  the  second  stanza — the  indefinite  article,  "  a," 
beinjs  substituted  for  the  definite,  "  the."  Thus,  while  the  poetess  is  referring  to 
the  journey  of  the  patriarch  Jacob,  when  he  rested  on  his  stone  pillow  at  Bethel, 
and  dreamed  of  the  ladder  of  God,  s^e  is  made  to  refer  to  an  imaginary  dream 
by  a  homeless  mendicant.    The  force  and  beauty  of  the  simile  are  lost, 

Joseph  Addison,  pp.  3 — 7. 

Addison  published  his  hymns  as  sequels  to  his  essays  in  the  S^tator.  The 
hvmn  beginning  ''  The  Lora  my  pasture  shall  prepare,  is  appended  to  No.  441. 
Ine  hymn  which  we  have  entitle4  "The  Firmament  was  attached  to  No.  465. 
"  How  are  Thy  servants  blest,"  app^red  at  the  conclusion  of  No.  489.  The 
composition  commencing  "  When  all  Thy  mercies,"  accompanied  No.  453. 

Mrs.  Cecil  Frances  Alexander,  pp.  9— zx. 

Mrs.  Alexander's  hymn,  commencing  ''When,  wounded  sore,  die  stricken 
soul,"  appeared  in  "  Hymns  Descriptive  and  Devotional,  for  the  use  of  Schools'* 
(1858),  and  in  the  "  Legend  of  the  Golden  Prayer"  (X859).  The  "  Hymn  for  Ad- 
vent" was  originally  published  in  "  Verses  for  Holy  Seasons"  (X846).  A  version 
of  the  hymn  entitled  "  Faith  and  Heaven  "  aroeared  in  "  Hymns  Descriptive  and 
Devotional,"  as  an  "  Evening  Hymn."    The  nrst  stania  prooeed»-~ 

'*  The  crimson  of  the  snnset  sky. 
The  last  i^old  lines  of  day ; 
Alonj;  the  mountain's  rosy  verge 

How  fast  they  fode  away : 
Oh  for  the  pearly  gates,"  etc 

In  its  present  form  the  hymn  was  published  in  the  "Legend  of  the  Golden 
Prayer.'* 

Henry  Alpord,  D.D.,  pp.  xs — X9. 

In  the  last  edition  of  "  Harvest  Home  "  (Poetical  Works,  1865),  Dean  Alford 
has  substituted,  in  die  third  staiua,  the  third  and  fourth  Unes  contained  in  the 
text,  for  the  following,  which  appear  in  all  former  editions— 

"  From  His  6eid  shall  punre  away 
AH  that  doth  offend  that  day." 


LYEA   BKirAXNICA. 


Ja»« 


The  hyBB  '*  WottliT  the  I^mb  '  h  conlaiiKd  in  the  apneodLT  la"  A  CoOeavv 
of  Hymn*  for  ihc  vk  o£  iboK  Uut  teek  and  ihoK  that  Iutv  Redemrftioa  v  ik 
Bland  or  Chiiu"  , Second  cdiDao.  Kendal.  1761'.  The  campSm  sere  Juc 
Allen,  ud  WillBimiBd  Chiiuinher  Billy.  Mr.  Allen's  privau copy  oflhinit 
U  in  ^e  iiimiiiiiiii  of  Mr.  C  f>-  HutLculk,  and-  this  Uyma  n  arwUfd  u  lib 
cooipfMlioa  br  bU  initiali,  "J.  A.,"  in  his  own  lundwr  "  '".'--  l 

EcnenUr  iKTibed  llx  hymn  B  Cfaiuluplici   Baity.     The 
by  Mr,  Allen,  wat  the  ^roWype  of  >lr.  Shirley'*  hymr 

in  (he  Kend^  CoUectkin.     The  (uihonhipu 
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does  not  seem  to  have  composed  any  original  hymns.  Two  other  paraphrases, 
which  have  been  attributed  to  him,  have  also  been  adapted  from  older  ver- 
sions. 

Respecting  the  authonhip  of  the  Scottish  paraphrases,  modem  hymnists 
have  entered  into  some  unprofitable  discussions.  In  Notes  and  Queries^  May  ax, 
1859,  appeared  a  list  of  authors  of  the  paraphrases,  communicated  by  a  corre- 
spondent — "  T.  G..  S.,"  and  dated  "  Edinburgh.**  In  this  paper  the  fourth  para- 
phrase Is  assigned  to  "  Robert  Blair,  author  of 'The  Grave.'"  The  authorship 
of  three  other  paraphrases  is  denoted  by  the  name  ''  Blair"  being  placed  in  iuxta> 
position  with  their  respective  numbers  in  the  series.  A  London  hymnof(^:ist, 
struck  with  the  official  aspect  of  the  list,  and  probably  unaware  of  Dr.  Hugh 
Blair's  connection  with  the  paraphrases,  hastened  to  make  known  the  supposed 
discovery  that  Robert  Blair,  autnor  of  "The  Grave,"  was  also  entitled  to  reputa- 
tion as  a  hymn  writer.  The  information  was  accepted,  and  the  hymnist  was  con- 
gratulated,  in  a  memoir  of  Robert  Blair,  on  the  importance  of  his  discovery. 
There  was  error  throughout.  Robert  Blair  was  mentioned  in  Notes  and  Quertes 
95  author  of  the  fourth  paraphrase  only.  The  other  "  Blair"  of  the  "  list"  was 
£>r.  Hugh  Blair,  of  Edinburgh.  But  error  did  not  stop  here.  One  of  the  para- 
phrases, the  44th,  ascribed  to  "  Blair,"  has  proved  to  be  a  cento  from  the  ^3rd  of 
I>r.  Toseph  Stennett's  "  Lord's  Supper  Hymns,"  and  from  Hytrin  6x4  m  the 
Wesleyan  Hymn-book,  one  of  Charies  Wesley's  compositions.  The  fourth  para- 
phrase assigned  in  the  list  to  Robert  Blair  consbts  of  five  verses,  while  in 
the  original  version  of  "  Scriptural  Translations,"  issued  b^r  the  General  Assembly 
in  1745,  only  three  verses  are  given^  and  those  much  inferior  to  the  present 
version,  and  totally  unworthy  of  the  mgenious  author  of  "The  Grave."  Robert 
Blair  died  in  1746.  We  have  now  before  us  a  letter  from  Robert  Blair,  Esq.,  of 
Avontown,  grandson  of  the  author  of  "  llic  Grave,"  statins  that  his  ancestor  was 
not  known  to  his  descendants  as  having  composed  a  single  nymn  ! 

With  respect  to  the  list  of  paraphrase  wnters,  we  have  received  a  communi- 
cation from  T.  G.  S.,  who  communicated  it  to  Notes  atid  Qturies.  ^  He  states 
that  his  information  was  not  derived  from  original  sources,  but  was  chiefly  drawn 
from  an  edition  of  the  paraphiases,  published  at  Edinburgh  in  1836,  with  notes 
by  Dr.  Stebbing. 

Jambs  Boden,  pp.  67 — 69. 

A  doubt  has  been  expressed  as  to  whether  Mr.  Boden  was  the  writer  of  the  hymn 
commencing  "  Ye  dying  sons  of  men,"  owing  to  its  in.sertion  in  the  first  edition 
of  his  collection  (iSot)  apart  from  his  acknowledged  originals,  but  with  the  sig- 
nature "  B ."    As  the  hymn  was  composed  by  him  so  early  as  his  twentieth 

year,  he  may,  at  a  maturer  period,  have  nesitated  to  acknowledge  it.  That  he 
was  author  of  the  hymn  we  are  entirely  satisfied.  It  appears  in  two  different 
numbers  of  The  Gospel  Magazine  in  1777 ;   \\z.  at  pp.  96  and  386.     At  both 

entries  it  is  subscribed  "  J s  B— — n,"  and  dated  "  Cnester,"  where  Mr.  Boden 

was  then  resident.  That  the  skeleton  si^ature  did  not  represent  the  name  of 
another  would  apj^r  from  the  fact  that  his  acknowledged  composition — "  Bright 
Source  .of  everlasting  love,"  is  inserted  in  The  Evangelical  Magazine ^  in  August, 
Z798,  with  the  open  signature  "  B— — n,"  as  on  the  former  occasion. 

Michael  Bruce,  pp.  97 — 106. 

The  h3rmn,  entitled  "The  Millennium,"  which  we  have,  on  the  authority  of 
the  latest  editor  of  Bruce's  poems,  placed  among  his  compositions,  has  been 
erroneously  assi^ed  to  him.  The  hymn,  with  some  slight  variations,  was  in- 
cluded in  the  "  Scriptural  Translations  and  Parac^rases,  issued  by  authority  of 
the  General  Assembly,  in  1745 — the  year  before  Bruce  was  bom.  1  ne  alterations 
6q  the  original  venuon,  there  is  every  reason  to  believe,  were  made  by  Logan. 

George  Burder,  p.  107. 

The  Dbmission  Hymn  has  been  so  commonly  assigned  to  Mr.  Burder  by  col- 
lectors^ that  it  seems  necessary  we  should  iustify  our  assertion  that  he  was  not 
the  writer.    The  hymn  first  appeared  in  the  collections,  in  1774.    Mr.  Burder 
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u  IB.  Ac  Kf.  J<te  ■mdcT.  rf  CHSK.  n  tan  Ins   biiimcd  dul  V  k  o^ 
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own  periodical ;  and,  having  thus  attracted  the  attention  of  hymn-coUectors,  part 
of  the  composition  has  appeared  in  hymn-books  both  in  Europe  and  America. 
Certainly  neither  its  writer  nor  first  editor  imagined  the  honour  to  which  it  was 
destined.  We  are  sorry  to  say  that  in  early  life  our  talented  friend  was  suddenly 
called  from  his  labours  to  his  eternal  rest,  not,  however,  without  several  years* 
successful  labour  in  tl^e  ministry  of  Divine  truth." 

William  Cowpkr,  pp.  157 — 166. 

"  God  moves  in  a  mysteriotts  way." 

This  hymn  was  composed  by  Cowper,  diuing  a  solitary  walk,  at  a  period 
when,  according  to  Montgomery,  he  was  "in  tlM  twilight  of  departing  reason." 
Another  account  of  the  ongin  of  the  hymn  is  siven  by  Dr.  Belcher,  ne  states 
that  the  mentally-afflicted  poet  had  conceived  it  was  the  will  of  the  Supreme 
that  he  should  perish  by  his  own  act  in  the  river  Ouse.  He  ofdered  a  post- 
chaise,  and  instructed  the  driver  to  convey  him  to  a  particular  spot  by  the 
river's  bank.  The  driver  having  failed,  after  a  long  search,  to  discover  the  place, 
Cowper,  who  believed  that  at  that  spot  only  was  he  permitted  to  deprive  himself 
of  life,  ordered  the  driver  to  proceed  homeward.  On  reaching  his  nouse,  he  sat 
down  and  composed  the  hymn.  This,  we  agree  with  the  editor  of  Notes  and 
Queries  (No.  243}  is  an  evident  perversion  of  the  story  related  by  the  poet 
himself,  as  to  his  ordering  a  man  to  drive  him  to  the  Tower  Wharf,  intending  to 
throw  himself  into  the  Thames,  and  abandoning  the  intention  on  finding  the 
wharf  pre-occupied. 

"  Far  from  the  world.  O  Lord,  I  flee :" 

This  hymn  was  composed  by  Oawper  in  his  retirement  at  Huntingdon,  in  1765,  on 
his  recovery  from  his  first  and  severest  mental  attack. 

Jambs  George  DstK,  pp.  X79 — i8a. 

The  Rev.  Tosiah  Miller,  in  his  recent  work  on  the  "New  Congregational 
Hymn-book,'  supplies  some  particulars  respecting  the  personal  hbtory  of  this 
esteemed  hymn  writer.  Mr.  Deck  served  as  an  officer  in  the  Indian  army.  He 
returned  from  India  to  Britain  in  1835.  In  1843  he  began  to  minister  to  a  con- 
gregation of  Plymouth  Brethren,  at  Wellington.  Somerset.  He  subsequently 
resided  at  Weymouth,  and  in  1852  emigrated  to  New  Zealand.  His  work,  "Joy 
in  Departing,'  is  a  memoir  of  the  conversion  and  last  days  of  the  son  of  a  brouier 
officer,  whose  dying  testimony,  in  his  fourteenth  year,  evinced  the  eacperience  of 
the  advanced  believer.  Mr.  Deck  has  issued  several  works  in  connection  with  his 
denomination.  In  the  "  Wellington  Hymn-book,"  1857,  there  are  twenty-seven 
hymns  from  his  pen,  and  seventeen  otners  in  a  volume  entitled  "  Hymns  and 
Spiritual  Songs,"  edited  by  John  U.  Scobell. 

David  Dickson,  pp.  187 — 189. 
"  O  mother  dear.  Jerusalem.** 

A  Latin  hymn  of  the  eighth  century,  commendns  "  Urhsheaia^  Hierusalem^*^ 
has,  IDce  Dies  Irte^  proved  the  foundation  of  several  interesting  modem  composi- 
tions. A  manuscript  quarto  volume  in  the  British  Museum,  No.  151^25,  contains 
(p.  7a)  a  hymn  of  twenty-six  stanzas,  entitled  "  A  Song  mad  by  F.  B.  P.  to  the  tune 
of  Diana.'  Fourteen  verses  of  this  composition  have  been  published  by  Sir  Roundell 
Pakner.  in  his  "  Book  of  Praise.**  There  b  no  date  attached  to  it,  but  there  is 
evidence  to  show  that  it  was  not  written  prior  to  1616.  Dickson's  hymn  *is  so  fiur 
a  variation  on  the  Museum  version,  but  extends  to  thirty-six  additional  stanzas. 
From  the  expression,  "  Our  Ladie,"  which  occurs  in  the  latter,  it  would  appear 
to  have  been  composed  by  a  Roman  Catholic  Didcson  had  probably  seen  the 
Museum  copy  in  the  form  of  a  tract,  and,  admiring  its  strain^  had  adopted  it  as  the 
foundation  of  a  hymn  for  Protestants.  His  version  was  pnnted  in  a  broadsheet. 
In  a  valuable  paper  in  Excelsior^  a  relinous  serial^  the  ingenious  writer  traces 
the  original  conception  of  the  hymn  to  St.  Augustme.  See  Exceltior,  Lond., 
1854,  vol.  L,  pp.  267 — 276. 
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Tbc  Rev.  Dr.  HonliDi  Boaar  luj  ci^Tcd  Dkkicn'i  hjmB,  lonnpan 
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Sir  Robert  Grant,  pp.  246 — 951. 

The  hymns  of  Sir  Robert  Grant  have  been  frequently  attributed  to  hb  brother, 
the  late  Lord  Glenelg.  Dr.  Belcher  has  described  the  brothers  as  one  and  the 
same  individual.  Lord  Glenelg  communicated  to  us,  some  time  before  his  death, 
his  anxious  wish  that  full  justice  might  be  done  to  the  memory  of  his  eifted  brother, 
as  the  author  of  these  hymns.    His  lordship  died  in  Febnuuy,  x86o. 


Reginald  Hebbr,  D.D.,  pp.  29X — 996. 
"  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains." 

The  following  letter,  addressed  by  the  Rev.  Dr.  RaflSes,  of  Liverpool,^  to 
Dr.  Lowell  Mason^  the  celebrated  American  composer,  supplies  some  interesting 
particulars  respectuig  the  origin  of  Heber's  "  Missionary  Hymn."  The  manu- 
script of  the  hymn  is  in  the  possession  of  Dr.  Raffles'  family. 

**  Heber,"  writes  Dr.  Raffles,  "  then  rector  of  Hodnet,  married  the  daughter  of 
Dean  Shipley,  rector  or  vicar  of  Wrexham,  in  North  Wales.  On  a  certain  Satur- 
day, he  came  to  the  house  of  his  father-in-law^  who  resided  at  the  rectory  or 
vicarage,  to  remain  over  Sunday,  and  preach,  in  the  momin£[,  the  first  sermon 
ever  preached  in  that  church  for  the  Church  Missionary  Soaety.  As  they  sat 
conversing  after  dinner  in  the  evening,  the  dean  said  to  Heber,  '  Now,  as  you  are 
a  poet,  suppose  you  write  a  hymn  for  the  service  to-morrow  morning.'  Immedi- 
ateljr  he  took  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  and  wrote  thatliymn,  which,  had  he  wfitten 
nothing  else,  would  have  immortalized  him.  He  read  it  to  the  dean,  and  said, 
'  Will  that  do  ? '  '  Aye,'-  he  replied  ;  '  and  we  will  have  it  printed  and  distributed 
in  the  pews,  that  the  people  may  sing  it  after  the  sermon.'  '  But,'  said  Heber, 
'  to  wlut  tune  will  it  go  ? '  '  Oh,'  he  added,  *  it  will  eo  to  "  Twas  when  the  seas 
were  roaring."  *  Ana  so  he  wrote  in  the  corner^  at  the  top  of  the  page,  *  'Twas 
when  the  seas  were  roaring.'  What  that  tune  is  I  do  not  know,  but  it  may  be 
easily  ascertained.  The  hymn  was  printed  accordingly,  and  from  the  file  of  the 
printer  I  obtained  the  manuscript. 

"  I  have  seen  another  version  of  the  story  of  the  hymn^  which  states  that  it  was 
on  Whitsunday,  1819,  and  that  it  was  for  a  sermon  in  aid  of  the  Society  for  the 
Propagation  of  the  Gospel  in  Foreign  Parts.  I  cannot  vouch  for  the  correctness 
of  either.     '  I  tell  the  tale  as  'twas  told  to  me.' 

"  The  only  correction  in  Heber's  manuscript  occurs  in  the  seventh  line  of  the 
second  stanza,  where  he  had  originally  written  '  The  savage,  in  his  blindness,' 
which  he  altered  to  '  The  heathen,  in  his  blindness.'  Below  Uie  stanzas  is  written 
in  pencil :  '  A  hymn  to  be  sung  in  Wrexham  Church,  after  the  sermon,  during 
the  collection.' 


Ottiwell  Hecinbotham,  pp.  297 — 399. 

We  are  again  indebted  to  the  Rev.  Josiah  Miller  for  some  biographical  parti- 
culars. Mr.  Heginbotham  was  bom  in  1744.  About  the  year  ^762.  he  was 
elected  by  a  majority  of  members  to  the  pastorate  of  a  Congregational  Church  at 
Sudbury  ;  but  the  minority  ha\nng  protested,  his  settlement  was  deferred.  Seve- 
ral years  having  elapsed  without  the  prospect  of  a  re-union,  the  neighbouring 
ministers  advised  that  Mr.  Heginbotham's  settlement  should  be  proce«ied  with. 
He  was  accordingly  ordained  to  the  ministry  at  Sudbury,  on  the  20th  November, 
1765.  This  event  was  followed  by  a  separation,  the  miAorityelecting  another 
pastor,  and  formine  themselves  into  a  new  coi^^regation.  These  contentions 
greatly  distressed  Mr.  Heginbotham,  who  fell  mto  consumption.  He  died  in 
1768,  m  his  24th  year. 


Robert  Herrick,  pp.  306,  307. 

Herrick's  Litany  to  the  Holy  Spirit  is  one  of  the  many  modem  compositions 
founded  on  the  Dt'es  I  ret  of  Thomas  de  Celano. 


tVRA  BRITANNICA. 


Mc.  HoalBOiaaT  npealcd  hil  TcnioD  of  the  icmnr-Kcood  Pulm,  at  the  dw 
af  Itpecitiai  >  irinimary  BMedlu  bcid  is  Ibe  WctUna  dupd,  Lrntrpaul,  ca 
ibc  141b  April,  it».  I>r,  AdjtiB  Ou-ltc,  who  prtHdcd.  be^fnl  the  mjinrwTi|K. 
bid  bucriea  it  IB  bia  "  CoauDcntuiH  "  id  coniwctioii  with  thr  pulm.  Id  tbcMl- 
lovinf  June,  MciBlfOIMf>  publiJlBl  llil  •mion  i»  the  "Sonp  of  Sioo."  Tin 
hynuu  cntillcd  "  Ckn  >"  God,"  "  Gfiad  Tidiiirs,~  ud  "  The  Pniaralkn  of  ibl 
Heart,"  WCR  sricbullr  comibuled  In  Collcnli'i  CollectiaD  iiSiq:.  "Pranr" 
wu  avtribuied  10  Iha  Rev.  John  BkkmtMh-i  Collection  (.819  ,  TV  hjBt 
"  On  opeolDg  X  pbce  fer  wonhip,"  wu  comppsed  Tor  the  occauoD  af  laying  the 
fouDdition-UODC  of  Sl  Geoffc'i  cburdi,  Sbcncld,  July  9ih,  iSai. 

Jomi  HouisHt,  D.D..  pp.  ^r>.  431. 
Since  the  leit  wu  pristid,  wt  ban  leuntd  KHae  rurtbei  pailicu'^an  leaESiii 
the  peJMial  hiUKT  of  Df.  Uormon.  Me  wa>  bom  in  the  countY  of  lUtnltea. 
in  1749.  He  atudted  for  the  miiuury,  and  vu  early  disrinsui^lted  for  his  atalilT 
nod  leajning .  In  17*0,  be  wai  ardaincd  to  the  ustonl  cue  of  the  (4imh  oT 
CaDltblljr,  OkJtbneiaBiR'  UndertheiijCDatuTeof  ^'MuaBcu%,''behad,iDcaffTEic, 
CODtrihuted  venetto  theJEdEiii^t^  ''^'^/r  ^f '^fduw,  and  he  wai  coueqncViy, 
DD  tbervcommcndabodaftbcRev.  John  Lagan,  placed  on  the  Geneial  AihmUj \ 
COfpmitlee  for  pKpunv  ^^  ChunJl  Faraphnaea.  He  i>  uDdentood  10  luvt 
compoied  puiplinaea  19th,  (IM.  agth^iolh,  and  JJth,  and  to  have  •riiics.  cm- 
joinll;  villi  Li«u.  Not.  t;  and  18.  T£ok  hvmni  whicb  -e  hare  reprDduted  il 
the  ICB  aie  panplvuca  -lotb  and  lOlh.  The  latter  ia  founded  os  a  birmii  of  Dr. 
Waia(5ecWatu'>Hyn»,Baaki..HrmDi3}.  Dr.  Moni»ii  diedin  ihemaaK 
of  Caniihay,  on  the  iiili  June,  1796-  In  ihc  text  we  hiyc  inAuuntely  saicd 
that  hU  deatb  look  place  in  1799. 
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Robert  Robinson,  pp.  479—481. 
"  Come,  Thou  Fount  of  every  blessinsr." 

The  Religious  Tract  Society,  and  Mr.  C.  H.  Spurgeon,  in  their  recently  pub- 
lished Hymnals,  have  attributed  this  hymn  to  the  Countess  of  Huntingdon.  In 
the  preface  to  his  compilation  Mr.  Spurgeon  acknowledges  that  both  in  respect  of 
the  authorship  and  textual  purity  of  his  selected  hvmns^  he  has  mainly  relied  on 
the  authority  of  Mr.  Daniel  Sedgwick,  bookseller,  Sun  Street,  Bishopsgate. 
Mr.  Sedgwick  has  stated  his  sentiments  respecting  the  authorship  of  the  hymn  in 
several  serial  publications.  As  the  question  is  of  interest  to  every  student  of 
hymnody,  and  of  no  inconsiderable  public  importance,  we  purpose  to  enter  into 
it  fully. 

Mr.  Sedgwick  is  owner  of  a  volume  of  Charles  Wesley's  "  Hymns  and  Sacred 
Poems,"  published  in  T749,  which  contains  on  a  fly-leaf  nve  manuscript  stanzas  of 
sacred  verse,  of  which  the  three  former  form  the  hynm  usually  ascribed  to  Mr. 
Robinson.  The  volume  is  inscribed  on  the  title-page,  "  Diana  Bindon,  1759.'*  It 
is  admitted  that  this  inscription  proves  that  the  volume  was  at  the  date  1759  the 
property  of  Mrs.  Bindon,  otherwise  Mrs.  Bindon  Blood,  tUe  Miss  Vandeleur,  an 
intimate  friend  of  Lady  Huntingdon.  Mr.  Sedgwick  maintains  that  the  manuscript 
stanzas  are  also  in  the  handwriting  of  Mrs.  BindoiK  who  had  o^ed  them  (he  be- 
lieves) from  the  original  MS.  of  the  cotmtess.  He  holds  that  the  stanzas  were 
transcribed  about  ten  years  before  the  written  date  on  the  title-page,  and  that 
they  were  composed  at  that  period  by  the  countess,  she  being  movra  thereto  by 
some  adverse  events  in  her  family.  At  the  period  to  which  he  refers,  Mr.  Robin- 
son was  an  apprentice  and  unconverted. 

The  only  written  date  on  Mr.  Sed|rwick's  volume  is  1759.  That  date  b  attached 
to  Mrs.  Bindon's  name.  No  doubt  Mrs.  Bindon  placed  her  name  upon  the  volume 
at  the  time  of  making  purchase  of  it.  The  writing  on  the  fly-leaf,  it  is  therefore 
reasonable  to  conclude,  took  place  in,  or  subsequent  to,  1759,  when  the  volume 
was  obtained  from  the  bookseller. 

Mr.  Robinson's  hymn  was  printed  at  Norwich  in  1758,  a  year  before  Mrs. 
Bindon  seems  to  have  made  purchase  of  her  volume.  But  Mr.  Sedgwick  pointed 
—at  least  on  his  first  discovery — to  the  fact  that  the  MS.  contained  five  stanzas, 
while  Mr.  Robinson's  hymn  has  no  more  than  three.  And  the  additional  stanzas, 
both  of  them,  have  been  pronounced  by  a  hymnolozist  in  the  Presbyterian 
Messenger  (May,  1861)  to  be  "  the  finest  of  them  all.  Without  these  stanzas, 
this  writer  proceeds  to  remark,  "the  beauty  "of  the  composition  "is  lost."  We 
quote  the  fourth  stanza — 

"  Oh  that  day  when,  freed  from  sinning, 

I  shall  see  Thy  lovely  face  I 
Clothed  then  in  blood-washed  linen. 

How  rU  siim^  Thy  sovereign)  pvce! 
Come,  dear  Lord,  no  loneer  tarry. 

Take  my  raptured  soulaway ; 
Send  Thy  angels  now  to  carry 

Me  to  realms  of  endless  day.  ** 

Mr.  Sedgwick  had,  like  the  Presbyterian  Messengrr^s  correspondent,  arrived  at 
an  opinion  most  favourable  to  all  the  five  stanzas.  In  Notes  and  Queries  (Dec. 
39,  i860',  he  suggests  that  Rotnnson  had  pltmdered  the  first  three  stanzas  from 
Lady  Huntingdon.  This  theory,  he  adds,  is  more  reasonable  than  that  Lady 
Huntingdon  should  have  adoptra  Robinson's  verses.  Not  10,  according  to  his 
subsequent  admission.  For  Mr.  Sedewick  has  been  forced  to  acknowledge 
{Presoyterian  Messenger^  June,  1861}  that  the  fifth  verse  of  his  MS.  b  a  literal 
transcription  from  Charles  Wesley  !  (**  Hymns  and  Sacred  Poems,"  vol.  ii. 
Hymn  51, 1749.]  So  he  has  proved  the  writer  of  hii  MS.  to  be  either  a  deliberate 
plag^rist,  or  the  victim  of  one  !  That  plagiarist  vras  not  Lady  Huntingdon, 
for  in  the  various  editions  of  her  hymn-book  the  three  stanzas  of  the  hymn  as- 
cribed to  Robinson  are  inserted  only.  Nor  did  her  ladyship,  accordins  to  Mr. 
Sedgwick's  more  matured  judgment,  compose^  the  fourth  or  doggerel  stanza 
quoted  above.  It  was,  he  thinks,  "  made  bv  Miss  Vandeleur  herself,  in  order  to 
introduce  the  fifth  verse,  and  so  form  a  link  between  her  two  favourite  poets." 
Hhua  the  entire  narrative  respecting  the  MS.  crumbles  into  nought. 

We  shall  now  adduce  direct  testimony  in  favour  of  Mr.  Robinson's  claims. 
Memoirs  of  his  life  have  been  published  by  his  nephew,  the  Rev.  William  Robin- 
son, of  Cambridge.    I'hcre  is  in  that  reverend  gentleman's  poisession  **  a  Church 
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Church  has  communicaited  to  Mr.  A.  C.  Hobart  Sevxnou^^  Ladv  Hundngdon's 
biocrapher.  tlut  hu  nandfathe^  who  was  one  of  Mr.  Rooiason  s  own  deacons, 
had  handed  down  in  his  family  that  the  hymn  was  composed  br  his  pastor.  In 
his  "  Historical  Sketches  of  Hymns/'  the  Rer.  Dr.  Belcher  ruates  a  narrative, 
which,  as  bearing  on  Mr.  Robinson's  claims,  we- shall  present  entire.  The 
reverend  doctor  states  that  he  received  it  from  a  descendant  of  one  of  the  pax^ 
ties  concerned  in  it.  "  In  the  latter  part  of  his  life,"  writes  Dr.  Belcher,  "  when 
Mr.  Robinson  seemed  to  have  lost  much  of  his  devotional  feeling^  and  when  he 
indulged  in  habits  of  levity,  he  was  travelling  in  a  stage-coach  with  a  lady,  who 
soon  perceived  he  was  well  acquainted  with  religion.  She  had  just  before  been 
reading  the  hymn  of  which  we  are  writing,  and  asked  his  opinion  of  it — as  she 
might  properly  do,  as  neither  of  them  knew  who  the  other  was.  He  waived  the 
subject,  and  turned  her  attention  to  some  other  topic ;  but  after  a  short  period 
she  contrived  to  return  to  it,  and  described  the  benefits  she  had  often  derived 
firam  the  hymn,  and  her  strong  admiration  of  its  sentiments.  She  observed  that 
die  gentleman  was  strongly  ajntated,  but,  as  he  was  dressed  in  coloured  clothes, 
did  not  suspect  the  cause.  Tnis  garb  Robinson  was  compelled  to  assume  in  tra« 
vellinff,  as  wherever  he  was  known,  he  was  jiressed  to  stajr  to  preach.  At  length, 
entireTy  overcome  by  the  power  of  his  feehngs,  he  burst  into  tears,  and  said,—- 
'  Madam,  I  am  the  poor,  unhapinr  man  who  composed  that  hymn ;  and  I  would 
rave  a  thousand  worlds,  if  I  had  them,  to  enjoy  the  feelings  I  then  had.' "  To 
tnis  narrative  we  attach  no  undue  importance  as  a  matter  of  endcmoa ;  but  it 
bears  the  aspect  of  truth. 

In  Mr.  Robinson's  recent  "  Memoirs,"  there  is  a  letter  of  his,  bearing  date, 
December  3,  1766,  in  which  he  writesj  "Who  could  tell  you  I  was  an  author? 
My  works  consist  of  eleven  hymns,  which  Mr.  Whitefield  printed ;  besides  these  I 
have  printed  nothing."  He  refers  of  course  to  the  eleven  hymns  formerly  noticed. 
The  omission  of  reference  to  the  hymn  of  1758  has  funushed  a  ground  of  argu- 
ment to  Mr.  Sedgwick.  Mr.  Rolnnson  did  not  Hint  the  hymn  in  question ; 
xX'tnA  printed  by  Mr.  Wheatley.  But,  though  the  denial  had  been  emphatic, 
would  such  denial  invalidate  a  subsequent  acknowledgment  ? 

Mr.  Sed^vick  has  latterly  changea  his  course  of  areument.  He  has  ditccvtrwd^ 
he  communicates  to  Notes  and  Qneries^  that  Mr.  Robinson  did  write  a  hjmm 
similar  to  that  which  he  attributes  to  Lady  Huntingdon ;  and  so  he  now  exempts 
him  from  the  charge  of  directly  appropriating  her  uidyship's  verses  I  The  hyma 
which  he  assigns  to  Mr.  Robinson  begins — 

"  Hail,  Thou  Source  of  every  blessiiig." 

This  composition  has  not  been  traced  beyond  Mr.  Bidcersteth's  Psalmody,  1833, 
Rcbin.  bnng  attached  to  the  first  line  in  the  index  of  that  work.  No  doubt  Mr. 
Bickersteth  meant  Robinson  by  the  abbreviated  symbol ;  but  as  he  has  likewise 
ascribed  Williams's  "  Guide  me,  O  Thou  great  Jehovah  "  to  Mr.  RoUnson,  and 
has  made  very  many  blunders  in  his  statement  of  authors,  his  authority  need 
scarcely  be  discusseo. 

The  present  controversy  took  origin  in  z8^.  A  quetr  on  the  subject  of  the 
hymn,.subscribed  "  D.  S.,"  which  appeared  m  Notes  msia  Queries  (vol.  v.,  p.  xtx), 
was  answered  by  Mr.  Sedgwick,  who  ascribed  the  hymn  to  Lady  Huntmgdon. 
The  historv  of  the  controversy  since  has  just  been  stated.  We  trust  that  it  has 
now  doseo,  and  that  no  further  attempt  will  be  made  to  do  <«\iuftfog  to  the  me- 
mory of  one  of  the  most  ingenious  of  our  sacred  poets. 

Waltbr  Shirlbv,  pp.  498 — soa. 

The  personal  history  of  Mr.  SSiiriey  has  hitherto  been  imi>erfecdly  known.  To 
Mr.  A.  C.  Hobart  Seymour  we  are  indebted  for  the  foUowiit^  particulars  of  his 
career:  "  Mr.  Shirley,"  writes  Mr.  Seymour,  "took  a  conqucuous  part  in  the 
controversies  of  his  dav.  His  visits  to  the  London  residence  of  his  relative.  Lady 
Huntingdon,  brought  nim  into  intimate  relation  with  the  leaders  of  the  Methodists. 
He  attnbut^l  his  conversion  to  the  Rev.  Henry  Venn,  and  delif^tted  to  describe 
himself  as  his  '  son  in  the  gospel.'  He  became  one  of  Lady  Huntingdon's  duip- 
laias.  and  entered  courageously  into  the  career  which  the  great  Methodists  around 
hia  nad  be^un.  The  aeigy  of  the  znetropdis  proceeded  to  exclude  him  firom 
their  pulpits,  and .  thoush  careltdly  conformiag  to  establiihed  ratos,  he  became 
everywbera  the  object  ot  tepioach. 

X  X 
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"  Mr.  Shiileir  pouois]  in  taint  iBtelleel.  a  femnl  fa«n.  and  m  ctonit 
Vylc.  He  wait  Ibnh,  fcichiiig  viih  resiarkable  tucrcu  at  Bjih.  BriEhiim.Bm- 
trj.  uid  Narwichf  and  at  Duny  plaf«  in  treLand.  He  iuh-i<qucnl1y  obiaiDcd  Ibt 
tivinf  of  Loufhira,  county  Cialway  ^  but  I^  bmdljty  of  hit  ecct«uasuca!  topeion 

dcAuicv,     Dr.  CnpCp  buhop  of  Clonfen,  wmnwd  him  to  lay  a»idc  hi&  '  eicr^<fr 
abU  ductrirm/  and  thrcatoncd  to  ^  prr^xcd  m  ibc  mnt  cfleclual  manner  to  Hip- 

-  He^^iJ^,- ht  laid, 'Tillific^oii  '^''-^-'-  -'---  '!v!^.^"?.'.':J^'?™.v; 


Shiitry  erprcued  hii 

and  inuuHcr  of  Chrut  i  but.'  bt  atidi,  ~  i 
(raniplcd  on  by  the  Aral  man  in  tlK  kincdtn 
"  Mr.  Shirley  nuirbettd  among  hii  fric 

raud  in  reviving  the  ipirit  of  evaagoKcal  rol 
Sbiriey  ',^hcr  of  the  Utc  biihop  of  Sodor 

,^,,^|.___L__,_  r^....=.  ,.j  .... 


tint  are  forgiven  them  fcir  drut't  »ke. 

Miuld  be  inch  a$  U  '  duo  to  t  fcniienus 
1  He  no  neceHfty  for  submitting  to  be 


id  preacber  in  DqUin  ai 


panar>f  Irelaod.** 


NOTES. 


675 


appeared  in  the  pases  of  that  serial  on  February  96,  X83X.  It  was  included  in  her 
vofume,  entitled  'VApril  Hours"  (Eldin.  1838.  x6mo). ^  When  this  volume  was 
made  known  to  the  hymnists,  they  discovered  the  omission  of  a  stanza  in  Mrs. 
Simpson's  original,  and  hence  proceeded  to  contend  that  the  hymn  had  certainly 
been  completed  by  the  earl.  It  proved  otherwise.  The  stanra,  it  was  found 
had  appeared  in  the  original  copy,  and  had  been  simply  omitted  in  the  volume. 

The  hymnists  did  not  readily  yield  their  position.  Lord  Carlisle  having 
'written  the  hymn  beginning  "  Lord,  when  we  creation  scan,"  was,  they  main- 
tained, still  entitled  to  an  honourable  place  in  British  hymnody.  But  his  lordship 
did  not  compose  this  lyric.  The  writer  is  the  late  t)r.  Tames  Dacre  Carlyle, 
Congregational  minister  at  Woolwich.  A  blundering  collector,  in  transferring 
the  hymn  from  the  doctor's  volume,  had  spelt  his  name  "  Carlisle  "  1 

Charles  Wesley,  pp.  594 — 618. 

The  Judgment  Hymn  of  Charles  Wesley,  p.  618,  is  one  of  the  most  effective 
renderings  of  the  celebrated  Dies  Iret^  by  Thomas  de  Celano.  It  constituted 
Part  Second  of  a  hymn  in  three  parts,  entitled,  *'  Thy  Kin^om  Come,"  pub- 
lished by  Wesley  in  nis  "  Hymns  of  Intercession  for  all  Mankmd,"  1758. 

Another  rendering  of  the  Dies  Irtr^  composed  in  the  same  striking  measiu^,  was 
published  by  the  Rev.  John  Cennick,  in  1752.     It  proceeds  as  follows : — 


LO  !  He  Cometh,  countless  trumpets 
Blow  before  the  bloody  sign. 

Midst  ten  thousand  saints  and  angels. 
See  the  glorified  shine. 

Hallelujah  1 
Welcome,  welcome  bleeding  Lamb. 

Now  His  merit  by  the  harpers 
Through  the  etenial  deep  resounds ; 

Now  resplendent  shines  His  nail-prints. 
Every  eye  shall  see  His  wounds; 

They  who  pierced  Him 
Shall  at  His  appearance  waiL 

Every  island,  sea,  and  mountain. 
Heaven  and  earth  shall  flee  away ; 

All  who  hate  Him  must  ashamed 
Hear  the  trump  proclaim  the  day : 

Come  tojud^ment. 
Stand  before  tne  Son  of  man. 


Now  who  love  Him  view  His  glory. 
Shining  in  His  bruised  bee ; 

His  dear  person  on  the  rainbow. 
Now  His  people's  head  shall  raise. 
Happy  mourners  I 

.  Now  in  clouds  He  comes.  He  comes. 

Now  redemption,  long  expected. 
See  in  solemn  pomp  appear ; 

All  His  people,  once  despised. 
Now  shall  meet  Him  in  the  air. 

Hallelujah  I 
Now  the  promised  kingdom's  come. 

View  Him  smiling,  now  determined 

Every  evil  to  destroy ; 
All  the  nations  now  ^lall  sis^  Him 

Songs  of  everlasting  Joy. 
O  come  quickly, 

Halleli^ah.  come,  Lord,  come ! 


In  1760,  the  Rev.  Martin  Madan  compiled  a  judgment  Hymn,  by  an  amal- 

Emauon  of  the  compositions  of  Wesley  and  Cenmck.  Madan,  it  will  be  remarked, 
s  adapted,  with  few  alterations,  the  first,  second,  andfotirth  stanzas  of  Wesley, 
and  the  third  and  fifth  verses  of  Cennick.     His  cento  proceeds  as  follows : — 

Lo  I  He  comes  with  clouds  descending, 

Once  for  favour'd  sinners  slain  ; 
Thousand,  thouvind  saints  attending. 

Swell  the  triumph  of  His  train : 


mpn 
Hallelujah ! 
HaQelujah,  Amen  I 

Every  eye  shall  now  behold  Him, 
RoDea  in  dreadful  majesty ; 

They  who  set  at  nought  and  sold  Him, 
Pierced  and  nailed  Him  to  the  tree, 

Deeply  wailing, 
Shan  the  true  Messtah  see. 

Every  island,  sea,  and  mountain. 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  flee  away : 
AD  who  hate  Him  must,  confounded. 

Hear  the  trump  proclaim  the  day ; 
Come  to  Judgment  I 

Come  to  Judgment,  come  away  I 


Now  redemption,  long  expected. 
See  in  solemn  pomp  appear : 

All  His  sabits,  by  man  rejected. 
Now  shall  meet  Him  in  the  air ; 

Hallelujah  I 
See  the  day  6t  God  appear  1 

Answer  Thine  own  Bride  and  Spirit ; 

Hasten.  Lord,  the  general  doom  ; 
The  new  heaven  and  earth  t*  inherit. 

Take  Thy  pining  exiles  home : 
All  creation 

Travails,  groans,  and  bids  Thee  come. 

Yea.  Amen  I  let  aO  adore  Thee, 
High  on  Thine  exalted  throne ! 

Saviour,  take  the  power  and  glory ; 
Claim  the  kingdoms  for  Thme  own : 

O  come  quickly  I 
Halleli^ah  1  come.  Lord,  come  I 

About  Z758,  Thomas  Olivers  published  a  hymn  on  the  Last  Judgment,  com- 
mencing— 

"  Come,  Immortal  King  of  glory. 
Now  in  majesty  appear ; 
Bid  the  nations  stand  before  Thee, 
Each  hb  final  doom  to  hear ; 

Come  to  Judgment, 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  qakUy  come." 

X   X   2 
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OG*ai  campawd  he  kit  hfua  Ae  mac  Htbtitri.  T< 
wfaidiit  w*QripHallymnpMed,he*ft*fwmla  idded  u 
faf^,  dx  loQith  ltUH»  pncecdcd  : — 


Tbe  linlHiiT  of  tbe  n 


The  roOowinc  i>  bcEcTEd  to  be  1  eemcl  liB  oT  Ihc  pomkal  works  df  ikc  Rct. 
Ouilci  Wealcf.  Sersnl  roklBCl  in  A*  liM  w*f*  iHMd  in  conncclia  wuk  kii 
facDclHr  John. 

Hym  ud  SKnd  ^«    i'^^    " 

AtfoUMioa  of  Pialmi  ud  Hnu.    ii«i. 

H7111U  OK  God'i  ETskuaiBi  Lave.     1141. 

Hynma  aad  Sacred  Poeau.    1743. 

AnEkcTwiheDtMhsf  KoWiJoaa,  Eiq.,  etc     1741. 

Hymu  r«  lb«  Nkiivily.    tr44- 

HrniurorTiBKtcif  TVouUcud  Peneaidon.     rru. 

A  CaUccticw  of  Mocvl  mod  Skci«d  PoemB,  fr 
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Hymns  wriRen  in  the  Time  of  die  Tumults,  June,  1780. 

Hymns  for  the  Nations  in  1782. 

Prayers  for  Condemned  Malefactors.     1785. 

Of  this  remarkable  list  of  publications  in  sacred  vorae,  some  occupy  only  a  few 
pages,  others  are  volumes  of  considerable  bulk.  The  work  entitled  '*  Short  Hymns 
on  Select  Passages,  etc.,'*  contains,  in  the  first  edition,  no  fewer  than  3x46  com- 
positions. Besides  these  works  solely  coii£ned  to  sacred  {xwtry^  C.  Wesley  has 
Siublished  hymns  in  the  followingnroce  works,  issued  hyr  himseu  and  his  brother 
ohn : — "  A  Short  View  of  the  Difierence  with  the  Moravian  Brethren**  (1741) :  x£r 
ymns.  "  A  Word  in  Season  "  (1745) :  tv»  kymns,  A  Word  to  a  Protestant" 
(1747) :  three  hymns.  **  Sermon,  the  Catholic  Spirit"  (1755) :  ctukymn,  **  Reasons 
a^;ainst  a  Separation  from  the  Church  of  England  "  (1758) :  seven  hymns,  entitled 
Hvmns  for  the  Use  of  the  Methodist  Preachers."  Manv  hymns  by  Charles 
Wesley  have  been  published,  since  his  death,  in  Methodist  Magazines  and  other 

Eeriodicals,  besides  his  version  of  nearly  tlw  whole  of  the  Psalms  of  David*  edited 
y  Rev.  H.  Fish,  1854. 

The  following  selections  from  his  other  works.were  issned  by  Charles  Wesley. 

A  Collection  of  Hymns.     1743. 

Hymns  for  the  Watchnight.    About  17^. 

Hymns  and  Spiritual  Songs,  intended  for  the  use  of  real  Christians  of  all 
denominations.     2753. 

Hvmns  for  those  to  whom  Christ  is  all  in  all.     1761. 

Select  Hvmns,  with  tunes  annexed,  designed  chiefly  for  the  use  of  the  people 
callea  Methodists.     1761. 

A  Collection  of  Hymns  for  the  use  of  the  people  called  Methodists.  1780.  (Sup- 
plement, with  a  few  orisinals,  1831.) 

A  Pocket  Hymn-book,  for  the  use  of  Christians  of  all  denominations.     1785. 

Another  volume  with  the  same  title.     1787. 

A  Small  Pocket  Hymn-book  for  the  use  of  Children.     1788. 

Such  is  the  list  of  C.  Wesley's  published  works,  containing  sacred  Terse  ;  and  if 
we  take  into  account  that  upwaras  of  sooo  hymns  from  hb  pen  are  still  in  manu- 
script, it  will  be  admitted  that  such  capacity  va  the  composition  of  rrJigious  poetry 
has  not  been  approached  in  any  age. 

* 
Jonathan  Evans,  pp.  653,  654. 

"  Hark  I  the  roice  of  love  and  mercy.** 

The  authorship  of  this  hjrmn  has  not  been  fully  determinedj  but  on  the  whole 
we  are  inclined  to  assign  it  to  Mr.  Evans.  It  first  appeared  m  Rippon's  Selec- 
tion (1787),  where  its  origin  is  indicated  thus  "  F .  Consequent  on  the  ini- 
tial, collectors  at  first  attributed  the  authorship  to  the  Rev.  Benjamin  Francis, 
Baptist  minister,  Horsley,  Gloucestershire,  who  died  in  1799.  But  Mr.  Francis 
contributed  hymns  to  the  same  edition  of  Kip>pon's  Selection,  accompanied  with 
his  name  :  and,  in  the  preface,  the  editor  awards  him  special  acknowledgments. 
Besides,  Mr.  Francis'  son  has  stated  that  his  father  never  mentioned  to  him  the 
hymn  as  his  composition.  Respecting  the  claims  of  Mr.  Evans,  there  is  a  tradi- 
tion at  Foleshill,  where  he  resided,  that  he  composed  the  hymn.  The  author- 
ship is  assigned  him  by  Dr.  John  Stales,  one  of  his  successors  {Exmngelical 

Maeasine,  March,  1847).    The  indication  "  F ,"  in  Rippon's  Selection,  was 

probably  intended  to  denote  Foleshill,  the  place  of  hu  ministrations.  Mr. 
G.  L.  Withers,  the  present  Congregational  minister  at  Foleshill,  entertains  an 
opinion  adverse  to  Mr.  Evams*  daims.  He  examined  a  manuscript  volume  of  Mr. 
Evans'  compositions  many  years  ago,  and  his  impression  is  that  it  did  not  contain 
this  particular  hymn. 

CoUNTBSs  OP  Huntingdon,  pp.  654,  656. 

"  Oh,  when  my  righteoas  Judge  shall  come.** 

This  hymn,  which  we  have  ascribed  to  Lady  Huntingdon,  at  Mr.  Seymour's 
suggestion,  fu-st  appeared  in  the  fourth  ediuon  of  her  hymn-book,  published 
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About  ini-  ImtbaHcoDdiaji  of  *  con^iDiitJoD  on  ihe  Judrment-daT,  1^  fcnao- 

UlklTIH  MaDAK.  pp.  6j6— «sl. 

Thit  hrmn.  wliii:)!,  on  llic  aulhority  of  Mr.  A.  C.  HabaR  Seymour,  wt  hm 
flijxd  in  CDDKClJoa  with  0UF  biofrapLlcl]  nolicc  of  Mr,  Madin,  hu  b«ii  mnn. 
boled,  is  Hr.  Spurgton'i  hvmnbonk,  to  Charici  Wcalry.      That  itcriptiiB,  wt 

fourpAfled  IrAcI.  in  conjudction  wirh  one  by  Mr,  Wc&lcy  for  uk  on  t  pardnifar 


■'-f^lulr 


ThouohB 


Ml.  Seymour  vtdl,  "Ttl 
dumlK  Kini  r  Mr, 
I  molbcr  Kad  uiter  wen  ] 

h&vt  placed  (hit  hyoin  i 


ritifui&bcd  Duuia]  cc 
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**  Precious  Promisbs/'  p.  660. 

A  variety  of  unsupported  theories  have  been  put  forth  respecting  the  authorship 
of  this  hymn.      It  originally  appeared  in  Rippon's  Selection,  1787.    There  the 

author's  name  is  indicated  "  K ."  several  other  hymns  in  the  selection  being 

similarly  marked.  Succeeding  collectors  adopted  the  hymn,  attaching  to  it  the 
name  "  Kirkham."  A  collection  of  hymns,  edited  by  Thomas  Kirkham,  appeared 
in  1788  :  but  this  hymn  is  not  contained  in  the  volume.  Dr.  Joseph  Belcher 
attrioiftes  the  composition  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Kirkham,  to  whom,  in  hxs  index,  is 
supplied  the  Christian  name  of  "  John."  Dr.  Belcher  b  inclined  to  believe  that 
Mr.  Kirkham  was  a  fellow-student  of  John  and  Charles  Wesley,  and  one  of  the 
early  Methodists.  A  person  of  the  name  is  mentioned  among  tne  early  Oxford 
Methodists :  he  afterwards  attached  himself  to  Whitefield.  Dr.  Alexander 
Fletcher,  in  his  Collection  (182a),  ascribes  the  hymn  to  "  Keen."  Elizabeth 
Caroline  Keene  composed  several  hymns,  which  are  included  in  her  '*  Miscella- 
neous Poems"  (Lond.,  176a,  4to} ;  but  this  composition  is  not  among  them.  In 
his  lately  published  hymn-book,  Mr.  C.  H.  Sptirgeon  has  attached  to  the  hymn 
the  alternative  names  of  "  Kirkham  or  Kenn«ly."  No  hymn-writer,  of  the 
latter  name,  so  far  as  we  have  learned,  flourished  during  the  last  centtuy. 


Anonymous,  p.  66x. 
"  Rejoice,  though  storms  assail  thee.** 

This  hymn  originally  appeared,  so  far  as  can  be  ascertained,  in  "Sacred 
Poetry,"  second  series,  published  by  Messrs.  Oliphant  &  Co.,  Edinburgh.  It 
has  been  inserted  in  "  Psalms  and  Hymns  for  Public  Worship  "  (Seeleys,  second 
edition,  185^}.  In  this  collection,  the  name  of  "  Newton  "  has  been  inaccurately 
attached  to  it.  We  have  failed  to  discover  the  author.  Both  the  editor  and  pul>- 
lishers  of  "  Sacred  Poetry**  have  been  unable  to  obtain  information. 
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Th4  Modem  Scottish  Minstrel; 

Or  the  Songs  of  ScotUnd  of  the  Past  H&lf  C«nt 
Memoin  of  the  Poets,  uid  iketches  and  specimens  ' 
vene  of  the  more  cdebiated  modmi  Gaelic  Bards. 

lamo,  Jt.  fid. 

Tkt  Sacrtd  Minstrel. 

Familiar  Illustrations  of  Scottish  Life. 

Popular  fldltiOTi,  13th  thousand. 

Post  Svo,  41.  id. 

The  Poems  of  Sir  Robert  Ayioun, 

Prom  a  MS.  in  the  posKssion  of  the  editor. 
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